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CHAPTER L 

DOROTHY AND RICHARD. 

It was the middle of autumn, and had rained all day. 
Tkrongh the lozenge-panes of the wide oriel window the 
World appeared in the slowly gathering dusk not a little 
dismaL The drops that clung trickling to the dim glass added 
rain and gloom to the landscape beyond, whither the eje 
passed, as if yaguely seeking that help in the distance, which 
the dripping hollyhocks and sodden sunflowers bordering the 
little lawn, or the honeysuckle covering the wide porch, from 
which the slow rain dropped ceaselessly apon the pebble- 
paving below, conld not giye — steepy slopes, hedge-divided 
into small fields, some green and dotted with red cattle, 
others crowded with shocks of bedraggled and drooping com, 
which looked suffering and patient 

The room to whioh the window haring this prospect be- 
longed was large and low, with a dark floor of uncarpeted oak. 
It opened ünmediately apon the porch, and although a good 
fire of logs blazed on the hearth, was chilly to the sense of the 
old man, who, with his feet on the skin of a fallow-deer, sat 
gazing sadly into the Harnes, which shone rosy through the 
thin hands spread out before them. At the opposite comer 
of the great low-arched chimney sat a lady past the prlme of 
life, bat still beautiful, though the beauty was all but merged 
in the loveliness that rises from the heart to the face of such 
as have taken the greatest step in life — that is, as the old 
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proverb says, the step out of doors. She was plainly yet 
rather richly dressed, in garments of an old-fashioned and 
well-preserved look. Her hair was cut short above her 
forehead, and frizzed out in bunches of little curls on each 
aide. On her head was a covering of dark stufif, like a nun's 
veil, whieh feil behind and on her Shoulders. Close round 
her neck was a string of amber beads, that gave a soft 
liarmonious light to her complexiou. Her dark eyes looked 
as if they found repose there, so quietly did they rest on the 
face of the old man, who was plainly a clergyman. It was a 
small, pale, thin, delicately and symmetrically formed face, 
yet not the less a strong one, with endurance on the somewhat 
sad brow, and force in the closed lips, while a good conscience 
looked clear out of the gray eyes, 

They had been talking about the fast-gathering tide of 
opinion which, driven on by the wind of words, had already 
begun to beat so fuiiously against the moles and ramparts of 
Church and kingdom. The execution of Lord Strafford was 
news that had not yet begun to " hiss the Speaker." 

" It is indeed an evil time," said the old man. " The world 
has seldom seen its like." 

" But teil me, Master Herbert," said the lady, " why comes 
it in this our day? For our sins or for the sins of our 
fathers P . 

" Be it far from me to presume to set forth the ways of 
Providence !" retumed her guest "I meddle not, like some 
that should be wiser, with the calliug of the prophet. It is 
enough for me to know that ever and again the pride of man 
will gather to ' a mighty and a fearful head,' and, like a 
swoUen mill-pond overfed of rains, burst the banks that con- 
fine it, whether they be the laws of the land or the ordinances 
of the Church, usurping on the fruitful meadows, the hope of 
life for man and beast. Alas ! " he went on, with a new Sugges- 
tion from the image he had been using, '* if the beginning of 
strife be as the letting out of water, what shall be the end of 
that strife whose beginning is the letting out of blood % " 

'< Think you then, good sir, that thus it has always been, 
that such times of fierce ungodly tempest must ever foUow 
upon seasons of peace and comfort — even as your cousin of 
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hoIjT memory, in bis verses conceming the Church militant, 
writes — 

' Thu8 also sin and darkness f oUow still 
The Church and Bun, with all their power and skill ' f " 

"Tmly it seems so. But I thank God the days of my 
pilgrimage are nearly numbered. To judge by tbe tokens tbe 
wise man gives us, tbe moumers are abready going about my 
streets. Tbe almond-tree flourisbetb, at least.'' 

He smiled as be spoke, laying bis band on bis gray bead. 

''Bat tbink of tbose wbom we must leave behind us, 
Master Herbert. How will it fare witb tbem % " said tbe lady 
in troubled tone, and glancing in tbe direction of tbe window. 

In tbe window sat a girl, gazing from it witb tbe look of 
a cbild wbo had uttered all ber incantations, and could 
imagine no abatement in tbe steady rain-pour. 

" We sball leave bebind us strong bearts and sonnd beads 
too/' said Mr. Herbert. " And I betbink me tbere will be 
none stronger or sounder tban tbose of your young cousins, 
my late pupils, of wbom I bear brave things from Oxford, 
and in whose aflFection my spirit constantly rejoices." 

" You will be glad to bear sucb good news of your relatives, 
Dorotby," said tbe lady, addressing ber daugbter. 

Even as sbe said the words, the setting sun broke tbrougb 
the mass of gray cloud, and poured over tbe eartb a level 
flood of radiance, in wbicb tbe red wbeat glowed, and tbe 
drops tbat bung on every ear flasbed like diamonds. Tbe 
girl's bair caugbt it as sbe tumed ber face to answer ber 
mother, and an aureole of brown-tinted gold gleamed for a 
moment about ber bead. 

'^I am glad tbat you are pleased, madam, but you know I 
have never seen tbem — or beard of tbem, except from Master 
Herbert, wbo bas, indeed, often spoke rare things of tbem." 

" Mistress Dorothy will still know tbe reason wby," said 
the clergyman smiling, and tbe two resumed their conversa- 
tion. But tbe girl rose, and, turning again to the window, 
8tood for a moment rapt in tbe transfiguration passing upon 
the World, Tbe vault of gray was utterly sbattered, but, 
gatbering glory from ruin, was burrying in rosy masses 
away from ander the loftier vault of blue, Tbe ordered 
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shocks upon twenty fields sent their long parple shadows 
across the flush j and the evening wind, like the sighing 
that follows departed tears, was shaking the jewels from their 
feathery tops. The sunflowers and hollyhocks no longer 
cowered under the tyranny of the rain, but bowed beneath 
the weight of the gems that adorned them. A flame 
burned as upon an altar on the top of every tree, and the 
very pools that lay on the distant road had their message of 
light to give to the hopeless earth. As she gazed, another 
hue than that of the sunset, yet rosy too, gradually flushed 
the face of the maiden. She tamed suddenly from the 
window, and left the room, shaking a shower of diamonds 
from the honeysuckle as she passed out through the porch 
upon the gravel walk. 

Possibly her eiders found her departure a relief, for although 
they took no notice of it, their talk became more confidential, 
and was soon mingled with mauy names both of rank and 
note, with a familiarity which to a stranger might have 
seemed. out of keeping with the humbler character of their 
surroundings. But when Dorothy Vaughan had passed a corner 
of the house to another garden more ancient in aspect, and in 
some things quaint even to grotesqueness, she was in front of 
a portion of the house which indicated a far statelier past — 
closed and done with, like the rooms within those shuttered 
Windows. The inhabited wing she had left looked like the 
dwelling of a yeoman farming his own land; nor did this 
appearance greatly belle the present position of the family. 
For generations it had been slowly descending in the scale of 
worldly account, and the small portion of the house occupied 
by the widow and daughter of Sir Eingwood Vaughan was 
larger than their means could match with correspondent out- 
lay. Such, however, was the character of Lady Vaughan, 
that, although she mingled little with the great f amilies in 
the neighbourhood, she was so much respected, that she would 
have been a welcome visitor to most of them. 

The Reverend Mr. Matthew Herbert was a clergyman 
from the Welsh border, a man of some note and influence, 
who had been the personal friend both of his late relative 
George Herbert and of the famous Dr. Donne. Strongly 
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&ttached to the English Chnrchy and recoiling with disgost 
from the pracidces of the PniitaiiB — as mtichy perbaps, from 
refinement of taste as abhorrence of scliism — ^he had neyer 
jet fallen into snch a paasion for episcopacy as to feel any 
oordiality towards the schemes of the archbishop. To those 
who knew him bis silence conceming it was a louder proteet 
against the policy of Laud than the fiercest denimciations of 
the Pnritans. Ohnce only had he been heard to utter himself 
Qngaardedly in respect of the primate, and that was amongst 
Mendsy and after the second glass permitted of bis consin 
(reorge. *^ Tat ! laud me no Land," he sald. '' A skipping 
bishop is worse than a skipping king." Once also he had 
been oyerheard murmuring to himself by way of consolement, 
''Bishops pass ; the Chorch lemains." He had been a great 
friend of the late Sir Eingwood ; and althoogh the distance 
from bis parish was too great to be travelled often, he seldom 
let a year go by without paying a yisit to bis friend's widow 
and danghter. 

Tuming her back on the cenotaph of their former great- 
nesSy Dorothy diyed into a long pleached alley, careless of the 
drip from overhead, ^d hurrying through it came to a 
circolar patch of thin ^1^, rounded by a lofty hedge of yew- 
trees, in the midst of which stood what had once been a sun- 
diaU It mattered little, however, that only the stomp of a 
gnomon was lefb, seeing the hedge around it had grown to 
such a height in relation to the diameter of the circle, that it 
was only for a yery brief hour or so in the middle of a 
sommer's day, when, of all periods, the passage of Time seems 
least to concem homanity, that it could bare served to 
measnre bis march« The spot had, indeed, a time-forsaken 
look, as if it lay boried in the bosom of the past, and the 
* present had forgotten it. 

Before emerging from the alley, ehe släckened her pace, 
half-stoppedy and, stooping a little in her tucked-up skirt, 
tbrew a bird-like glance around the opener space; tben 
stepping into it^ she looked up to tbe little disc of sky, across 
which the clouds, their roses already withered, sailed dim and 
gray once more, while behind them the stars were beginning 
to recall their half-forgotten message from regions unknown 
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to men. A moment, and she went up to the dial, stood there 
for another moment, and was on the point of turning to leave 
the spot, when, as if with one great bound, a jouth stood 
between her and the entrance of the alley. 

'' Ah ha^ Mistress Dorothy, yoa do not escape me so ! " he 
cried, spreading out his arms as if to tum back some runaway 
creature. 

But Mistress Dorothy was startied, and Mistress Dorothy 
did not choose to be startled, and therefore Mistress Dorothy 
was dignified, if not angry. 

" I do not like such behaviour, Eichard," sha said. " It ill 
ßuits with the time. Why did you hide behind the hedge, 
and then leap forth so rudely ] " 

" I thought you saw me," answered the youth. ** Pardon my 
heedlessness, Dorothy. I hope I have not startledyou too much.'' 

As he spoke he stooped over the band he had caught, and 
would have carried it to his lips, but the girl, half-pettishly, 
snatched it away, and with a stränge mixture of dignity, sad- 
ness, and annoyance in her tone, said — 

'^ There has been something too much of this, Eichard, and 
I begin to be ashamed of it." 

"Ashamed!" echoed the youth. "Ofwhat? There is 
nothing but me to be ashamed of, and what can I have done 
since yesterday f " 

^* No, Eichard ; I am not ashamed of you, but I am ashamed 
of— of— this way of meeting — and — and " 

" Surely that is stränge, when we can no more remember 
the day in which we have not met than that in which we met 
first ! No, dear Dorothy" 

''It is not our meeting, Eichard; and if you would but 
think as honestly as you speak, you would not require to lay 
upon me the bürden of explanation. It is this fooUsh way we 
have got into of late — kissing hands — and — and — always 
meeting by the old sun-dial, or in some other ovOT-quiet spot. 
Why do you not come to the house ] My mother would giv© 
you the same welcome as any time these last — höw many 
years, Eichard ] " 

"Are you quite sure of that, Dorothy 1 " 

^'Well — I did fancy she spoke with something more of 
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eeremony the last time you met. But, consider, she has seen 
80 mach less of you of late. Yet I am sure she has all bat a 
mother's love in her heart towards yoo. For yoarmother was 
dear to her as her own sooL" 

"I would it were so, Dorothy ! For then, perhaps, your 
mother would not shrink from being my mother too. When 
"we are married, Dorothy " 

" Married ! " exclaimed the girL " What of marrying, in- 
deed ! " And she turned sideway s from him with an indignant 
motion. '^ Eichard/' she went on, after a marked and yet 
bat momentaiy pause, for the youth had not had time to say 
a wordy '' it has been very wrong in me to meet you after this 
fashion« I know it now, for see what such things lead to ! 
If you knew it, you have done me wrong." 

" Dearest Dorothy 1 '' exclaimed the youth, taking her band 
again, of which this time she seemed hardly aware, '* did you 
not know from the very vanished first that I loved you with 
all my heart, and that to teil you so would have been to teil 
the sun that he shines warm at noon in midsummer % And I 
did think you had a little — something for me, Dorothy, your 
old playmate, that you did not give to every other acquaintance. 
Think of the houses we have built and the caves we have dug 
together — of our rabbits, and urchins, and pigeons, and 
peacocks I " 

" We are children no longer," retumed Dorothy. " To be- 
have as if we were would be to keep our eyes shut after we 
are awaka I like you, Eichard, you know; but why this — 
where is the use of all this — new sort of thing % Come up 
with me to the house, where Master Herbert is now talking to 
my mother in the large parlour. The good man will be glad 
to see you." 

" I doübt it, Dorothy. He and my father, as I am given 
to understand, think so differently in respect of affairs now 
pending betwizt the Parliament and the king, that '' 

'' It were more beconmig, Eichard, if the door of your Ups 
opened to the king first, and let the Parliament follow." 

" Well Said ! " retumed the youth with a smile. " But let 
it be my excuse that I speak as I am wont to hear." 

The girPs band had 1^ quiet in that of the youth, but now 
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it started from it like a scared bird. She stepped two paces 
back, and drew herself up. 

" And you, Bichard % ** she «aid interrogatively. 

"What would you ask, Dorothy]" retumed tke youth, 
taking a step nearer, to which ehe responded by another back- 
ward ere she replied. 

" I would know whom you choose to senre— whether God 
er Satan ; whether you are of those who would set at nought 
the laws of the land" 

'^Insist on their fulfilment, they say, by king as well as 
people," interrupted Bichard. 

"They would tear their mother in pieces " 

'* Their mother ! ** repeated Bichard, bewildered. 

"Their mother, the Church," explained Dorothy. 

" Oh ! " Said Bichard. " Nay, they would but cast out of her 
the wolves in sheeps' clothing that devour the lambs." 

The girl was silent. Anger glowed on her forehead and 
flashed from her gray eyes. She stood one moment, then 
tumed to leave him, but half tumed again to say scornfuUy— 

"I must go at once to my mother I I knew not I had left 
her with such a wolf as Master Herbert is like to prove 1 " 

" Master Herbert is no bishop, Dorothy I " 

"The bishops, then, are the wolves, Master Heywood 1" 
Said the girl, with growing Indignation. 

"Dear Dorothy, I am but repeating what I hear. For my 
own part, I know little of these matters. And what are they 
to US if we love one another ] " 

" I teil you I am a child no longer," flamed Dorothy. 

" You were seventeen last St. George's Day, and I shall be 
nineteen next St. MichaeFs." 

"St. George for merry England !" cried Dorothy. 

" St. Michael for the Truth 1 " cried Eichard. 

" So be it. Good-bye, then," said the girl, going. 

" What do you mean, Dorothy ] " said Bichard ; and she 
stood to hear, but with her back towards him, and, as it were, 
hovering mid way in a pace. " Did not St. Michael also slay 
his dragon 1 Why should the knights part Company 1 Believe 
me, Dorothy, I care more for a smile from you than for all 
the bishops in the Church, or all the prasbyters out of it," 
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''Yon take needless pains to prove yoorself a foolish boy, 
Blchard ; and if I go not to my mother at once, I fear I ehall 
leam to despise you — which I would not willingly." 

'^Despise me! Do you take me for a coward theo, 
Dorothy % " 

''I say not that. I doubt not, for the matter of swords and 
pistols, you are mach like other male creatures ; bat I protest 
I conld neyer love a man who preferred my Company to the 
Service of bis king/' 

She glided into the alley and sped along its yaolted twilight, 
her white dress gleaming and clouding by fits as she went. 

The youth 8tood for a moment petrified, then started to 
overtake her, but stood stock-still at the entrance of the alley, 
and foUowed her only with his eyes as* she went. 

When Dorothy reached the house, she did not run up to 
her room that she might weep onseen« She was still too mach 
annoyed with Eichard to regret having taken such leave of 
him« She oi^ly swallowed down a little balloonful of sobs, 
and went straight into the parloar, where her mother and 
Mr. Herbert still sat, and resamed her seat in the bay 
window. Her heightened colour, an occasional toss of her 
head backwards, like that with which a horse seeks ease from 
the bearing-rein, generally followed by a renewal of the 
attempt to swallow something of upward tendency, were the 
only signs of her discomposure, and none of them were ob- 
senred by her mother or her guest. Gould she have known, 
howeyer, wbat feelings had already beg^n to roase themselyes 
in the mind of him whose boyishness was an offence to her, 
ahe would haye found it more difficult to keep such com- 
posure. 

Dorothy's was a face whose forms were already so decided 
that, should no softening influences from the central regions 
gain the ascendancy, beyond a doubt age must render it hard 
and unloyely. In all the roundness and freshness of girlhood, 
it was handsome rather than beautiful, beautiful rather than 
loyely. And yet it was strongly attractiye, for it bore clear 
indication of a nature to be trusted. If her gray eyes were a 
Uttle cold, they were honest eyes, with a rare look of stead- 
fastness] and if her Ups were a little too closely pressed, it 
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was clearly from any cause rather than bad temper. Neither 
head, Lands, nor feet were small, but they were fine in form 
and movement ; and for the rest of her person, tall and strong 
ES Bicbard was, Dorothy looked further advanced in tbe 
joumey of life than he^ 

She needed hardly, however, have treated bis indifference 
to the politics of the time with so much severity, seeing her 
own acquaintance with and interest in them dated from that 
same aftemoon, during which, from lack of other employment, 
and the weariness of a long morning of slow, dismal rain, she 
had been listening to Mr. Herbert as he dwelt feelingly on 
the arrogance of puritan encroachment, and the grossness of 
presbyterian insolence both to kingly prerogative and episcopal 
authority, and drew a touching pictare of the irritant thwart- 
ings and pitiful insults to which the gentle monarch was 
exposed in his attempts to support the dignity of bis divine 
office, and to cast its protecting skirt over the defenceless 
Church ; and if it was with less sympathy that he spoke of the 
fears which haunted the captive metropolitan, Dorothy at 
least could detect no hidden sarcasm in the tone in which he 
expressed his hope that Laud's devotion to the beauty of 
holiness might not result in the dignity of martyrdom, as 
might well be feared by those who were assured that the 
whole guilt of Strafford lay in his retum to his duty, and his 
subsequent devotion to the interests of his royal master : to 
all this the girl had listened, and her still sufficiently uncertain 
knowledge of the affairs of the nation had, ere the talk was 
over, blossomed in a vagne sense of partisanship. It was 
chiefly her desire after the communion of sympathy with 
Eichard that had led her into the mistake of such a hasty 
disclosure of her new feeling& 

But her following words had touched him — whether to fine 
issues or not remained yet poised on the knife-edge of the 
balancing will His first emotion partook of anger. As soon 
as she was out of sight a spell seemed broken, and words 
came. 

" A boy, indeed, Mistress Dorothy ! " he said. *' If ever 
it come to what certain persons prophesy, you may wish me 
in truth, and that for the sake of your precious bishops, the 
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boj you call me now. Yes, yoa are right, mistress, though 
I would it had been another wbo told me so ! Boy indeed I 
am — or have been — ^without a tbought in my head but of her. 
The soond of my father's voice has been bat as the wind of 
the winnowing fan. In me it has found but chaff. If you 
will have me take a aide, though, you will find me so far 
worthy of you that I shall take the side that seems to me the 
right one, were all the fair Dorothies of the universe pn the 
other. In very truth I should be somewhat sorry to find the 
king and the bishops in the right, lest my lady should flatter 
herseif and despise me that I had chosen after her showing, 
forsooth ! This is Master Herbert's doing, for never before 
did I hear her speak after such fashion." 

While he thus spoke with himself, he stood, like the genius 
of the spot, a still dusky figure on the edge of the night, into 
which his dress of brown yelvet, rieh and sombre at once in 
the sunlight, all but merged. Nearly for the first time in his 
life he was experiencing the difficulty of making up his mind, 
not, however, upon any of the important questions, his in- 
attention to which had ezposed him to such sudden and 
unezpected severity, but merely as to whether he should seek 
her again in the Company of her mother and Mr. Herbert, or 
retum home. The result of his deliberation, springing partly, 
no doubt, from anger, but that of no very virulent type, was, 
that he tnmed his back on the alley, passed through a small 
opeuing in the yew hedge, crossed a neglected comer of wood- 
land, by ways better known to him than to any one eise, and 
came out upon the main road leading to the gates of his 
^ther^s park. 



CHAPTER n. 

RICHARD AND HIS FATHER, 



SlCHABD EEeywood, as to bodily fashion, was a tall and 
abeady powerful youth. The clear brown of his complexion 
spoke of plentiful sunshine and air. A merry sparkle in the 
depths of his hazel eyes relieved the shadows of rather notably 
heavy lids, themselves heavily overbrowed — ^with a Suggestion 
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of character which had not yet asserted itself to tliose who 
knew him best. Correspondingly, bis nose, although of a 
Greek type, was more notable for substance tban clearness of 
line or modelling ; wbile bis Ups bad a boyish fulness along 
witb a definiteness of bow-like curve, which manly resolve 
bad not yet begun to compress and straighten out. His chin 
was at least large enough not to contradict the promise of bis 
face ; bis Shoulders were square, and bis ehest aiid limbs well 
developed : altogether it was at present a fair tabernacle — of 
wbatever sort the indwelling divinity might yet turn out, 
fashioning it further after bis own nature. 

His father and he were the only male descendants of an old 
Monmouthshire family, of neitber Welsh nor j^orman, but as 
pure Saxon blood as might be bad within the clip of the 
ocean. Boger, the father, had once only or twice in his life- 
time been heard boast, in humorous fashion, that although but 
a simple squire, be could, on tbis side the fog of tradition, 
which nearer or further shrouds all origin, count a longer 
descent tban any of the titled families in the county, not 
excluding the Earl of Worcester himself. His character also 
would have gone far to support any assertion he might have 
chosen to make as to the purity of bis strain. A notable 
immobility of nature — ^his friends called it firmness, bis 
enemies obstinacy ; a seeming disregard of what others might 
think of him ; a certain sternness of manner-^an unreadiness, 
as it were, to open bis door to the people about bim; a 
, searching regard witb which he was wont to peruse the face 
of any one holding talk witb bim, when be seemed always to 
give heed to the looks ratber tban the words of him who 
spoke ; these peculiarities bad combined to produce a certain 
awe of him in his inferiors, and a dislike, not unavowed, in 
bis equals. Witb bis superiors be came seldom in contact, 
and to them his bebaviour was still more distant and unbend- 
iug. But, although from these causes he was far from being 
a fayourite in the county, he was a man of such known and 
acknowledged probity that, until of late, when party spirit 
ran high and drew almost everybody, whether of consequence 
or not, to one side or the other, there was nobody who would 
not have trusted Roger Heywood to the uttermost. Even 
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now, foes as well as friends acknowledged that he was to be 
depended upon ; wbile his own son ]ooked np to liim with a 
reverence that in some measure overshadowed his affection. 
Sach a eharacter as this had necessarily been slow in forma- 
tion, and the opinions which had been modified by it and had 
leacted npon it, had been as unalterably as deliberately 
adopted. Bat affairs had approached a crisis between king 
and Parliament before one of his friends knew that there were 
in bis mind any opinions npon them in process of formation — 
so reserved. and monosyllabic had been his share in any con- 
versation upon topics which had for a long time been growing 
every honr of more and more absorbing interest to all men 
either of consequence, intelligence, property, or adventnre. 
At last, howeyer, it had become clear, to the great annoyance 
of not a few amongst his neighbours, that Heywood's leanings 
were to the Parliament. Bat he had neyer yet sought to 
inüaence his son in regard to the great questions at issue. 

His honse was one of those ancient dwellings which have 
grown nnder the hands to fit the wants of successive genera- 
tionsy and look as if they had never been other than old ; two- 
storied at most, and many-gabled, with marvelloas accretions 
and projections, the haunts of yet more wonderful shadows. 
There, in a roodi he called bis study, shabby and small, 
containing a library more notable for quality and selection 
than size, Eichard the next moming sought and found him. 

'^Father!" he said, entering with some haste after the 
Qsual request for admissioa 

" I am here, my son," answered Eoger, withoat lifting his 
eyes from the small foUo in which he was reading. 

"I want to know, father, whether, when men differ, a man 
K bonnd to take a side." 

''Nay, Bichard, bnt a man is bonnd twi to take a side save 
upon reasons well considered and fonnd good." 

'' It may be, father, if you had seen fit to send me to Oxford, 
I should have been better able to jndge now." 

" I had my reasons, son Bichard. Beadier, perhaps, you 
might have been, bat fitter — ^no. Teil me what points you 
have in question." 

" That I can hardly say, sir. I only know there are points 
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at issue betwixt king and Parliament which men appear to 
consider of mightiest consequence. Will you teil me, father, 
why you have never instructed me in these affairs of Church 
and State ? I trust it is not because you count me unworthy 
of your confidence." 

"Far from it, my son. My silence hath respect to thy 
hearing and to the judgment yet unawakened in thee. Who 
would lay in the arms of a child that which must crush him 
to the earth ? Years did I take to meditate ere I resolyed, 
and I know not yet if thou hast in thee the power of medita- 
tion." 

" At least, father, I could try to understand, if you would 
unfold your mind." 

" When you know what the matters at issue are, my son, — 
that is, when you are able to ask me questions worthy of 
auswer, I shall be ready to ans wer thee, so far as my judg- 
ment will reach.'* 

" I thank you, father. In the meantime I am as one who 
knocks, and the door is not opened unto him/' 

"Eather art thou as one who loiters on the door-step, and 
lifts up neither ring nor voice." 

" Surely, sir, I must first know the news." 

" Thou hast ears ; keep them open. But at least you know, 
my son, that on the twelfth day of May last my Lord of 
Strafford lost his head.'' 

" Who took it from him, sir 1 King or Parliament 1 " 

'^ Even that might be made a question j but I answer, the 
High Court of Parliament, my son." 

" Was the judgment a right one or a wrong, sir 1 Did he 
deserve the doom ? " 

" Ah, there you put a question indeed ! Many men say 
right, and many men say vrrong, One man, I doubt me much, 
was wrong in the share he bore therein." 

" Who was he, sir % *' 

"Nay, nay, I will not forestall thine own judgment. But, 
in good sooth, I might be more ready to speak my mind, were 
it not that I greatly doubt some of those who cry loudest for 
liberty. I fear that had they once the power, they would be 
the first to trample her under foot. Liberty with some men 
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means my liberty to do, and i\vM to suffer. But all in good 
time, my son ! The dawn is nigh." 

'' You will teil me at least, father, what is the bone of con- 
tention 1 " 

'' My son, where there is contention, a bone shall not fall. 
It is but a leg-bone now ; it will be a rib to-morrow, and by 
and by doubtless it will be the skull itself." 

*' If you care fof none of these things, sir, will not Master 
Flowerdew have a hard name for you 1 I know not what it 
means, but it sounds of the gallows," said Bichard, looking 
rather doubtful as to how his father might take it. 

" Possibly, my son, I care more for the contention than the 
bone, for while thieves quarrel honest men go their own ways. 
Bat what ignorance I have kept thee in, and yet left thee to 
bear the reproach of a Puritan 1 " said the father, smiling 
grimly. " Thou meanest Master Flowerdew would call me a 
Gallio, and thou takest the Eoman proconsul for a gallows- 
bird ! Verily thou art not destined to prolong the renown of 
thy race for letters. I marvel what thy cousin Thomas would 
say to the darkness of thy ignorance." 

'' See what comes of not sending me to Oxford, sir : I know 
not who is my cousin Thomas." 

" A man both of leaming and wisdom, my son, though I 
fear me his diet is too strong for the stomach of this degene- 
rate age, while the dressing of his dishes is, on the other band, 
too cunningly devised for their liking. But it is no marvel 
thou shouldest be ignorant of him, being as yet no reader of 
books. Neither is he a close kinsman, being of the Lincoln- 
shire brauch of the Heywoods." 

" Now I know whom you mean, sir ; but I thought he was 
a writ-er of stage plays, and such things as on all sides I hear 
called foolish and mummery." 

" There be among those who call themselves the godly, who 
will endure no mummery but of their own inventing. Cousin 
Thomas hath written a multitude of plays, but that he studied 
at Cambridge, and to good purpose, this book, which I was 
reading when you entered, bears good witness." . 

« What is the book, father 1 " 

•* Stay, I will read thee a portion. The greater part is of 
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leaming rather than wisdom — ^the gathered opinions of the 
wise and good conceming things both high and stränge ; bat 
I will read thee some verses bearing his own mind, which is 
indeed worthy to be set down with theirs." 

He read that wonderfal poem ending the Seoond Book of 
the Hierarchy, and having finished it looked at his son. 

'^ I do not understand it, sir/' said Eichard. 

" I did not expect you would," returned bis father. " Here, 
take the book, and read for thysel£ If light should dawn 
upon the page as thou readest, perhaps thou wilt understand 
what I now say — ^that I care bat little for the bonos concern- 
ing which king and Parliament contend, bat I do care that 
men — thoa and I, my son — shoald be free to walk in any path 
whereon it may please God to draw us. Take the book, my 
son, and read again. . Bat read no farther save with caation, 
for it dealeth with many things wherein old Thomas is too 
readily satisfied with hearsay for testimony. " 

Kichard took the small folio and carried it to his own 
Chamber, where he read and partly understood the poem. 
Bat he was not ripe enough either in philosophy or religion 
for sach meditations. Having executed his task, for as sach 
he regarded it, he tarned to look throagh the stränge mixture 
of wisdom and credulity composing the volume. One tale 
after another, of witch, and demon, and magician, firmly be- 
lieved and honestly recorded by his worthy relative, drew him 
on, until he sat forgetful of everything but the world of marvels 
before him — to none of which, however, did he accord a wider 
credence than sprang from the interest of the moment. He 
was roused by a noise of qaarrel in tlie farmyard, towards 
which his window looked, and, laying aside reading, hastened 
out to learn the cause. 



CHAPTER IIL 

THE WITCH. 



It was a bright Autumn morning. A dry wind had been 
blowing all night through the shocks, and already some of the 
farmers had begun to carry to their bams the sheaves which 
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had stood liopelessly dripping the day before. Ere Bichard 

reached the yard, he saw, over the top of the wall, the first 

load of wheat-sheayes from the harvest-field, standing at the 

dooT of the barn, and high-uplifted thereon the figure of 

Faithful Stopchase, one of the men, a well-known frequenter 

of paritan assemblies all the countrj round, who was holding 

forth, and that with mach freedom, in tones that sounded 

ve^ like vituperation, if not malediction, against some one 

invisible. He soon foond that the object of his wrath was a 

certain Welsh woman, named Eees, by her neighbours con- 

8idei*ed objectionable on the ground of witchcraft, against 

whom this mach coald with truth be arged,. that she was so 

far from thinking it disrepatable, that she took no pains to 

repüdiate the impatation of it. Her dress, had it been judged 

by eyes of our day, would have been against her, bat it was 

only old-fashioned, not even antiqaated : common in Qaeen 

Elizabeth's time, it lingered still in remote country places — a 

gown of dark stafiT, made with a long waist uid short skirt 

over a huge farthingale ; a ruff which stuok np and out, high 

and far, from her throat; and a eonical Welsh hat invading 

the heavens. Stopchase having descried her in the yard, had 

taken the opportunity of breaking oat upon her in language 

as far remored from that of conyentional politeness as his 

puritanical principles would permii Doabtless he considered 

it a rebuking of Satan, bat forgot that, although one of the 

godly, he could hardly on that ground lay claim to larger 

privüege in the use of bad language than the archangel 

Michael For the old woman, although too prudent to reply, 

she Bcorned to fiee, and stood regarding him fixedly. Bichard 

songht to interfere and check the torrent of abuse, but it had 

already gathered so much head, that the man seemad even un- 

aware of his attempt. Presently, however, he began to quail in 

the midst of his storming. The green eyes of the old woman, 

fized upon him| seemed to be slawly fascinating him. At 

lengthy in the very -midst of a volley of scriptural epithets, he 

feil snddenly silent, tumed from her, and^ with the fork on 

which he had been leaning, began to pitch the sheaves into 

the bam. The moment he tumed his back, Goody Bees 

tumed hersi and walked slowly away. 

B 
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She had scarcely reached tlie yard gate, howeyer, before the 
cow-boy, a delighted spectator and aaditor of the afifair, had 
loosed the fierce watch-dog, which flew after her. Fortunately 
Eichard saw what took place, but the animal, which was gene- 
rally chained up, did not heed his recall, and the poor woman 
had already feit his teeth, when Eichard got him by the throat 
She looked pale and frightened, but kept her composure 
wonderfully, and when Eichard, who was prejudiced in her 
favour from having once heard Dorothy speak friendlily to her, 
expressed his great annoyance that she should have been so 
insulted on his father's premises, reoeived his apologies with 
dignity and good faith. He dragged the dog back, rechained 
him, and was in the act of administering sound and righteous 
chastisement to the cow-boy, when Stopchase staggered, tum- 
bled off the cart, and falling upon his head, lay motionless. 
Eichard hurried to him, and finding his neck twisted and his 
head bent to one side, concluded he was killed. The woman 
who had accompanied him from the field stood for a mom«nt 
uttering loud cries, then, suddenly bethinking herseif, sped 
after the witch. Sichard was soon satisfied he could do 
nothing for him. 

Presently the woman came running back, foUowed at a more 
leisurely pace by Goody Eees, whose countenance was grave, 
and, even to the twitch about her mouth, inscrutable. She 
walked np to where the man lay, looked at him for a moment 
or two as if considering his case, then sat down on the groond 
beside him, and requested Eichard to move him so that his 
head should lie on her lap. This done, she laid hold of it, 
with a band on each «ar, and pulled at his neck, at the same 
time turning his head in the right direction. There came a 
snap, and the neck was straight. She then began to stroke 
it with gentle yet firm band. In a few moments he began to 
breathe. As soon as she saw his ehest move, she called for a 
wisp of hay, and having shaped it a little, drew herseif from 
under his head, substituting the hay. Then rising without 
a word she walked from the yard. Stopchase lay for a while, 
gradually Coming to himself, then scrambled all at once to 
his feet, and staggered to his pitchfork, which lay where it 
had fallen. '^ It is of the mercy of the Lord that I feil not 
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npon the prongs of the pitchfork/' he said, as he slowly stooped 
and lifted it. He had no notion that he had lain more than 
a few seconds ; and of the return of Goody Eees and her 
ministrationB he knew nothing; while such an awe of herseif 
and her influences had she left hehind her, that neither the 
woman nor the cow-boy ventured to allude to her, and even 
Eichard, inflaenced partly, no doubt, by late reading, was 
more inclined to think than speak about her. For the man 
himself, little knowing how close death had come to him, but 
inwardly reproached because of his passionate outbreak, he 
firmly believed that he had had a narrow escape from the net 
of the great fowler, whose decoy the old woman was, com- 
missioned not only to cause his bodily death, but to work in 
him first such a frame of mind as should render his soul the 
lawf ul prey of the enemy. 



CHAPTER IV. 

A CHAPTER OP POOLS. 

The same aftemoon, as it happened, a little Company of 
rustics, who had just issued from the low hatchdoor of the 
TÜlage inn, stood for a moment under the sign of the Crown 
and Mitre, which swung huskily creaking from the bough of 
an ancient thom tree, then passed on to the road, and took 
their way together. 

"Hope you then," said one of them, as continuing their 
previous conversation, '< that we shall escape unhurt 1 It is 
a parlous business. Not as one of us is afeard as I knows on. 
But the old earl, he do have a most unregenerate temper, and 
you had better look to't, my masters." 

*'I teil thee, Master Upstill, it's not the old earl as Tm 
afeard on, but the young lord. For thou knows as well as 
ere a one it be not without cause that men do call him a 
Wizard, for a wizard he be, and that of the worst sort." 

" We shaU be out again afore sundown, shannot we 1 " 
Said another. " That I trust." 

"Up to the which hour the High Court of Parliament 
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assembled will have power to protect its own— eh, John 
Croning t " 

'* Naj, that I cannot teil. It be a parlous job, aud for mine 
own part, whether for the love I bear to the truth, or the 
hatred I cherish toward the scarlet Antichrist, with her seven 
tails" 

" Tush, tush, John ! Seyen heads, man, and ten horns. 
Those are the numbers Master Flowerdew read." 

" Nay, I know not for your homs ; but for the rest I say 
seven tails. Did not honest Master Flowerdew set forth unto 
US last meeting that the scarlet woman sat apon seyen hüls — 
eh? Have with you there, Master Sycamore ! " 

" Well, for the sake of sound argument, I grant you. But 
we ha' got to do with no heads nor no tails, neither — save 
and ezcept as you may say the sting is in the tail ; and then, 
or I greatly mistake, it's not seven times seven as will serve 
to count the stings, come of the tails what may.'' 

" Very true," said another ; " it be the stings and not the 
tails we want news of. But think you his lordship will yield 
them up without gainsaying to us the messengers of the High 
Parliament now assembled 1 " 

For mine own part," said John Croning, " though I fear 
it come of the old Adam yet left in me, I do count it a sorrow- 
ful thing that the earl should be such a vile recusant He 
never falls with a friendly word, or it may be a jest — a foolish 
jest — ^but honest for any one gentle or simple he may meet, 
More than once has he boarded me in that fashion. What 
do you think he said to me, now, one day as I was a mowin' 
of the grass in the court, close by the white horse that spout 
up the water high as a house from his nose-drills 1 Says he 
to me — for he come down the grand staircase, and steps out 
and spies me at the work with my old scythe, and come across 
to me, and says he, * Why, Thomas,' says he, not knowin' of 
my name, * Why, Thomas,' says he, * you look like old Time 
himself a mowing of us all down,' says he. 'For sure, my 
lord/ says I, * your lordship reads it aright, for all flesh is 
grass, and all the glory of man is as the flower of the field.' 
He look humble at that, for, great man as he be, his earthly 
tabemacle, though more than sizeable, is but a frail one, and 
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that lie do know. And says he, ' Wfaere did you read that, 
Thomas r 'I am not a lamed man, please your lordship/ 
says I, ' and I cannot honestly say I read it nowheres, but 
I heerd the words from a book you lordship have had news 
of : they do call it the Holy Bible. But they teil me that 
they of your lordship's persuasion like it not* ' You are very 
much mistaken there, Thomas/ says he. ' I read my Bible 
most days, only not the English Bible, which is füll of errors, 
but the Latin, which is all as Ood gaye it/ says he. And 
thereby I had not where to ans wer withaL" 

*^ I fear you proved a poor champion of the truth, Master 
Croning." 

^^ Confess now, Gast-down Upstill, had he not both sun and 
wind of me — standing, so to say, on his own hearth-stone 1 
Had it not been so, I conld have called hard names with the 
best of you, though that is by rights the gifb of the preachers 
of the truth. See how the good Master Flowerdew excelleth 
therein, sprinkling them abroad from the watering-pot of the 
Gospel. Verily, when my mind is too feeble to grasp his 
argument, my memory lays fast hold upon the hard names, 
and while I hold by them, I have it all in a nutshelL" 

Fortified occasionally by a pottle of ale, and keeping their 
spirits constantly stirred by much talking, they had been all 
day occupied in searching the Catholic houses of the neigh- 
bourhood for arms. What authority they had for it never 
came to be clearly understood. Plainly they believed them- 
selyes possessed of all that was needful, or such men would 
never have dared it As it was, they prosecuted it with such 
a bold front, that not until they were gone did it occur to 
some, who had yielded what arms they possessed, to question 
whether they had done wisely in acknowledging such fellows 
as parliamentary officials without demanding their Warrant 
Their day's gleanings up to this point — of swords and pikes, 
guns and pistols, they had left in charge of the host of the inn 
whence they had just issued, and were now beut on crowning 
their day's triumph with a supreme act of daring — the renoWn 
of which they enlarged in their own imaginations, while uuder- 
mining the courage needful for its Performance, by enhancing 
its terrors as they went. 
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At lengbh two lofty hexagonal towers appeared, and the 
consciousness that the final test of tbeir resolution drew nigb 
took immediate form in a fiuttering at the heart, which, 
however, gave no outward sign but tbat of silence; and 
indeed they were still too füll of tbe importance of unac- 
castomed authority to fear any contempt for it on tbe part ot 
otbers. 

It bappened tbat at tbis moment Baglan Castle was füll of 
xnerry-making upon occasion of tbe marriage of one of Lady 
Herbert's waiting-gentlewomen to an officer of tbe bousebold ; 
and in tbese festivities tbe Earl of Worcester and all bis gaests 
were taking a part. 

Among tbe numerous members of tbe bousebold was one 
who, from being a turnspit, bad risen, cbiefly in virtue of an 
immovably lugubrious expression of countenance, to be tbe 
earl's fool. From tbis peculiarity bis fellow-servants bad given 
him tbe nickname of Tbe Hangman ; but tbe man himself bad 
cbosen tbe röle of a puritan parson, as afibrding tbe best 
ground-work for tbe display of a bumour suitable to tbe expres- 
sion of countenance witb wbich bis motber bad endowed bim. 
Tbat motber was Goody Eees, conceming wbom, as already 
hinted, stränge tbings were whispered. In tbe earlier part of 
bis career tbe fool bad not unfrequently found bis motber's 
reputation a sufficient sbelter from persecution; and indeed 
tbere migbt bave been reason to suppose tbat it was for ber 
son's sake sbe encouraged ber own evil repute, a distinction 
involving considerable risk, seeing tbe time bad not yet 
arrived wben tbe disbelief in sucb powers was sufficiently 
advanced for tbe safety of tbose reported to possess tbem. In 
her tum, bowever, sbe ran a risk somewhat less than ordinary, 
from tbe fact tbat ber boy was a domestic in tbe family of 
one whose eldest son, tbe beir to tbe earldom, lay under 
a similar suspicion ; for not a few of tbe bousebold were far 
from satisfied tbat Lord Herberb's known occupations in tbe 
Yellow Tower were not principally ostensible, and that be and 
bis man had nothing to do witb the black art^ or some other 
of tbe many regions of occult science in wbich tbe ambition 
after unlawful power may hopefully exercise itself, 

Upon occasion of a family fite, merriment was in those days 
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camed further, on the part of both masters and servants, than 
in the greatly altered relations and conditions of the present 
day would be desirable, or, indeed, possible. In this instance, 
the fun broke out in the arranging of a mock maniage between 
Thomas Kees, commonly called Tom Fool, and a young girl 
vho served under the cook. Half the jest lay in the contrast 
between the long face of the bridegroom, both congenitally and 
wilfully miserable, and that of the bride, broad as a harvest 
moon,and rosy almost to purple. The bridegroom never smiled, 
and spoke with his jaws rather than his Ups ; while the bride 
seldom uttered a syllable without grinning from ear to ear, 
and displaying a marvellous appointment of hage and brilliaat 
teeth. Entering solemnly into the joke, Tom expressed him- 
self willing to marry the girl, but represented, as an insuis- 
moantable difficulty, that he had no clothes for the occasion. 
Thereupon the earl, drawing from his pocket his bunch of 
keys, directed him to go and take wbat he liked from his 
vardrobe. Now the earl was a man of large circumference, 
and the fool as lank in person as in countenance. 

Tom took the keys and was some time gone, during which 
many conjectures were hazarded as to the style in which he 
would choose to appear. When he re-entered the great hall, 
where the Company was assembled, the roar of laughter which 
foUowed his appearance made the glass of its great cupola ring 
again. For not merely was he dressed in the earl's beaver 
hat and satin cloak, splendid with plush and gold and silver 
lace, but he had indued a corresponding suit of his clothes as 
well, even to his silk stockings, garters, and röses, and with 
the help of many pillows and other such farcing, so fiUed the 
garments which otherwise had hung upon him like a shawl 
from a peg, and made of himself such a " sweet creature of 
bombast " that, with ludicrous unlikeness of countenance, he 
bore in figure no distant resemblance to the earl himself. 

Meantime Lady Elizabeth had been busy with the scuUery- 
nudd, whom she had attired in a splendid brocade of her grand- 
mother's, with all suitable belongings of ruff, high collar, and 
lace wings, such as Queen Elizabeth is represented with in 
Oliver's portrait. Upon her appearance, a few minutes after 
Tom*s, the laughter broke out afresh, in redoubled peals, and 
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the memment was at its height, when the warder of one of 
the gates entered and whispered in his master's ear tLe 
arrival of tbe bumpkins, and their mission announeed, he 
informed his lordship, with all the importance and dignity 
they knew how to assuma The earl barst into a fresh laugh. 
But presentlj it quavered a little and ceased, while oyer the 
amusement still beaming on his countenance gathered a slight 
shade of anxiety, for who could teil what tempest such a mere 
whirling of straws might not forerun 1 

A few words of the warder's had reached Tom where he 
stood a little aside, his solemn countenance radiating dis- 
approval of the tumultuous folly around him. He took three 
strides towards the earL 

" Wherein lieth the new jest ? " he asked with dignity. 

" A set of country louts, my lord," answered the earl, " are 
at the gate, affirming the right of search in this your lord- 
ship's house of Eaglan." 

" For what % " 

**Arms, my lord." 

<* And wherefore 1 On what ground P 

" On the ground that your lordship is a vile recnsant — ^a 
Papist, and therefore a traitor, no doubt, although they use not 
the Word," said the earL 

*' I shall be round with them," said Tom, embracing the 
assumed proportions in front of him, and turning to the door. 

Ere the earl had time to conceive his intent, he had hurried 
from the hall, followed by fresh shouts of laughter. For he 
had forgotten to stuff himself behind, and when the Company 
caught sight of his back as he strode out, the tenuity of the 
foundation for such a " huge hill of fiesh " was absurd as 
FalstaflTs ha'p*orth of bread to the " intolerable deal of sack." 

But the next moment the earl had caught the intended joke, 
and although a trifle concerned about the affair, was of too 
mirth-loving a nature to interfere with Tom's project, the result 
of which would doubtless be highly satisfactory — at least to 
those not primarily concerned. He instantly called for silence, 
and explained to the assembly what he believed to be Tom 
Foors intent, and as there was nothing to be seen from the hall, 
the Windows of which were at a great height from the floor. 
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and Tom'8 scheifie would be fatally imperilled by the visible 
presence of spectators, from ßome at least of whom gravity of 
demeanour could not be expected, gave hasty instructions to 
several of bis sons and daugbters to disperse the Company to 
Upper Windows haying a view of one or the other court, for 
QO one could teil where the fooPs humour might find its 
principal arena. The next moment, in the pläin dress of 
rough brownisb cloth, which he always wore except upon State 
oecasions, he foUowed the fool to the gate, where he found 
bim talking through the wicker-grating to the rustics, who, 
having passed drawbridge and portcuUises, of which neither 
the former had been raised nor the latter lowered for many 
years, now stood on the other side of the gate demanding 
admittance. In the parley, Tom Fool was imitating bis 
master's yoice and every one of the peculiarities of bis speech 
to perfection, addressing them with extreme courtesy, as if he 
took them for gentlemen of no ordinary consideration, — a 
point in his conception of bis part which he never forgöt 
througbout the whole business. To the dismay of his master 
he was even more than admitting, almost boasting, that there 
was an enormous quantity of weapons in the castle — sufficient 
at least to arm ten thousand horsemen 1 — a prodigious State- 
ment, for, at the uttermost, there was not more than the tenth 
part of that amount — still a somewhat larger provision no 
doubt than the intruder had expected to find ! The pseudo- 
earl went on to say that the armoury consisted of one streng 
room only, the door of which was so cunningly concealed and 
secured that no one but himself knew where it was, or if found 
could open it. But such he said was his respect to the will of 
the most august Parliament, that he would himself conduct 
them to the said armoury, and deliver over upon the spot into 
their safe custody the whole mass of weapons to carry away 
with them. And thereupon he proceeded to open the gate. 

By this time the door of the neighbouring guard-room was 
crowded with the heads of eager listeners, but the presence of 
the earl kept them quiet, and at a sign from bim they drew 
back ere the men entered. The earl himself took a position 
where he would be covered by the opening wicket. 

Tom received them into bodily presence with the notifica- 
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tion that, having suspected their object, he had sent all his 
people out of the way, in order to avoid the least danger of a 
broil. Bowing to them with the utmost politeness as they 
entered^ he requested them to step forward into the court 
while he closed the wicket behind them, but took the oppor- 
tunity of whispering to one of the men just inside the door of 
the guardhouse, who, the moment Tom had led the nistics 
away, approached the earl, and told him what he had said. 

" What can the rascal mean ? " said the earl to himself ; 
but he told the man to carry the fool's message ezactly as he 
had received it, and quietly foUowed Tom and his companions, 
some of whom, conceiving fresh importance from the over- 
strained politeness with which they had been received, were 
now attempting a transformation-of their usual loundering 
galt into a martial stride, with the result of a foolish strut^ 
very unlike the dignified progress of the sham earl, whose 
weak back roused in them no suspicion, and who had taken 
care they should not see his face. Across the paved court, 
and through the hall to the inner court, Tom led them, and 
the earl followed. 

The twilight was foUowing. The hall was empty of life, 
and fiUed with a sombre dusk, echoing to every step as they 
passed through it. They did not see the flash of eyes and 
glimmer of smiles from the minstrel's gallery, and the soli- 
tude, size, and gloom had, even on their dull natures, a pal- 
pable inliuence. The whole castle seemed deserted as they 
followed the false earl across the second court — with the true 
one stealing after them like a knave — little imagining that 
bright eyes were watching them from the curtains of every 
Window like stars from the clear Spaces and cloudy edges of 
heaven. To the north-west comer of the court he led them, 
and through a sculptured doorway up the straight wide ascent 
of stone called the grand staircase. At the top he tumed to 
the right, along a dim corridor, from which he entered a suite 
of bedrooms and dressing-rooms, over whose black floors he 
led the trampling hob-nailed shoes without pity either for 
their polish or the labour of the housemaids in restoring it. 

In this way he reached the stair in the bell-tower, ascend- 
ing which he brought them into a narrpw dark passage endiug 
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again in a downward stair, at the foot of which they found 
themselves in the long picture-gaUery, having entered it in 
the recess of one of its large Windows. At the other end of 
the gallery he crossed into the diniag-room, then through an 
ante-chamber entered the drawing-room, where the ladies, 
apprised of their approach, kept still behind cnrtains and high 
chairs, nntil they had passed through, on their way to cross 
the archway of the main entrance, and through the library 
gain the region of honsehold economy and cookery. Thither 
I will not drag my reader after them. Indeed the earl, who 
had been dogging them like a Fate, ever emerging on their 
track but never beheld, had already began to pay his part of 
ihe penalty of the joke in fatigue, for he was not only an- 
wieldy in person, but far from robust, being yery subject to 
goat. He owed his good spirits to a noble nature, and not to 
animal well-being. When they crossed from the picture^ 
gallery to the dining-room, he went down the stair between, 
and into the oak-parlour adjoining the great halL There he 
threw himself into an easy chair which always stood for him 
in the great bay window, lookiug over the moat to the huge 
keep of the castle, and commanding through its western light 
the stone bridge which crossed it. There he lay back at his 
ease, and, instructed by the message Tom had committed to 
the serjeant of the guard, waited the result. 

As for his double, he went stalking on in front of his 
victims, never tuming to show his face \ he knew they would 
follow, were it but for the fear of being lefb alone. Close 
bebind him they kept, scarce daring to whisper from growing 
awe of the yast place. The fumes of the beer had by this 
time evaporated, and the heavy obscurity which pervaded the 
whole building enhauced their growing apprehensions. On 
and on the fool led them, up and down, going and returning, 
hat ever in new tracks, for the marvellous old place was 
interminably burrowed with connecting passages and Com- 
munications of every sort — some of them the merest ducts 
which had to be all but crept through, and which would have 
certainly arrested the progress of the earl had he foUowed so 
far : no one about the place understood its '* crenkles " so well 
as Tom. For the greater part of an hour he led them thus, 
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until, haying been on their legs the whole day, they were 
thoroughly wearied as well as awe-struck. At length, in a 
gloomy Chamber, where one could not see the face of another, 
the pseudo-earl tumed füll upon them, and said in his most 
solemn tones — 

^* Arrived thus far, my masters, it is bome in upon me with 
rebuke, that before undertaking to guide yoa to the armoury, 
I should have aequainted you with the stränge fact that at 
times I am myself uuable to find the place of which we are 
in search ; and I begin to fear it is so now, and that we are 
at this moment the sport of a certain hiember of my family 
of whom it may be your worships have heard things not more 
Strange than true. Against his machinations I am powerless. 
All that is left us is to go to him and entreat him to unsay 
his spells." 

A confused murmur of objections arose. 

" Then your worships will remain here while I go to the 
Tellow Tower, and come to you again 1 " said the mock earl, 
making as if he would leave them. 

But they crowded round him with eamest refusals to be 
abandoned j for in their very souls they feit the fact that they 
were upon enchanted ground — and in the dark. 

'^ Then follow me/' he said, and conducted them into the 
open air of the inner court, almost opposite the archway in 
its buildings leading to the ^one bridge, whose Gothic struc- 
ture bestrid the idoat of the keep. 

For Eaglan Castle had this peculiarity, that its keep was 
surrounded by a moat of its own, separating it from the rest 
of the Castle, so that, save by bridge, no one within any more 
than without the walls could reach it On to the bridge Tom 
led the way, followed by his dupes — now füll in the view of 
the earl where he sat in his parlour window. When they had 
reached the ceutre of it, however, and glancing up at the 
awful bulk of stone towering above them, its walls strangely 
dented and furrowed, so as, to stich as they, might well sug- 
gest frightful means to wicked ends, they stood stock-still, 
refusing to go a step f orther ; while their chief Speaker, üp- 
still, emboldened by anger, fear, and the meek behaviour of 
the supposed earl, broke out in a torrent of arrogance, whercin 
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bis Intention was to brandish the terrors of the High Parlia- 
ment over the heads of his lordship of Worcester and all 
recnsants. He had not got far^ howeyer, before a shrill 
whistle pierced the air, and the next instant arose a chaos of 
horribl6| appalling, and harrowing noisesi '' such a roaring/' 
in the words of their own report of the matter to the Beverend 
Master Flowerdew, " as if the mouth of hell had been wide 
open, and all the devils conjured up " — doubtless they meant 
by the arts of the wizard whose dwelling was that same tower 
of fearful fame before which they now stood. The skin-con- 
tracting chill of terror uplifted their hair. The mystery that 
enyeloped the origin of the sounds gaye them an unearthliness 
Tfhich iroze the yery fountains of their lifo, and rendered them 
incapable eyen of motion. They stared at each other with a 
ghastly obseryance, which descried no comfort, only like 
images of horror. ** Man's band is not able to taste " how 
long they xnight haye thus stood, nor ^'hia tongue to conceiye" 
what the consequences might haye been, had not a more 
healthy terror presently snperyened. Across the tumult of 
sonnds, like a fiercer flash through the flames of a fumace, 
shot a hideons, Iong-<irawn yell, and the same instant came 
a man running at fall speed through the archway from the 
court, Casting terror-stricken glances behind him, and shouting 
with a yoice half-choked to a shriek — 

''Look to yourselyes, my masters ; the lions are got loose !" 
All the World knew that eyer since King James had set the 
fashion by taking so much pleasure in the lions at the Tower, 
Strange beasts had been kept in the castle of Eaglan. 

The new terror broke the spell of the old, and the parlia- 
mentary commissioners fied. But which was the way from 
the Castle? which the path to the lions' denl In an agony of 
honible dread, they rushed hither and thither about the 
eourt, where now the white horse, as steady as marble, should 
be when first they crossed it, was, to their ezcited yision, 
prancing wildly about the great basin from whose charmed 
eircle he conld not break, foaming at the mouth, and casting 
huge water-jets from his nostrils into the perturbed air ; while 
from the surface of the moat a great column of water shot up 
nearly as high as the citadel, whose return into the moat was 
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like a tempest, and with all the elemental tumult was mingled 
the howling of wild beasts. The doors of the hall and the 
gates to the bowling green being shut, the poor wretches 
could not find their waj out of the court, bat ran from door 
to door like madmen, only to find all closed against them. 
From every window around the court — from the apartments 
of the waiting gentlewomen, from the picture-gallery, from 
the officers' rooms, eager and merry eyes looked down on the 
spot, themselyes unseen and unsuspected, for all voices were 
hushed, and for anything the bumpkins heard or saw they 
might have been in a place deserted of men, and possessed 
only by evil spirits, whose pranks were now tormenting them. 
At last XTpstill, who had fallen on the bridge at his first start^ 
and had ever since been rushing about with a limp and a leap 
alternated, managed to open the door of the hall, and its 
eastern door having been left t)pen, shot across and into the 
outer court, where he made for the gate, followed at varied 
distance by the rest of the routed commissioners of search, 
as each had discovered the way his forerunner fled. With 
trembling hands Upstill raised the latch of the wicket, and to 
his delight found it unlocked. He darted through, passed the 
twin portcullises, and was presently thundering over the draw« 
bridge, which, trembling under his heavy steps, seemed on the 
point of rising to heave him back into the jaws of tHe lion, 
or, worse still, the clutches of the enchanter. Not one looked 
behind him, not even when, having passed through the white 
stone gate, also purposely lefb open for their escape, and 
rattled down the multitude of steps that told how deep was 
the moat they had just crossed, where the last of them nearly 
broke his neck by rolling almost from top to bottom, they 
reached the outermost, the brick gate, and so left the awful 
region of enchantment and feline fury commingled. Not 
until the Castle was out of sight, and their leader had sunk 
senseless on the turf by the roadside, did they dare a back« 
ward look. The moment he came to himself they started 
again for home, at what poor speed they could make, and 
reached the Crown and Mitre in sad plight, where, however, 
they found some compensation in the pleasnre of setting forth 
their adventures — with the heroic manner in which^ although 
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vanquished by the irresistible force of enchantment, they had 
yet bronght off their forces without the loss of a single man. 
Their story spread over the country, enlarged and embellished 
at every fresh stage in its progress. 

When the tale reached Mother Rees, it filled her with fresh 
awe of the great magician, the renowned Lord Herbert. She 
httle thought the whole affair was a jest of her own son's. 
Firmly believing in all kinds of magic and witchcraft, but as 
innocent of conscious dealing with the powers of ill as the 
whitest-winged angel betwixt earth's garret and heaven's 
threshold, she owed her evil repute amongst her neighboura 
to a rare therapeutic faculty, accompanied by a keen 
sympathetic instinct, which greatly sharpened her powers of 
Observation in the quest after what was amiss; while her 
touch was so delicate, so informed with present mind, and 
came therefore into such rapport with any living organism, the 
Beeret of whose suffering it sought to discover, that sprained 
muscleS; dislocated joints, and broken bones seemed at its soft 
approach to re-arrange their disturbed parts, and yield to the 
power of her composing will as to a re-ordering harmony, 
Add to thiSy that she understood more of the Virtuos of some 
herbs than any doctor in the parish, which, in the condition 
of general practice at the time, is not perhaps to say much, 
and that she firmly believed in the might of certain charms, 
and occasionally used them — and I have given reason enougli 
why, while regarded by all with di»approbation — she should 
be by many both courted and feared. For her own part she 
had a leaning to the Puritans, chiefly from respect to the 
memory of a good-hearted, weak, but intellectually gifted, 
and, therefore, admired husband ; but the ridicule of her yet 
more gifted son had a good deal shaken this predilection, so 
that she now spent what powers of discrimination and choice 
she possessed sblely upon persons, heedless of principles in 
themselves, and regarding them only in their vital results. 
Hence, it was a matter of absolute indifference to her which 
of the parties now dividing the country was in the right, or 
which should lose, which win, provided no personal evil befel 
the men or women for whom she cherished a preference^ 



32 ST. GEORGE AND ST, MICHAEL. 

Like many another, she was hardly aware of the Jurisdiction 
of conscience, save in respect of immediate personal relations. 



CHAPTER V. 

A NIMADVERSIONS. 

From the time when the conversation recorded had in some 
measure dispelied the fog between them, Eoger and Eichard 
Heywood drew rapidly nearer to each other. The father had 
been but waiting until his son should begin to ask him 
questions, for watchfulness of himself and others had taught 
}nm how useless information is to those who have not first 
desired it, how poor in influence, how soon forgotten ; and 
now that the fitting condition had presented itself, he was 
ready : with less of reserve than in the relation between them 
was common amongst the Puritans, he began to pour his very 
soul into that of his son. All his influence went with that 
party which, holding that the natural flow of the reformation 
of the Church from Popery had stagnated in episcopacy, con- 
sisted chiefly of those who, in demanding the overthrow of 
that form of Church government, sought to Substitute for it 
what they called presbyterianism ; but Mr. Hey wood belonged 
to another division of it which, although less influential at 
present, was destined to come by and by to the front, in the 
strength of the conviction that to stop with presbyterianism 
was merely to change the name of the swamp — a party whose 
distinctive and animating spirit was the love of freedom, 
which indeed, degenerating into a passion among its inferior 
members, broke out, upon occasion, in the wildest vagaries of 
speech and doctrine, but on the other band justified itself in 
its leaders, chiefly amongst whom were Milton and Cromwellj 
inasmuch as they accorded to the consciences of others the 
freedom they demanded for their own — the love of liberty 
with them not meaning merely the love of enjoying freedom, 
but that respect for the thing itself which renders a man in- 
capable of violating it in another. 
Boger Heywood was, in fact, already a pupil of Milton, 
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wbose anonymotts pamphlet of '^ Beformation touching 
Church Discipline" had already reached him, and opeued 
with him the way for all his foUowing works. 

£icliard, with whom my story has really to do, but for the 
nnderstanding of whom it is necessary that the character and 
mental position of hifi father shoold in some measure be set 
forth, proYed an apt pupil, and was soon possessed with such 
a passion for justice and liberty, as embodied in the political 
doctnnes now presented for his acceptance, that it was 
impossible for him to understand how any honest man eould 
be of a different mind. No youth, indeed, of simple and 
noble nature, as yet unmarred by any dominant phase of 
selfishness, could have failed to catch fire from the enthusiasm 
of such a father, an enthusiasm glowing yet restrained, where- 
in party spirit had a less share than principle — which, in 
relation to such a time, is to say much. Bichard's heart 
swelled within him at the yistas of grandeur opened by his 
father's words, and swelled yet higher when he read to him 
passages from the pamphlet to which I have referred. It 
seemed to him, as to most young people under mental ezcite- 
ment, that he had but to teil the facts of the case to draw all 
men to his side, enlisting them in the army destined to sweep 
every form of tyranny, and especially Spiritual Usurpation and 
arrogance, from the face of the earth. 

Being one who took everybody at the spoken word» Eichard 
neyer thought of seeking Dorothy again at their former place 
of meeting. Nor, in the new enthusiasm bom in him^ did his 
thoughts for a good many days tum to her so oHen, or dwell 
so much upon her, as to cause any keen sense of their Separa- 
tion. The flood of new thoughts and feelings had transported 
him beyond the ignorant present. In truth, also, he was a 
little angry with Dorothy for showing a foolish preference for 
the Church party, so plainly in the wrong was it ! And what 
could she know about the question by his indifference to 
which she had been so scandalised, but to which he had been 
indifferent only until rightly informed thereon ! If he had 
ever given her just cause to think him childish, certainly she 
should never apply the word to him again ! If he could but 
see her, he would soon conyince her — ^indeed he irmst see her 
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— for the truth was not his to keep, but to share I It was 
his dutj to aoquaint her with the fact that the Parliament 
was the army of God, fighting the great red dragon, one of 
whose seven heads was prelacy, the hom upon it the king, 
and Land its crown. He wanted a stroll — he would take the 
path through the woods and the shrubbery to the old sun- 
diaL She would not be there, of course, but he would walk 
up the pleached alley and call at the house. 

Eeasoning thus within himself one day, he rose and went. 
But, as he approached the wood, Dorothy's great mastiff, 
which she had reared from a pup with her own band, came 
leaping out to welcome him, and he was prepared to find her 
not far off. 

When he entered the yew-circle, there she stood leaning on 
the dial, as if, like old Time, she too had gone to sleep there, 
and was dreaming ancient dreams over again. She did not 
move at the first sounds of his approach ; and when at length, 
as he stood silent by her side, she lifted her head, bat without 
looking at him, he saw the traces of tears on her cheeks. The 
heart of the youth smote him. 

" Weeping, Dorothy ? " he said. 

" Yes," she answered simply. 

" I trust I am not the cause of your trouble, Dorothy 1" 

" You ! " retumed the girl quickly, and the coiour roshed 
to her pale cheeks. " No, indeed. How should you trouble 
me % My mother is ill." 

Considering his age, Eichard was not much given to vanity, 
and it was something better that prevented him from feeling 
pleased at being thus exonerated ; she looked so sweet and 
sad that the love which new interests had placed in abeyance 
retumed in füll tide. Even when a child, he had scarcely ever 
Seen her in tears ; it was to him a new aspect of her being. 

<*Dear Dorothy!" he said, "I am very much grieved to 
learn this of your beautiful mother." 

" She is beautiful," responded the girl, and her voice was 
softer than he had ever heard it before ; '* but she will die, 
and I shall be left alone." 

" No, Dorothy 1 that you shall never be," exclaimed Bichard, 
with a confidence bordering on presumption. 
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" Master Herbert is witb her now," resamed Dorothy, heed- 
less of Ms words. 

" You do not mean her life is even now in danger 1 " said 
Richard, in a tone of sudden awe. 

''I hope not, bat, indeed, I cannot teil. I left Master 
Herbert comforting her with the assurance that she was taken 
away from the evil to come. ' And I trnst, madam,' the dear 
old man went on to saj, < that my departure will not long be 
delayed, for darkness will cover the earth, and gross darkness 
the people.* Those were his very words." 

" Nay, nay ! " said Eichard hastily ; " the good man is 
deceived ; the people that sit in darkness shall see a great 
üght." 

The girl looked at him with stränge interrogation. 

"Do not be angry, sweet Dorothy," Eichard went on. 
^^Old men may mistake as well as youths. As for the 
realm of England, the Sun of righteousness will speedily arise 
thereon, for the dawn draws nigh ; and Master Herbert may 
be just as far deceived conceming your mother's condition, 
for she has been but sickly for a long time, and yet has 
survived many winters." 

Dorothy looked at him still, and was silent At length she 
spoke, and her words came slowly and with weight 

'^ And what prophet's mantle, if I may make so bold, has 
fallen upon Eichard Heywood, that the word in his mouth 
should outweigh that of an aged servant of the Church 1 Can 
it be that the great light of which he speaks is Eichard Hey- 
wood himself?" 

** As Master Herbert is a good man and a servant of Grod,** 
Said Eichard coldly, stung by her sarcasm, but not choosing 
to reply to it, " his word weighs mightily ; but as a servant 
of the Church his word is no weightier than my father's, who 
is also a minister of the true tabernacle, that wherein all who 
are kings over themselves are priests unto God — though truly 
he pretends to no prophecy beyond the understanding of the 
signs of the times." 

Dorothy saw that a wonderful change, such as had been 
incredible upon any but the witness of her own eyes and ears, 
had passed on her old playmata He was in truth a boy no 
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lohger. Their relative position was no more what she had 
been of late accustomed to consider it. But with the change 
a gulf had begun to yawn between them. 

<< Alas, Kichard I " she said, mistaking what he meant by 
the signs of the times, " those who arrogate the gift of the 
Holy Ghost, while their sole inspiration is the presumption 
of their own hearts and an overweening contempt of autho- 
rity, may well mistake signs of their own causing for signs 
from Heaven. I but repeat the very words of good Master 
Herbert." 

" I thought such swelling words hardly sounded like your 
own, Dorothy. But teil me, why should the persuasion of 
man or woman hang upon the words of a fellow-mortal ? Is 
not the gift of the Spirit free to each who asks it 1 And are 
we not told that each must be fully persuaded in his own 
niind 1 " 

** Nay, Richard, now I have theo ! Hang you not by the 
Word of your father, who is one, and despise the authority of 
the true Church, which is many]" 

**The true Church were indeed an authority, but where 
shall we find it 1 Anyhow, the true Church is one thing, and 
prelatical episcopacy another. But I have yet to leam what 
authority even the true Church could have over a man's con- 



science." 



" You need to be reminded, Richard, that the Lord of the 
Church gave power to His apostles to bind or loose." 

" I do not need to be so reminded, Dorothy, but I do not 
need to be shown, first, that that power was over men's con- 
sciences ; and, second, that it was transmitted to others by the 
apostles waiving the question as to the doubtfiil Ordination of 
English prelates." 

Fire flashed from Dorothy's eyes. 

"Richard Heywood," she said, "the demon of spiritual 
pride has already entered into you, and blown you up with 
a self-sufficiency which I never saw in you before, or I would 
never, never have cömpanied with you, as I am now ashamed 
to think I have done so long, even to the danger of my soul's 
health." 

"In that case I may comfort myself, Mistress Dorothy 
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Yanghan," said Bichard, << that 70a will no longer count me 
a boy ! But do you then no longer desire that I should take 
one part or the other and show myself a man % Am I man 
enongh yet for tiie woman thou art» Dorotby 1 — Bat, Dorothy," 
he added, with sudden change of tone, for ehe had in anger 
tomed to leave him, '^ I love you dearly, and I am tmly sorry 
if I have spoken so as to ofifend you. I came hither eager to 
share with you the great things I have learned since you lefb 
me with just contempt a fortnight aga" 

<< Then it is I whose foolish words hare cast you into the 
seat of the scomer I Alas ! alas I my poor Richard I Never, 
neyer more, while you thas rebel against authority and reyile 
sacred things, will I hold counsel with you." 

And again she tumed to go. 

'^Dorothy !" ciied the youth, tuming pale with agony to 
find on the blink of what an abyss of loss his zeal had set Bim, 
*' wilt theo, then, never speak to me more, and I love thee as 
the daylight % " 

" Never more tili thou repent and tum« I will but give 
thee one piece of counsel, and then leave thee — ^if for ever, 
that rests with thee. There has lately appeared, like the frog 
oüt of the mouth of the dragon, a certain tractate er treatise, 
amall in bulk, but large with the wind of evil doctrine. Doubt- 
less it will reach your father's house ere long, if it be not, as is 
more likely, aJready there, for it is the yile work of one they 
call a Puritan, though where even the writer can vainly imagine 
the purity of such work to lie, let the pamphlet itself raise the 
question. Bead the evil thing — or, I will not say read it, but 
glance the eye over it. It is styled ' Animadversions upon 

.' Truly, I cannot recall the long-drawn title. It is 

fiUed eyen as a toad with poison, so füll of evil and scurnlous 
sayings against good men, rating and abusing them as the 
yery offscouring of the earth, that you cannot yet be so far 
gone in evil as not to be reclaimed by seeing whither such 
men and their inspiration would lead you. Farewell, Richard" 

With the words, and without a look, Dorothy, who had 
been standing sideways in act te go, swept up the pleached 
alley, her step so stately and her head so high that Eichard, 
slowly as she walked away, dared not foUow her, but stood 
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**like one forbid." When she had vanished, and the light 
shone in füll at the far end, he gave a great sigh aud turaed 
away, and the old dial was forsaken. 

The ßcrap of title Dorothy had given was enough to enable 
Eichard to recognise the pamphlet as one a copy of which his 
father had received only a few days before, and over the reading 
of which they had again and again laughed unrestrainedly. As 
he walked home he sought in vain to recall anything in it 
deserving of such reprobation as Dorothy had branded it 
withal. Had it been written on the other side no seairch 
would have been necessary, for party spirit (from which how 
could such a youth be free, when the greatest men of his time 
were deeply tainted ?), while it blinds the eyes in one direction, 
makes them doubly keen in another. As it was, the abuse in 
the pamphlet referred to, appeared to him only warrantable 
indignation ; and, the arrogance of an imperfect love leading 
him to utter desertion of his newly-adopted principles, he 
scomed as presumptuous that ezercise of her own judgment 
on the part of Dorothy which had led to their Separation, 
bitterly resenting the change in his playmate, who, now an 
angry woman, had decreed his degradation from the commonest 
Privileges of friendship, until such time as he should abjure 
his convictions, become a renegade to the truth, and abandon 
the hope of resulting freedom which the strife of parties held 
out — an act of tyranny the reflection upon which raised such 
a swelling in his throat as he had never feit but once before, 
when a favourite foal got staked in trying to clear a fence. 
Having neither friend nor sister to whom to confess that he 
was in trouble — have confided it he could not in any case, 
seeing it involved blame of the woman his love for whom now 
first, when on the point of losing her for ever, threatened to 
overmaster him — ^he wandered to the stables, which he found 
empty of men and nearly so of horses, half-involuntarily sought 
the stall of the mare his father had given him on his last 
birthday, laid his head on the neck beut round to greet 
him, and sighed a sore response to her soft, low, tremulous 
whinny. 

As he stood thus, overcome by the bitter sense of wrong 
from the one he loved best in the world, something darkened 
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the stable-dooT, and a voice he knew reached his ear. Mis- 
taking the head she saw across an empty stall for that of one 
of the fann serrants, Goody Eees was calling aloud to know 
if he wanted a charm for the toothache. 

Richard looked np. 

"And what may your charm he, Mistress EeesT' he 
asked. 

'* Aha ! is it thou, young master % " retomed the woman. 
" Thoa wilt marvel to see me about the place so soon agsdn, 
bat yerily desired to know how that godly man, Faithful 
Stopchase, found himself after his falL'' 

" Nay, Mistress £ees» make no apol(^ for connng amongst 
thy £riends. I Warrant thee against fiirther rudeness of man 
or beast. I have taken them to task, and truly I will break 
his head who wags tongae against thee. As for Stopchase, 
he does well enough in all ezcept owing thee thanks which he 
declines to pay. Bat for thy charm, good Mistress Bees, what 
isiti— tellme." 

She took a step inside the door, sent her small eyes peering 
first into every comer her sight could reach, and then said — 

"Are we alone — we two, Master BichardT' 

" There's a cat in the next stall, Mistress : if she can hear, 
she can't speak." 

" Don't be too sore of that^ Master Bichard. Be there no 
one eise % " 

" Not a body ; soul there may be — ^who knows % " 

" I know there is nona I will teil thee my charm, or what 
eise I may that thoa Vould wish to know ; for he is a truo 
gentleman who will help a woman because she is a woman, be 
she as old and agly as Goody Bees herseif. Hearken, my pretty 
sir : it is the tooth of a corpse, drawn after he hath lain a se'en- 
night in the moold : wilt buy, my master % Or did not I see 
thee now asking comfort from thy horse for the " 

She paased a moment, peered narrowly at him from ander 
lowered eyebrows, and went on : 

" heartache, eh, Master Bichard t Old eyes can see 

throagh velvet doablets." 

"All the World knows yours can see farther than other 
people's," retumed Bichard. "Heaven knows whence they 
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have their sharpness. But suppose it were a heartache now, 
have you got e'er a charm to eure that 1 " 

'^ The best of all charms, xny young master, is a kiss from 
the maiden ; and what would thou give me for the spell that 
should 8et her by thy side at the old dial, under a warm 
harvest moon, all the long hours 'twizt midnight and the 
crowing of the black cock— eh, my master 1 What wilt thou 
give me ] " 

'' Not a brass farthing, if she came not of her own good 
will/' murmured Bichard, tnrning towards his mare. <* But 
comOi Mistress Eees, you know you couldn't do it, even if you 
were the black witch the neighbours would have you — ^though 
I, for my part, will not hear a word against you — ^never since 
you set my poor old dog upon his legs again-*-though to be 
sure he will die one of these days, and that no ono can help-— 
dogs have such short liyes, poor fools 1 " 

'^ Thou knows not what old mother Eees can do. Teil me, 
young master, did she ever say and not do — eh, now 1 " 

** You Said you would eure my dog, and you did," answered 
Eichard. 

*^ And I say now, if thou will, I will set thee and her to- 
gether by the old dial to-morrow night, and it shall be a warm 
and moonlit night on purpose for ye, an ye will." 

" It were to no good purpose, Mistress Rees, for we parted 
this day — and that for ever, I mach fear me," said Richard 
with a deep sigh, but getting some little comfort even out of a 
witch's sympathy. 

" Tut, tut, tut ! Lovers' quarreis ! "Who knows not what 
they mean 1 Crying and kissing — crying and kissing — ^that's 
what they mean. Come now — what did thou and she quarrel 
about 1 " 

The old woman, if not a witch, at least looked very like one, 
with her two hands resting on the wide round ledge of her 
farthingale, her head thrown back, and from under her peaked 
hat that pointed away behind, her two greenish eyes peering 
with a half-coazing, yet sharp and probing gaze into those of 
the youth. 

But how could he make a confidante of one like her ? What 
could she understand of such questions as had raised the wall 
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of paitition betwizt him and Dorothy 1 Unwilling to offend 
her, howeyer, he hesitated to give her offer a plain refüsal, and 
tuming away in silence, affected to have caught sightof some« 
thing suspicious aboat his märe's near hock. 

" I see, I see ! '' said the old woman grimlj, bat not ill- 
naturedly, and nodded her head, so that her hat described 
great arcs across the skj ; '< thou art ashamed to confess that 
thou lobest thy father's whims more than thy lady's favours. 
Well, well I Such lovers are hardly for my trouble ! " 

But here came the voice of Mr. Heywood, calling his groom. 
She started, glanced around her as if seeking a covert, then 
peered from the door, and glided noiselessly ou1% 



CHAPTER VI. 

PREPARATIONS. 

Great was the merriment in Baglan Castle over the discom- 
fiture of the bumpkins, and many were the compliments Tom 
receiyed in parlonr, nursery, kitchen, guard-room, everjrwhere, 
on the succesB of his hastily-formed scheme for the chastise- 
ment of their presnmption. The household had looked for a 
merry time oh the occasion of the wedding, but had not ex- 
pected such a füll cup of delight as had been pressed out for 
them betwixt the self-importance of the overweening yokels 
and the inventive faculties of Tom Fool. All the evening, one 
Standing in any open spot of the Castle might have heard, now 
on the one, now on the other side, renewed bursts of merriment 
ripple the air; but as the stül autumn night crept ön, the 
intervals between grew longer and longer, until at length all 
sounds ceased, and silence took up her ancient reign, broken 
only by the occasional stamp of a horse or howl of a watch- 
dog. 

But the earl, who, from simplicity of nature and peace of 
conscience combined, was perhaps better fitted for the enjoy- 
ment of the joke, in a time when such ludifications were not 
yeb considered unsuitable to the dignity of the highest posi- 
tion, than any other member of his household, had, through it 
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all, showed a countenance in which, althoügh eyes, Ups, and 
voice sbared in the laughter, there yet lurked a thoughtful 
doubt conceming the result. For he knew that, in some 
shape or other, and that certainly not the true one, the affair 
would be spread over the country, where now prejudice against 
the Catholics was streng and dangerous in proportion to the 
unreason of those who cherished it. Now, also, it was be- 
coming pretty piain that ezcept the king yielded every 
prerogative, and became the puppet which the mingled pride 
and apprehension of the Parliament would have him, their 
difierences must ere long be referred to the arbitration of the 
Bword, in which case there was no shadow of doubt in the 
mind of the earl as to the part befitting a peer of the realm. 
The king was a Protestant, but no less the king ; and not this 
man, but his parents, had sinned in forsaking the Church — of 
which sin their offspring had now to bear the penalty, reaping 
the whirlwind sprung from the stormy seeds by them sown. 
For what were the Puritans but the iawfully-begotten children 
of the so-called Eeformationy whose spirit they inherited, and 
in whose footsteps they so closely foUowed ? In the midst of 
such reflections, dawned slowly in the mind of the devout old 
man the enchanting hope that perhaps he might be made the 
messenger of God to lead back to the true fold the wandering 
feet of his king. But, fail or speed in any result, so long as 
his Castle held together, it should stand for the king. Faithful 
Catholic as he was, the brave old man was English to the 
backbone. 

And there was no time to lose. This visit of search, let it 
have originated how it might, and be as despicable in itself 
as it was ludicrous in its result, showed but too clearly how 
streng the current of populär feeling was setting against all 
the mounds of social distinction, and not kingly prerogative 
alone. What preparations might be needful, must be 
prudent 

That same night, then, long after the rest of the household 
had retired, three men took advantage of a fine half-moon to 
make a circuit of the castle, first along the counterscarp of the 
moat, and next along all accesslble portions of the walls and 
battlements. They halted often, and, with much Observation 
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of the defenceSy held eamedt ialk together, sometimes eagerly 
contending rather than disputing, but far more often mutually 
suggesting and agreeing. At length one of them, whom the 
others called Caspar, retired, and the earl was left with his 
Bon Edward, Lord Herbert, the onlj person in the castle who 
had gone to neither window nor door to delight himself with 
the discomfiture of the parliamentary commissioners. 

They entered the long picture gallery, faintly Ughted from 
its large Windows to the court, but chiefly from the oriel which 
formed the northem end of it, where they now sat down, the 
earl being, for the second time that night, weary. Behind 
them was a long dim line of portraits, broken only by the 
great chimney-piece supported by human figures, all of carved 
stone, and before them, nearly as dim, was the moon-massed 
landscape — a lovely yiew of the woodland, pasture, and red 
tilth to the northward of the castle. 

They sat silent for a while, and the younger said — 

" I fear you are fatigued, my lord. It is late for you to be 
out of bed ; 'nature is mortaL" 

'' Thou sayest well ; nature is mortal, my son. But therein 
lies the comfort — it cannot last. It were hard to say whether 
of the two houses stand the more in need of the band of the 
maker." 

'< Were it not for villainous saltpetre, my lord, the castle 
would hold out well enough." 

''And were it not for villainous gout, which is a traitor 
within it, I see not why this other should not hold out as long. 
Be sure, Herbert, I shall not render the keep for the taking of 
the oütworks." 

''I fear," said his son, wishing to change the subject, 
'' this part where we now are is the most liable to hurt from 
artiUery." 

'' Yes, but the ground in front is not such as they would 
readiest plant it upon," said the earl "Do not let us 
forecast evil, only prepare for it." 

" We shall do our best, my lord — with your lordship's good 
counsel to guido us." 

"You shall lack nothing, Herbert, that either counsel or 
purse of mine may reach unto." 
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^1 thank jc/ax lordship, tar mach depends vpoii both. 
And wo I fiear will bis Kajestj find — if it comes to the warst" 

A brief {Muue fbllowed 

'^Thinkest thoa not^ Herbert," aiid the eari, slowly and 
tbicmghtfal] j, ^ it ill soito tbat a anbjeci ahoold ba^e and to 
apare, and bis liege go beggingt" 

*^ Mj fiither is pleaaed to saj sa" 

^' I am bat eril pleaaed to aaj so. Betbink tbee, aon — wbat 
man can be pleaaed to part witb bia monej t And wbile my 
king is poor, I mnst be rieb for bim. Tbon wilt not aecnse 
mn, Herbert, aifcer I am gone to tbe rest, tiiat I wasted thj 
aab»tauee, lad t ^ 

** Ho long aa joa still keep wbeiewülial to göre, I ahaU be 
content, my lord.'* 

** Welly time will sbow. I bat teil tbee wbat nmnetb in 
my mindi for thoa and I, Herbert, bave boeomed no secrets. 
I will to bed We most go roond again to-morrow — ^witb ihe 
aun to bold as a candle." 

Tbe next day the same party made a similar circnit three 
times^n the moming, at noon, and in tbe evening — tbat the 
füll light might nncover wbat the shadows had hid, and that 
tbe shadows might show wbat a perpendicalar light could not 
reveal There is all the difference as to discoyeiy whether a 
thing is lying ander the shadow of another, or casting one of 
its owa 

After this came a review of the oater forüfications — ^if, 
indeed, they were worthy of the name — enclosing the gardens, 
th« old tilting yard, now used as a bowling-green, the home- 
farrnyard, and other sach outlying portions ander the steward- 
ship of 8ir Kalph Blackstone and the govemorship of Charles 
Bomerset, the earl's yoangest son. It was here that the most 
was wanted ; and the next few days were ehiefly spent in 
sarveying these works, and drawing plans fortheir extension, 
strengthening, and connection — especially about the stables, 
armoaror's shop, and smithy, where the bailding of new de- 
fences was almost immediately set on foot 

A thorough examination of the machinery of the yarioas 
portoollises and drawbridges followed; next an oyerhauling 
of the bolts, chains, and other defences of the gates. Then 
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came an inspection of the ordnance, from canuons down to 
drakeSy through a gradation of names as uncouth to our ears, 
and as nnknown to the artilleiy descended from them, as 
many of the Cliristian names of the Poritans are to their 
descendants of the present day. At length, to conclude the 
inspection^ Ijord Herbert and the master of the armoury held 
consultation with the head armourer, and the mighty accumula- 
tion of weapons of all sorts was passed under the most rigid 
scmtiny ; many of them were sent to the forge, and others 
carried to the gronnd floor of the keep. 

Presently, things began to look busy in a quiet way about 

the place. Men were at work blasting the rocks in a quarry 

not f ar off, whence laden carts went creeping to the Castle \ 

bat this was oftener in the night Some of them droye into 

the paved conrt^ for here and there a bnttress was wanted 

inside, and of the battlements not a few were weather-beaten 

and out of repair. These the earl wonld have let alone, on 

the ground that they were no longer more than omamental, 

and therefore had better be repaired after the siege, if such 

shoüld befall, for the big guns would knock them about like 

Cards ; but Caspar reminded him that every time the ball from 

a cannon, cnlyering, or saker missed the parapet, it remained 

a sufficient bar to the ballet that might eqaally avail to carry 

off the defenceless gunner. The earl, howeyer, although he 

yielded, maintained that the flying of the wall when strack 

was a more than counterbalancing danger. 

The stock of proyisions began to iacrease. The dry larder, 
which lay ander the coart, between the kitchen and battery, 
was by degrees filled with gammons and flitches of bacon, well 
dried and smoked. Wheat, barley, oats, and pease were 
stored in the granary, and potatoes in a pit dug in the 
orchard. 

Strange faces in the gaardroom caused wonderings and 
qaestions amongst the women. The stables began to fill with 
horses, and '' more man " to go aboat the farmyard and oat- 
hoases. 
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REFLBCTIONS. 



Left alone witb Lady, his mare, Richard could not help 
brooding — ^rather than pondering — over what tbe old womau 
bad Said. Not tbat for a moment he contemplated as a pos- 
sibility tbe acceptance of tbe witcb's oflfer. To come bimself 
into any such close relations witb her as tbat would imply, 
was in repiilsiveness second only to tbe idea of subjecting 
Dorothy to her influences. For something to occupy his 
hands, tbat his miad might be restless at will, he gave his 
mare a careful currying, then an extra feed of oats, and then 
a gallop ; after which it was time to go to bed. 

I doubt if anytbing but tho consciousness of crime will 
keep healtby youth awake, and as such consciousness is gener- 
ally far from it, youth seldom counts tbe watches of tbe night 
Richard soon feil fast asleep, and dreamed tbat his patron 
Saint — alas for his Protestantism ! — appeared to bim, handed 
him a lance headed witb a Single flashing diamond, and told 
bim to go and therewith kill the dragon. But just as he was 
asking the way to the dragon's den, tbat be might perform his 
bebest, the saint vanished, and feeling the lance melting away 
in bis grasp, he gradually woke to find it gone. 

After a long talk witb his fatber in the study, he was left 
to his own resources for tbe remainder of the day ; and as it 
passed and tbe night drew on, the offer of the witch kept 
growing upon his Imagination, and his longing to see Dorothy 
became stronger and stronger, until at last it was almost too 
intense to be bome. He bad never before known such a 
possession, and was more than half inclined to attribute it to 
the arts of mother Rees. 

His fatber was busy in his study below, writing letters — 
an employment which now occupied much of his time \ and 
Richard sat alone in a Chamber in the upper part of one of 
the mauy gables of the house, which he bad occupied longer 
than he could remember. Its one small projecting lozenge- 
paned window looked towards Dorotby's home. Some yeara 
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ago he had been able to see her window irom it through a 
gap in the trees, by favoor of which, indeed, they had indulged 
in a System of Communications by means of coloured flags — 
so satisfactory that Dorothy not only pressed into the Service 
all the old frocks she coold find, but got into trouble by cutting 
np one almost new for the enlargement of the somewhat 
limited scope of their telegraphy. In this window he now 
sat, sending his soul through the darkness, milky with the 
clouded light of half an old moon, towards the ancient sun- 
dial, where Time stood so still that sometimes Eichard had 
known an hour there pass in a moment. 

Never until now had he feit enmity in space ; it had been 
hitherto rather as a bridge to bear him to Dorothy than a 
golf to diyide him £rom her presence ; but now, through the 
interpenetrative power of feeling, their alienation had affected 
all around as well as within him, and space appeared as a 
solid enemy, and darkness as an unfriendly enchantress, each 
doing what it could to separate betwixt him and the being 
to whom his soul was drawn as — no, there was no ds for 
such drawing. No Opposition of mere circumstances could 
have created the feeling; it was the sense of an inward Separa- 
tion taking form outwardly. For Richard was now but too 
well convinced that he had no power of persuasion equal to 
the task of making Dorothy see things as he saw them. The 
diyiding influence of imperfect opposing goods is potent as 
that of warring good and evil, with this important difference, 
that the former is but for a season, and will one day bind as 
strongly as it parted, while the latter is essential^ absolute, 
impassible, etemal. 

To Dorothy, Bichard seemed guilty of oyerweening arro- 
gance and its attendant presumption ; she could not see the 
form ethereal to which he bowed. To Eichard, Dorothy 
appeared the dupe of superstition ; he could not see the god 
that dwelt within the idol. To Dorothy, Eichard seemed to 
be one who gave the holy name of truth to nothing but the 
offspring of his own vain fancy. To Eichard, Dorothy 
appeared one who so little loved the truth that she was ready 
to accept anything presented to her as such, by those who 
themselves loved the word more than the spirit, and tho 
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chrysalis of safety better than the wings of power. But it is 
only for a time that any good can to the good appear evil, 
and at this very moment, natore, who in her blindness is 
stronger to bind than the farthest-seeing intellect to loose, 
was urging him into her presence ; and the heart of Dorothy, 
notwithstanding her initiative in the Separation, was leaning 
as lovingly, as sadly after the youth she had left alone with 
the defaced sun-dial, the symbol of Time's weariness. Had 
they, howeyer, been permitted to meet as they would, the 
natural result of ever-renewed dissension would have been a 
thorough Separation in heart, no heavenly twilights of loneli- 
ness giving time for the love which grows like the grass 
to recover from the scorching heat of intellectual jar and 
friction. 

The waning moon at length peered warily from behind a 
bank of cloud, and her dim light melting through the darkness 
fiUed the night with a dream of the day. Eichard was no 
more of a poet or dreamer of dreams than is any honest 
youth so long as love holds the bandage of custom away from 
liis eyes. The poets are they who all their life long contrive 
to see over or through the bandage ; but they would, I doubt, 
have but few readers, had not nature decreed that all youths 
and maidens shall, for a period, be it long or short, become 
aware that they too are of the race of the singers — shall, in 
the joumey of their Ufe, at least pass through the zone of 
song ; some of them recognise it as the region of truth, and 
continue to believe in it still when it seems to have vanished 
from around them ; others scoff as it disappears, and curse 
themselyes for dupes. Through this zone Eichard was now 
passing. Hence the moon wore to him a sorrowful face, and 
he feit a vague sympathy in her regard, that of one who was 
herseif in trouble, half the light of her lord's countenance 
withdrawn. For science had not for him interfered with the 
shows of things by a partial revelation of their realities. He 
had not leamed that the face of the moon is the face of a 
corpse-world ; that the sadness upon it is the sadness of utter 
loss ; that her light has in it no dissolved smile, is but the 
reflex from a lifeless mirror ; that of all the orbs we know 
best she can have least to do with lovers' longings and losses. 
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she alone haTing no love left in her — ^Üie cold cindev of a 
quenched inrorld. Not an out-bomt cinder, though 1 she- needa 
but to be cast again into the fumace of the 8un. 

As it inras^ Richard had gazed at her hardly for a nuniite 
when he found the tears ranning down his face, and starting 
up, ashamed of the unmanly weakness, hardly knew what he 
was doing before he found himself in the open air. From the 
hall dock came the first stroke of twelve as he closed the 
door behind hinu It was the hour at which mother Bees had 
offered him a meeting with Dorothy ; but it was assuredly 
mth no ezpectation of seeing her that he tumed his steps 
towards her dwelling. 



CHAPTER VIIL 

AI/ ADVBNTÜRE, 

When he reached the spot at which he usually tumed off by 

a gap in the hedge to 'njuMe his way through the unpathed 

Woody he yielded to the impulses of memory and habit, and 

sought the yew-circle, where foi some moments he stood by 

the dumb, disfeatured stone^ which seemed to slumber in the 

moonlighty a monument slowly vanishing from above a 

vanished grave. Indeed it might well have been the grave of 

buried Time, for what fitter monument could he have than a 

mutilated sun-dial, what better enclosure than such a hedge 

of yews, and more suitable light than that of the dying moon % 

Or was it but that the heart of the youth, receiving these 

things as into a concave mirror, reprojected them into space, 

all shadowy with its own ghostliness and gloom % Glose by 

the dial, like the dark way into regions where time is not, 

yawned the mouth of the pleached alley. Beyond that was 

her Window, on which the moon must now be shining. He 

entered the alley, and walked softly towards the house. 

Suddenly, down the dark tunnel came rushing upon him 

Dorothy's mastiff, with a noise as of twenty sofb feet, and a 

growl as if his throat had been füll of teeth — changing to a 

boisterous welcome when he discovered who the stranger was. 

Fearful of disturbing the household, Richard soon quieted the 

D 
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dog, which was in the habit of obeying him almost as readily 
as his mistress, and, fearful of disturbing sleepers or watcbers, 
approached the house like a thief. To gain a sight of 
Dorothy's window he had to pass that of the parlour, and 
then the porch, which he did on the grass, that his steps 
might be noiseless. But here the dog started from his heel, 
and bounded into the porch, leading afber him the eyes of 
Richard, who thereupon saw what would have eise remained 
undiscovered — two figures, namely, standing in its deep 
shadow. ' Judging it his part, as a friend of the family, to see 
who, at so late an houi*, and so near the house, seemed thus to 
avoid discovery, Richard drew nearer, and the next moment 
saw that the door was open behind them, and that they were 
Dorothy and a young man. 

" The gates will be shut," said Dorothy. 

** It is no matter ; old Eccles will open to me at any hour," 
was the answer. 

" Still it were well you went without delay," saki Dorothy \ 
and her yoice trembled a little, for she had caught sight of 
Richard. 

Now not only are anger and «tupidity near of kin, bat when 
a man, whose mental movements are naturally deliberate, is 
suddenly spurred, he is in great danger of acting like a fool, 
and Richard did act like a fool. He strode up to the entrance 
of the porch, and said — 
.- " Do you not hear the lady, sir? She teils you to go." 

A Yoice as cool and self-possessed as the other was hasty 
and perturbed, replied — 

" I am much in the wrong, sir, if the lady do not tum the 
command upon yourself. Until you have obeyed it, she may 
perhaps see reason for withdrawing it in respect of me." 

Richard stepped into the porch, but Dorothy glided between 
them, and gently pushed him out. 

" Richard Heywood 1 " she said. 

" Whew 1" interjected the stranger softly. 

" You can claim no right," she went on, ** to be here at this 
hour. Pray go ; you will disturb my mother," 

" Who is this man, then, whose right seems acknowledged % " 
asked Richard in ill-suppressed fury. 
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^' When you address me like a gentleman^ such as I used to 
believe you '*— • 

'' May I presume to ask when you ceased to regard me as 
a gentleman, Mistress Dorothy % " 

" As soon as I foond that you had learned to despise law 
and religion," answered the girL " Such a one will hardly 
succeed in acting the part of a gentleman, eyen had he the 
blood of the Somersets in his yeins.'' 

" I thank you, Mistress Dorothy," said the stranger, " and 
will profit by the piain hint. Once more teil me to go, and I 
will obey." 
. " He must go first," retumed Dorothy. 

Richard had been standing as if stunned, but now with an 
effort recovered himself. 

*' I will wait for you," he said, and tumed away, 

" For whom, sir 1 " asked Dorothy indignantly. 

''You haye refused me the gentleman's name," answered 
Richard : '' perhaps I may haye the good fortune to persuade 
himself to be more obliging." 

" I shall not keep you waiting long," said the young man 
significantly, as Richard walked away. 

To do Richard justice, and greatly he needs it, I must make 
the remark that such had been the intimacy betwizt him and 
Dorothy, that he might well imagine himself acquainted with 
all the friends of her house. But the intimacy had been con- 
fined to the children ; the heads of the two houses, although 
good neighbours, had not been drawn towards each other, and 
their mutual respect had not ripened into friendship. Hence 
many of the family and social relations of each were unknown 
to the other ; and indeed both families led such a retired life 
that the children knew Httle of their own relatiyes eyen, and 
seldom spoke of any. 

Lady Scudamore, the mother of the stranger, was first 
Cousin to Lady Yaughan. They had been yery intimate as 
girls, but had not met for years — hardly since the former 
married Sir John, the son of one of Eing James's carpet- 
knights. Hearing of her cousin's illness, she had come to 
yisit her at last, under the escort of her son. Taken with his 
new Cousin, the youth had lingered and Hngered ; and in fact 
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Dorothy had been unable to get rid of liim before an hoar 
Strange for leave-taking in such a quiet and yet hospitable 
neighbourhood. 

Bichard took bis stand on the side of the public road 
opposite the gate; but just ere Scudamore came, which was 
bardly a minute after, a oloud crept over the moon, and, as 
he happened to stand in a line with the hole of a tree, Scuda- 
more did not catch sight of him. When he turned to walk 
along the road, Eichard thought he avoided him, and making 
a great stride or two after him, called aloud — 

"Stop, sir, stop. You forget your appointments over 
easily, I think." 

" Oh, you are there ! " said the youth, turning. 

" I am glad you acknowledge my presence," said Eichard, 
not the better pleased with bis new acquaintance that bis 
Speech and behaviour had an easy tone of superiority, which, 
if indefinably feit by the home-bred lad, was not therefore to 
be willingly accorded. His easy carriage, bis light step, bis 
still Shoulders and lithe spine, indicated both birth and 
training. 

" Just the night for a Serenade,'* he went on, heedless of 
Eichard's remark, " — bright, but not too bright ; cloudy, but 
not too cloudy," 

" Sir 1 " said Eichard, amazed at his coolness. 

" Oh, you want to quarrel with me ! " retumed the youth. 
" But it takes two to fight as well as to kiss, and I will not 
make one to-night. I know who you are well enough, and 
have no quarrel with you, ezcept indeed it be true — as indeed 
it must, for Dorothy teils me so — that you have turned round- 
head as well as your father." 

" What right have you to speak so familiarly of Mistress 
Dorothy ? " said Eichard. 

"It occurs to me," replied Scudamore airily, "that I had 
better ask you by what right you bannt her house at midnight 
But I would not willingly cross you in cold blood. I wish 
you a good night, and better luck next time you go court- 
mg." 

The moon swam from behind a cloud, and her over-ripe and 
fading light seemed to the eyes of Eichard to gather upon the 
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figure before him and there revive. The yonth had on a 
doublet of some reddish colour, ill brought out by the moon- 
light, but its silver lace and the rapier hilt inlaid with silver 
shone the keener against it. A short cloak hung from his left 
Shoulder, trimmed also with silver lace, and a Httle cataract 
of silver fringe feil from the edges of his short trousers into 
the Wide tops of his boots, which were adomed with ruffles. 
He wore a large collar of lace, and cuffs of the same were 
folded back from his bare hands. A broad-brimmed beaver 
hat, its silver band fastened with a jewel holding a plume of 
willow feathers, completed his attire, which he wore with just 
the slightest of a jaunty air. It was hardly the dress for a 
walk at midnight, but he had come in his mother*s carriage, 
and had to go home without it. 

Alas now for Eichard's share in the freedom to which he 
had of late imagined himself devoted ! No sooner had the 
words last spoken entered his ears than he was but a dr^ven 
slave ready to rush into any quarrel with the man who spoke 
them. Ere he had gone three paces he had stepped in front 
of him. 

" Whatever rights Mistress Dorothy may have given you," 
he Said, '' she had none to transfer in respect of my father. 
What do you mean by calling him a roundhead ) " 

"Why, is he not one?" asked the youth simply, keeping 
his ground, in spite of the unpleasant proximity of Eichard's 
person. " I am sorry to have wronged him, but I mistook 
him for a ringleader of the same name. I heartily beg your 
pardon." 

"You did not mistake," said Richard stupidly. 

" Then I did him no wrong," rejoined the youth, and once 
more would have gone his way. 

But Richard, angrier than ever at Unding he had given him 
such an easy advantage, moved with his movement, and kept 
rudely in front of him, provoking a quarrel — ^in clownisb 
fashion, it must be confessed. 

" By Heaven," said Scudamore, "if Dorothy had not begged 

me not to fight with you," and as he spoke he slipped 

suddenly past his antagonist, and walked swiftly away. 
Richard plunged afber him, and seized him roughly by the 
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Shoulder. Instantaneously he wheeled on the veiy foöt 
whence he was taking the next stride, and as he tumed his 
rapier gleamed in the moonlight. The same moment it lefb 
his hand, he scarce knew how, and flew across the hedga 
Richard, who was onarmed, had seized the blade, and, almost 
by one and the same movement of his wrist, wrenched the hilt 
from the grasp of his adversary^ and flong the thing from him, 
Then closing with the cavalier, slighter and less skilled in 
such encounters, the roandhead ahnest instantly threw him 
upon the turf that bordered the road. 

'< Take that for drawing on an unarmed man/' he said« 

No reply came. The youth lay stunned. 

Then compassion woke in the heart of the angry Bichard, 
and he hastened to his help. Ere he reached him, however, 
he made an attempt to rise, but only to stagger and fall 
again. 

" Curse you for a roundhead ! " he cried ; " you've twisted 
some of my tackle. I can't stand." 

" Fm sorry," retumed Bichard, " but why did you bare bilbo 
on a naked man ? A right malignant you are ! " 

<^ Did I ? " returned Scudamore. '^ Tou laid hands on me 
so suddenly 1 I ask your pardon." 

Accepting the offered aid of Eichard, he rose ; but his right 
knee was so much hurt that he could not walk a step without 
great pain. Füll of regret for the suffering he had caused, 
Bichard lifted him in his arms, and seated him on a low wall 
of earth, which was all that here enclosed Lady Yaughan's 
shrubbery ; then, breaking through the hedge on the opposite 
side of the way, presently retumed with the rapier, and 
handed it to him. Scudamore accepted it courteously, with 
difficulty replaced it in its sheath, rose, and once more 
attempted to walk, but gaye a groan, and would have faUen 
had not Bichard caught him. 

" The devil is in it 1 " he cried, with more annoyance than 
anger. ^'If I am not in my place at my lord's breakfast to- 
morrow, there will be questioning. That I had leave to 
accompany my mother makes the mischief. If I had stole 
away, it would be another matter. It will be hard to bear 
rebuke, and no frolic." 
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<< Come home wiih me,'' said Eichard. ^Mj father will do 
his best to atone for the wrong done by bis son." 

" Set foot across the thresbold of a roundhead fanatic I In 
the waj of hospitalitj ! Not if the choice lay betwixt that 
and mj coffin !'' cried the cavalier. 

'' Then let me carry you back to Lady Yaughan's/' said 
Kichard» with a torturing pang of jealousy, which only his 
sense of right, now thoroughly roosed, enabled him to defy. 

" I dare not. I should teirify my motber, and perhaps kill 
my cousin." 

''Tour mother ! yoor coasin ! " eried Richard, 

" Yes/' retumed Scudamore j '' my mother is there^ on a 
Visit to her consin Lady Vanghan.'' 

^' Alas, I am more to blame than I knew 1 ^ said Richard. 

" No/' Scudamore went on, heedless of Richard's lamenta- 
tion. " I must crawl back to Raglan as I may. If I get 
there before the moming, I shall be able to show reason why 
I sbonld not wait upon my lord at his breakfast." 

" You belong to the earPs hoosehold, thent" said Richard. 

'* Yes ; and I fear I shall be grey-headed before I belong to 
anything eise. He makes mach of the ancient cnstoms of the 
coontry ; I woold he would foUow them. In the good old 
times I shoold have been a squire at least by now, if, indeed, 
I had not eamed my spors ; bnt his lordship will never be 
content withoot me to band him his buttered egg at breakfast, 
and fill his cup at dinner with his favoorite claret And so 
I am neither more nor less than a page, which rhymes with 
my age better than soits it. £ut the earl has a will of his 
own. He is a master worth serving though. And there is 
my Lady Elizabeth and my Lady Mary — not to mention my 
Lord Herbert. — ^But,." he concladed, rabbing his injured 
knee with both hands, '' why do I prate of them to a round- 
head 1" 

" Why, indeed 1 " retumed Richard. " Are they not, the 
earl and all his people, traitors, and that of the worst I Are 
they not the enemies of the truth — ^worshippers of idols, bow* 
iug the knee to a woman, and kissing the very toes of an old 
man so in love with ignorance, that he tortures the philosopbcor 
who teils him the truth about the world and its motions t " 
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** Gro on, Master Boundhead I I cannot chastise you^ and 
that you know. This cursed knee " 

" I will stand nnarmed within your thrust^ and never budge 
a foot/' Said Richard. ^' But no/' he added, *' I dare not^ lest 
I should further injure one I have wronged already. Let 
there be a tnice between us.'' 

'^ I am no Papist/' retamed Scudamore. ''I speak only as 
one of the earPs household — ^true men alL For them I cast 
the Word in your teeth, yo« roundhead traitor I For myself 
I am of the English Church." 

''It is but the wolf and the wolfs cub," said Eichard. 
'' Prelatical episcopacy is but the old harlot veiled, or rather, 
forsooth, her bloody scarlet blackened in the sulphur fumes of 
her Coming desolation." 

** Curse on, roundhead," sighed the youth ; " I must crawl 
home." 

Once more he rose and made an effort to walk. But it was 
of no use : walk he could not. 

" I must wait tili the moming," be said, " when some 
Christian waggoner may be passing. Leave me in peace.'' 

'^ Nay, I am no such boor 1 " said Richard. " Do you think 
you could ride ? " 

" I could try." 

'^ I will bring you the best mare in Gwent. But teil me 
your name, that I may know with whom I have the honour 
of a feud." 

'^My name is Boland Scudamore/' answered the youth. 
*^ Tours I know already, and roundhead as you are, you have 
some smatch of honour in you." 

With an air of condescension he held out his band, which 
his adversary, oppressed with a sense of the injury he had 
done him, did not refuse. 

Eichard hurried home, and to the stable, where he saddled 
his mare. But his father, who was still in his study, heard 
the sound of her hoofs in the payed yard, and met him as he 
led her out on the road, with an inquiry as to his destination 
at such an hour. Eichard told him that he had had a quarrel 
with a certain young fellow of the name of Scudamore, a page 
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of the Earl of Woroestery whom he had met at Lady 
Yangliaii'a : and leeonnted tiie reaolt. 

Was yonr qaarrel a just one, my sont" 
No, air. I was in the wrong." 

Then yoa aie ao far in ihe right now. And yonare going 
to help him homet" 

«Yc8,air." 

'^ Haye yoa confeaaed yonnelf in the wrong 7 " 

« Yca, air.'' 

^ Then go, my aon, hnt bewaie of private qnarrel in snch a 
aeaaon of atrife. Thia yonth and ihyself may meet some day 
in mortal oonflict on the battle-field; and for my pari — ^I 
know not how it may be wiih another — in such a case I woold 
rather alay my Mend than my enomy.** 

Enlightened by the inward ezperience of the moment, 
lUchard was able to nnderatand and respond to the feeling. 
How diffeient s sndden action flashed off the snrface of a 
man's natore may be from that which, had time been giYen, 
wonld haye nnfolied itaelf from its depths ! 

Bareheaded, Boger Heywood walked beside bis son as he 
led the mare to the apot where Soadamore perforce awaited 
bis retom. They found him stretched on the roadside, plnck- 
ing handfols of graas, and digging np the tnrf with bis fingersy 
thna, and thna alone, betraying that he soffered. Mr. Hey- 
wood at firat refrained &om any offer of hospitality, believing 
he woold be more indined to accept it after he had proved the 
difficolty of ridingy in which case a previona refosal might 
stand in the way. Bnt althongh a aÜght groan escaped as 
they lifted him to the saddle, he gathered np the reins at 
onee, and aat erect while they ahortened the stirmp-leathera. 
Lady aeemed to know what was requiied of her, and stood as 
still as a Yanlting-hoiae until Bicbard took the bridle to lead 
her away. 

^I aee!" aaid Scadamore; "yoa can't trost me with yonr 
horae!" 

^ Not soy air," answered Mr. Heywood. '^ We cannot trost 
the horse with yoa. It is qoite impossible for yoa to ride so 
far alone. If yoa will go, yoa most sobmit to the att^idance 
of my son, on whom I am sorry to think yoa have so good a 
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Claim. Bat will you not yet change your mind and be our 
guest — ^for the night at least % We will send a messenger to 
the Castle at earliest dawn." 

Scudamore declined the invitation, but with perfect courtesy, 
for there was that about Eoger Heywood which rendered it 
impossible for any man who was himself a gentleman, what- 
ever his judgment of bim might be, to show him disrespect 
And the moment the mare began to move^ he feit no further 
inclination to object to Eichard's Company at her head, for he 
perceived that, should she prove in the least troublesome, it 
would be impossible for him to keep his seat. He did not 
suffer so much^ howeyer, as to lose all his good spirits, or fail 
in his paxt of a conversation composed chiefly of what we now 
call chaff, both of them for a time avoiding all such topics as 
might lead to dispute, the one from a sense of wrong already 
done, the other from a vague feeling that he was under the 
protection of the foregone injury. 

" Have you known my cousin Dorothy long 1 '' asked 
Scudamore. 

'^ Longer than I can remember,'' answered Sichard. 

'^Then you must be more like brother and sister than 
lovers." 

" That, I fear, is her feeling," replied Sichard honestly. 

'' You need not think of me as a rival," said Scudamore. 
^* I never saw the yoong woman in my life befoi», and although 
anything of yours, being a roundhead's, is fair game" 

" Your humble servant, sir Cavalier l " interjected Sichard. 
" Pray use your pleasure." 

" I teil you plainly," Scudamore went on, without heeding 
the interruption, ^* though I admire my cousin, as I do any 
young woman, if she be but a shade beyond the passable" 

^' The ape I The coxcomb I " said Sichard to himself. 

"I am not, therefore, dying for her love; and I give you 
this one honest warning that, though I would rather see 
Mistress Dorothy in her winding-sheet than dame to a round- 
head, I should be — yes, I may be a more dangerous riyal in 
respect of your mare, than of any lady y<nu are likely to set 
eyes upon." • 

'' What do you mean 1 " said Sichard gruffly. 
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^^I mean that, tlie king haYing at length resolyed to be 
more of a monarch and less of a saint ^ 

" A Saint I " echoed Eichard, but the echo was rather a loud 
one, for it startled bis mare and sbook her rider. 

''Don't sbout like that 1 " cried the cavalier, with an oath. 
^' Saint or sinner, I care not. He is my king, and I am bis 
soldier. Bat with tbis knee you bave given me, I shall be 
fitter for garrison than field-duty-— damn it/' 

'' Tou do not mean that bis Majesty has declared open war 
against the Parliament ? " exclaimed Eichard. 

^'Faitbless Puritan, I do/' answered Scudamore. '^His 
Majesty has at length — with relactance, I am sorry to hear — 
taken up arms against bis rebellious snbjects, Land will be 
cheap by and by." 

''Many such mmonrs haye reached ns/' retnmed Eichard 
quietly. ''The king spares no threats; bat for blows — 
well!" 

^'Insolent fanaticl'' shouted Scadamore, "I teil you bis 
Majesty is on bis way from Scotland with an army of savages ; 
and London has declared for the king.*' 

Bichard and bis mare simoltaneously quickened their pace. 

'' Then it is time you were in bed, Mr. Scudamore, for my 
mare and I will be wanted," he cried. '' (rod be pndsed 1 I 
thank you for the good news. It makes me young again to 
bear it." 

'* What the deyil do you mean by jerking tbis cursed knee 
of mine so?*' shouted Scudamore. "Faith, you were young 
enough in all conscience already, you fool 1 You want to 
keep me in bed, as well as send me there 1 Well out of the 
way, you think ! But I give you honest waming to look 
after your mare, for I yow I have fallen in love with her. 
Sbe's worth three, at least, of your Mistress Dorothies." 

''Ton talk like a Dutch boor," said Eicbard. 

''Saith an English lout," retorted Scudamore. ''But, all 
tbings being lawful in love and war, not to mention bäte and 
rebellion, tbis mare, if I am blessed with a chance, shall be — 
well, flball be translated." 

" Ton mean from Eedware to Eaglan." 

" Where she shall be entertained in a manner worthy of her, 
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which ifl saying no little, if all her paces and points be equai 
to her walk and her crest.'* 

"I trust you will be more pitiful to my poor Lady," said 
Bichard qaietly. ^'If all they say be true, Eaglan stables 
are no place for a mare of her breeding." 

"What do you mean, roundhead)" 

''Folk say your stables at Raglan are like some other 
Baglan matters — of the infernal sort.'' 

Scudamore was silent for a moment. 

'* Whether the stables be under the parement or over the 
leads/' he returned at last, '' there are not a few in them as 
good as she — of which I hope to satisfy my Lady some day/' 
he added, patting the mare's neck. 

" Wert thou not hurt already, I would pitch thee out of 
the saddle," said Bichard. 

"Were I not hurt in the knee, thou couldst not," said 
Scudamore. 

'' I need not lay band upon thee. Wert thou as sound in 
limb as thou art in wind, thou wouldst feel thyself on the 
road ere thou knewest thou hadst taken leave of the saddle — 
did I but give the mare the sign she knows." 

''By Ood's grace," said the cavalier, ^'she shall be mlne, 
and teach me the trick of it.'* 

Bichard answered only with a grim laugh, and again, but 
more gently this time, quickened the mare's pace. Little 
more had passed between them when the six-sided towers of 
Baglan rose on their yiew. 

Bichard had, from childhood, been familiär with their aspect, 
especially that of the huge one called the Yellow Tower, 
but he had never yet been within the walls that encircled 
them. At any time during bis life, almost up to the present 
hour, he might have entered without question, for the gates 
were seldom closed and never locked, the portcuUises, 
sheathed in the wall above, hung moveless in their rusty 
chains, and the drawbridges spanned the moat from scarp to 
counterscarp, as if from the first their beams had rested there 
in solid masonry. And still, during the day, there was little 
sign of change, beyond an indefinable presence of busier life, 
.even in. the hush of the hot autumnal noon. But at night the 
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drawbridges rose and the portcollises descended— each with 
its own pecaliar creak, and jar, and scrape, setting the young 
rooks cawing in reply from eveiy pinnacle and tree-top — neyer 
later than the last moment when the warder could see anything 
larger than a cat on the brow of the read this side the village. 
For who could teil when, or with what force at their command, 
the Parliament might claim possession f And now another of 
the frequent reports had arrived, that the king had at length 
resorted to arms. It was altogether necessary for such as 
occapied a stronghold, nnless willing to yield it to the first 
w ho demanded entrance, to keep watch and ward. 

Adnutted at the great brick gate, the outermost of all, 
and tnming aside from the Steps leading np to the white stone 
gate and main entrance beyond, with its drawbridge and 
double portcolHs, Richard, by his companion's directions, led 
bis mare to the left, and, ronnding the moat of the citadel, 
songht the westem gate of the Castle, which seemed to 
shelter itself ander the great bnlk of the Tellow Tower, 
the cannon npon more than one of whose bastions closely 
commanded it, and made np for its inferiority in defence of 
its own. 

Scudamore had scarcely called, ere the warder, who had 
been waked by the sonnd of the horse's feet, began to set the 
machinery of the portcalUs in motion. 

'' What I wonnded already, Master Scudamore ! " he cried, 
as they rode nnder the archway. 

''Tes, Eccles," answered Scudamore, '' — ^wounded and 
taken prisoner, and brought home for ransom ! " 

As they spoke, Richard made use of his eyes, with a rague 
notion that some knowledge of the place might one day or 
other be of Service, büt it was little he could see. The moon 
was almost down, and her low light^ prolific of shadows, shone 
straight in through the lifted portcullis, but in the gateway 
where they stood, there was nothing for her to show but the 
groined vault, the massy walls, and the huge iron-studded 
gate beyond. 

" Curse you for a roundhead ! ** cried Scudamore, in the 
wrath engendered of a fierce twinge, as Heywood sought to 
help his lamed leg over the saddle; 
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'^ Dismount on this side then," said Richard, regardless of 
the Insult. 

Bat the warder had caught the word. 

'^ Eoundhead ! " he exclaimed. 

Scudamore did not answer until he found himself safe on 
his feet, and by that time he had recovered his good 
manners. 

" This is young Mr. Hejrwood of Redware," he said, and 
moved towards the wicket, leaning on Richard's arm. 

But the old warder stepped in front, and stood between 
them and the gate. 

^' Not a damned ronndhead of the pack shall set foot across 
this door-sill, so long as I hold the gate," he cried, with a fierce 
gesture of the right arm. And therewith he set his back to 
the wicket 

" Tut, tut, Eccles 1 " retumed Scudamore impatiently. 
** Good words are worth much, and cost little." 

" If the old dog bark, he gives counsel," rejoined Eccles, 
immovable. 

Heywood was amused, and stood silent, waiting the result. 
He had no particular wish to enter, and yet would have liked 
to see what could be seen of the court 

" Where the doorkeeper is a churl, what will folk say of 
the master of the house 1 " said Scudamore. 

" They may say as they list; it will neither hurt him nor 
me," said Eccles. 

" Make haste, my good fellow, and let us through," pleaded 
Scudamore. '^ By Saint George ! but my leg is in great pain. 
I fear the knee-cap is broken, in which case I shall not trouble 
thee much for a week of months." 

As he spoke, he stood leaning on Richard*s arm, and behind 
them stood Lady, still as a horse of bronze. 

"I will but drop the portcullis," said the warder, "and 
then I will carry thee to thy room in my arms. But not a 
cursed roundhead shall enter here, I swear." 

"Let ns through at once," said Scudamore, trying the 
imperative. 

"Not if the earl himself gave the order/' persisted the 
man. 
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'^Ho! ho! what is that you say) Let the gentlemen 
tbrough," cried a voice from somewhere. 

The warder opened the wicket inunediately, stepped inside, 
and held it open while they entered^ nor uttered another word. 
Bat as soon as Eichard had got Scudamore clear of the thres- 
hold, to which he lent not a helping finger, he stepped quietly 
out again, closed the wicket behind him, and taking Lady by 
the bridle, led her back oyer the bridge towards the bowling- 
green. 

Scudamore had just time to whisper to Heywood, *^ It ifl my 
master, the earl himself^" when the voice came again. 

" What I wounded, Bowland 1 How ifl this % And who 
have you there ? " 

But that moment Bichard heard the sound of bis mare's 
hoofs on the bridge, and leaving Scudamore to answer for 
them both, bouaded.back to the wicket, darted through, and 
called her by name. Instantly she stood «tock still, notwith- 
Standing a vicious kick in the ribs from Ecdes, not unseen of 
Heywood. Enraged at the fellow's insolence, he dealt him a 
sudden blow that stretched him at the mare's feet, vaulted 
into the saddle, and had reached the outer gate before he had 
recovered himselt The sleepy porter had just let him through, 
when the warder's signal to let no one out reached hün. 
Eichard tumed with a laugL 

*^ When nezt you catch a roundhead," he said, *' keep him ; '' 
and giving Lady the rein, galloped off, leaving the porter star- 
ing after him through the bars like a half-roused wild beast. 

Not doubting the rumour of open hostilities, the warder's 
design had been to secure the mare, and pretend she had run 
away, for a good horse was now more precious than ever. 

The earPs study was over the gate, and as he suffered much 
from gout and slept ill, he not unfrequently sought refuge in 
the night-watches with bis friends Chaucer, Gower, and 
Shakespeare. 

Bichard drew rein at the last point whence the castle would 
have been visible in the daytime. All he saw was a moving 
light The walls whence it shone were one day to be as the 
Shell around the kemel of his destiny. 
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CHAPTER IX, 

LOVB AND WAR. 

Wh£N Richard reached home and recounted the escape he 
had had, an imprecation, the first he had ever heard him 
utter, broke from his father's Ups. With the indiscrimination 
of party spirit, he looked npon the warder's insolence and 
attempted robbeiy as the spirit and behavioor of his master, 
the earl being in fact as litüe capable of such conduct as Mr. 
Heywood himself. 

Immediately afber their early breakfast the next moming, 
he led his son to a Chamber in the roof, of the rery ezistence 
of which he had been ignorant, and there discovered to him 
good störe of such armour of both kinds as was then in use, 
which for some years past he had been quietly collecting in 
view of the time — which, in the light of the last rumour, 
seemed to have at length arrived — ^when strength would have 
to decide the antagonism of opposed claims. Probably also 
it was in view of this time, seen from afar in the silent 
approach, that, from the very moment when he took his 
edacation into his own hands, he had paid thorough attention 
to Bichard's bodily as well as mental accomplishment, encourag- 
ing him in all manly sports, such as wrestling, boxing, and 
riding to hounds, with the more martial training of sword- 
exercises, with and without the target, and shooting with the 
carbine and the new-fashioned flint-lock pistols. 

The rest of the moming Eichard spent in choosing a head- 
piece, and mall plates for breast, back, neck, Shoulders, arms, 
and thighs. The next thing was to set the yillage tailor at 
work upon a coat of thät thick strong leather, dressed soft 
and pliant, which they called bufiT, to wear under his armour. 
After that came the proper equipment of Lady, and that of 
the twenty men whom his father expected to provide from 
amongst his own tenants, and for whom he had already a fuU 
Provision of clothing and armour ; they had to be determined 
on, conferred with, and fitted, one by one, so as to avoid 
drawing attention to the proceeding. Hence both Mr. Hey- 
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wood and Biehard had enongh io do, and the more that 
Faithfol Stopchase, on whom was tlieir chief dependence, had 
not jet recoreied saffidently from the effects of his ücdl to be 
eqnal io the same ex^tion as fonnerly— of which he was the 
more impatient tiiat he fiimly believed he had been a special 
objecft of Satanic assanlt^ becanse of the present valne of his 
eoimselsy and the Coming weight of his deeds on the side 
of the vell-affected. Thns oeeapied, the weeks passed into 
months. 

Döring this time Biehard called again and again npon 
Dorothjy ostensiblj to inqniie after her mother. Onlj once, 
howerer, did she appear, when she gare him to nnderstand 
she was so fhlly oecnpied, that, althoogh obliged by his atten- 
tion, he mnst not expect to see her again. 

''Bnt I will be honest, Biehard," she added, ''and let jou 
know plainly that^ were it otherwise in respect of my mother, 
I yet shonld not see yoo, for yon and I have parted Company, 
and are ah-eady so far asnnder on different roads that I must 
bid yon farewell at once while yet we can hear eaeh other 
speak.'' 

There was no anger, only a cold sadness in her tone and 
manner, while her bearing was stately as towards one with 
whom die had never had intimacy. Even her sadness seemed 
to Biehard to have respect to the hopeless condition of her 
mother's health, and not at all to the changed relation 
between him and her* 

**1 troBt, at least, Mistress Dorothy," he saidwith some 
bittemess, '' yon will grant me the jostice that what I do, I do 
with a good conscience. After all that has been betwixt ns I 
ask for no more.'' 

^ What more conld the best of men ask fort" 

''I, who am Dar from making any daim to rank with 

sach" 

I am glad to know it^" inteijected Dorothy. 
-^am yet capable of hoping that an eye at once keener 
and kinder ^n yoors may see conscience at the very root of 
the actions which yon, Dorothy, will doubtless most con- 
demn." 

Was this the boj she had despised for indifference? 
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" Was it conscience drove you to sprain my cousin Bowland's 
knee 1 " she asked. 

Eichard was silent for a moment. The sting was too cmel. 

"Pray hesitate not to say so, if such be your conviction," 
added Dorothy. 

" No," replied Richard, recovering himself. " I trust it is 
not such a serious matter as you say ; but anyhow it was not 
conscience but jealousy and anger that drove me to that 
wrong." 

" Did you see the action such at the time 1 " 

" No, surely ; eise I would not have been guilty of that for 
which I am truly sorry now." 

" Then, perhaps, the day will come when, looking back on 
what you do now, you will regard it with the like disapproba- 
tion. God grant it may ! " she added, with a deep sigh. 

"That can hardly be, Mistress Dorothy. I am, in the 
matters to which you refer, under the influence of no passion, 
no jealousy, no self-seeking, no " 

" Perhaps a deeper search might discover in you each 
and all of the bosom-sins you so stoutly abjure," interrupted 
Dorothy. " But it is needless for you to defend yourself to 
me ; I am not your judge." 

" So much the better for me !" retumed Eichard ; "I should 
eise have an uujust as well as severe one. I, on my part, 
hope the day may come when you will find something to 
repent of in such harshness towards an old friend whom you 
choose to think in the wrong." 

" Eichard Hey wood, God is my witness it is no choice of 
mine. I have no choice: what eise is there to think? I 
know well enough what you and your father are about. But 
there is nothing save my own conscience and my mother's love 
I would not part with to be able to believe you honourably 
right in your own eyes — not in mine — God forbid ! That can 
never be — not until fair is foul and foul is fair." 

So saying, she held out her band. 

" God be between thee and me, Dorothy ! " said Eichard, 
with solemnity, as he took it in bis. 

He spoke with a voice that seemed to him far away, and not 
bis own. Until now he had never realised the idea of a final 
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Separation between him and Dorotby; and even now, he 
could hardly believe she was in earnest, but feit, rather, like 
a child whose nurse threatens to forsake him on the dark 
road, and who begins to weep only from the pitiful imagination 
of the thing, and not any actual fear of her carrying the threat 
into execution. The idea of retaining her love by ceasing to 
act on his convictions — the very possibility of it — ^had never 
crossed the horkon of his thoughts. Had it come to him as 
the merest intellectual notion, he would have perceived at 
once, of such a loyal stock did he come, and so loyal had he 
himself been to truth all his days, that to act upon her con- 
victions instead of his own would have been to widen a gulf 
at least measurable, to one infinite and impassable. 

She withdrew the band which had solemnly pressed his, and 
left the room. For a moment he stood gazing after her. Even 
in that moment, the vague fear that she would not come again 
grew to a piain conviction, and forcibly repressing the misery 
that rose in bodily presence from his heart to his throat, he 
left the house, hurried down the pleached alley to the old 
sun-dial, threw himself on the grass under the yews, and wept 
and longed for war. 

But war was not to be just yet. Autumn withered and 
sank into winter. The rain came down on the stubble, and 
the red cattle waded through red mire to and from their 
pasture ; the skies grew pale above, and the earth grew bare 
beneath ; the winds grew sharp and seemed unfriendly ; the 
brooks ran foaming to the rivers, and the rivers ran roaring 
to the ocean. Then the earth dried a little, and the frost 
came and swelled and hardened it ; the snow feil and lay, 
vanished and came again. But even out of the depth of 
winter, quivered airs and hints of spring, until at last the 
mighty weakling was bom. And all this time rumour beat 
the alarum of war, and men were growing harder and more 
determined on both sides — some from self-opinion, some from 
party spirit, some from prejudice, antipathy, animosity, some 
from sense of duty, mingled more and less with the alloys of 
impulse and advantage. But he who was most earnest on the 
one side was least aware that he who was most earnest on the 
other was honest as himself. To confess uprightness in one 



68 ST. GEORGS AND ST. MICHAEL. 

of the opposite party, seemed to most men to involve treacliery 
to their own ; or if they were driven to the confession, it was 
too often foUowed with an attempt at discrediting the neblest 
of human qnalities. 

The hearts of the two young people fared very much as the 
earth under the altered skies of winter, and behaved much as 
the divided nation. A sense of wrong endured kept both 
from feeling at first the füll sorrow of their Separation ; and 
by the time that the tide of memory had flowed back and 
covered the rock of offence, they had got a little used to the 
dulness of a day from which its brightest hour had been 
blotted. Dorothy leamed very soon to think of Bichard as a 
prodigal brother beyond seas, and when they chanced to meet, 
which was but seldom, he was to her as a sad ghost in a 
dream. To Eichard, on the other band, she looked a lovely 
but scarce worshipful celestiaJ, with merely might enough to 
hold his heart, swelling with a sense of wrong, in her band, 
and squeeze it very hard. His consolation was that he 
suffered for the truth's sake, for to decline action upon such 
insight as he had had, was a thing as impossible as to alter 
the relations between the parts of a sphere. Dorothy longed 
for peace, and the retum of the wandering chickens of the 
Church to the shelter of her wings, to be led by her about 
the paled yard of obedience, picking up the barley of right- 
eousness ; Richard longed for the trumpet-blast of Liberty to 
call her sons together — to a war whose battles should never 
cease until men were free to worship God after the light He 
had lighted within them, and the dragon of priestly authority 
should breathe out his last fiery breath, no more to drive the 
feebler brethren to seek refuge in the house of hjrpocrisy. 

At home Dorothy was under few influences except those 
of her mother, and, through his letters, of Mr. Matthew 
Herbert. Upon the former a lovely spiritual repose had long 
since descended. Her anxieties were only for her daughter, 
her hopes only for the world beyond the grave. The latter 
was a man of peace, who, having found in the ordinances of 
his church everything to aid and nothing to retard his 
spiritual development, had no conception of the nature of the 
puritanical Opposition to its government and rites. Through 
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neitlier could Dorothy come to any trae idea of the questiona 
which agitated the pplitics of both Church and State. To her, 
the king was a kind of demigod, and every priest a fountain 
of truth. Her religion was the sedate and dutifol aoceptance 
of obedient innocence, a thing of small account indeed where 
it is rooted only in sentiment and costomary preference, bat of 
inestimable valne in such cases as hers, where action followed 
apon acceptance. 

Richard, again, was nnder the qoickening masterdom of a 
well-stored, active mind, a strong will, a judgment that sought 
to keep its balance eren, and whose descended scale nerer 
rebounded, a conscience which, through all the mists of human 
judgment, eyed ever the blotted glimmer of some light beyond, 
and all these elements of power were gathered in his own 
father, in whom the customary stemness of the puritan parent 
had at length blossomed in confidence, a phase of love which, 
to such a mind as Bichard's, was even more enchanting than 
tendemessL To be trusted by such a father, to feel his mind 
and soul present with him, acknowledging him a fit associate 
in great hopes and noble aims, was surely and ought to be, 
whateyer the sentimentalist may say, some comfort for any 
sorrow a youth is capable of, such being in general only too 
lightly remediable. I wonder if any mere youth ever suffered, 
firom a disappointment in love, half the sense of cureless pain 
which, with one protracted pang, gnaws at the heart of the 
avaricious old man who has dropt a sovereign into his draw- 
well. 

But the relation of Dorothy and Richard, althongh ordinary 
in outward appearance, was of no common kind; and while 
these two thus feil apart from each other in their outer life, 
each judging the other insensible to the call of highest recti- 
tude, neither of them knew how much his or her heart was 
confident of the other's integrity. In respect of them, the 
lovely simile, in ChristaM, of the parted cliffs, may be carried 
a little farther, for, under the dreary sea flowing between 
them, the rock was one stilL Such a faith may sometimes, 
perhaps often does, lie in the heart like a seed buried beyond 
the reach of the sun, thoroughly alive though giving no sign ; 
to grow too soon might be to die. Things had indeed gone 
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farther with Dorothy and Eichard, but the lobes of their loves 
had never been fairly exposed to the sun and wind ere tho 
swoUen clods of winter again covered them. 

Once, in the cold moon of a lovely day of frost, when the 
lightest Step crackled with the breaking of multitudinous 
crystals, when the trees were fringed with furry white, and 
the old Spider- webs glimmered like filigrane of fairy silver, 
they met on a lonely country road. The sun shone red through 
depths of half-frozen vapour, and tinged the whiteness of death 
with a faint warmth of feeling and hope. Along the rough 
laue Eichard walked reading what looked like a letter, but 
was a copy his father had procured of a poem still only in 
manuscript — the Lyddas of Milton. In the glow to which the 
alternating hpt and cold winds of enthusiasm and bereavement 
had fanned the fiery particle within him, Eichard was not only 
able to understand and enjoy the thought of which the poem 
was built, but was borne aloft on its sad yet hopeful melodies 
as upon wings of an upsoaring seraph. The flow of his feeling 
suddenly broken by an almost fierce desire to share with 
Dorothy the tenderness of the magic music of the stately 
monody, and then, ere the answering waves of her emotion 
had subsided, to whisper to her that the marvellous spell 
came from the heart of the same wonderful man from whose 
brain had issued, like Pallas from Jove's — whati — Animad- 
versions upon the Berrwnstrants Defence against Smedymn/us, the 
Pamphlet which had so roused all the abhorrence her nature 
was capable of — he lifted his head and saw her but a few paces 
from him. Dorothy caught a glimpse of a countenance radiant 
with feeling, and eyes flashing through a watery film of 
delightj her own eyes feil; she said, "Good morning, 
Eichard ! " and passed him without deflecting an inch. The 
bird of song folded its wings and called in its shining ; the 
sun lost half his red beams ; the sprinkled seed pearls vanished, 
and ashes covered the earth ; he folded the paper, laid it in 
the breast of his doublet, and walked home through the glitter- 
ing meadows with a fresh hurt in his heart. 

Dorothy's time and thoughts were all but occupied with the 
nursing of her mother, who, contrary to the expectation of 
her friends, outlived the winter, and revived as the spring 
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drew on. She read much to her. Some of the best books 
had drifted into the house and settled there, but, although 
English printing was now nearly two centuries old, thej were 
not many. We must not therefore imagine, however, that 
the two ladies were ill supplied with spiritual pabulum. 
There are few houses of the present day iu which, thoagh 
there be ten times as many books, tbere is so much strong 
food ; if there was any lack, it was rather of diluents. 
Amongst those she read were Queen Elizabeth's Homüies, 
Hooker's PolUie^ Donne's Sermons^ and George Herbert's 
TerrvpUj to the dying lady only less dear than her New 
Testament. 

But even with this last, it was only through sympathy with 
her mother that Dorothy could come into any contact The 
gems of the mind, which alone could catch and reflect such 
light, lay as yet under the soil, and much ploughing and 
breaking of the clods were needful ere they could come largely 
to the surface. But happily for Dorothy, there were amongst 
the books a few of those precious little quartos of Shakspere, 
the first three books of the Faerie Qusene, and the Countess of 
Pembroke's Arcadia, then much read, if we may judge from 
the fact that, although it was not published tili after the 
death of Sidney, the eighth edition of it had now been nearly 
ten years in Lady Yaughan's possession. 

Then there was in the drawing-room an old spinnet, sadly 
out of tune, on which she would yet, in spite of the occasional 
jar and shudder of respondent nerves, now and then play at a 
sitting all the little music she had learned, and with whose 
help she had sometimes even tried to find out an air for words 
that had taken her fancy. 

Also, she had the house to look after, the live stock to see 
to, her dog to play with and teach, a few sad thoughts and 
memories to discipline, a call now and then from a neighbour, 
or a longer visit from some old friend of her mother's to 
receive, and the few cottagers on all that was left of the 
estate of Wyfern to care for ; so that her time was tolerably 
fiUed up, and she feit little need of anything more to occupy 
at least her hours and days. 

Meanwhile, through all nature*s changes, through calm and 



72 ST. GEORGE AND ST. MICHAEL. 

tempest, rain and snow, through doli refusing winter, and the 
first passing visits of open-handed spring, the hearts of men 
were awaiting the outborst of the thunder, the blue peaks of 
whose cloud-built cells had long been visible on the horizon 
of the futore. Eyery now and then they would start and 
listen, and ask each other was it the first growl of the storm, 
or bat the rumbling of the wheels of the govemment. To 
the dwellers in Baglan Castle it seemed at least a stormy sign 
— of which the news reached them in the dull November 
weather — that the Parliament had set a guard npon Worcester 
House in the Strand, and searched it for persons suspected 
of high treason — ^Lord Herbert, doubtless, first of all, the 
direction and strength of whose political drift, suspicioas from 
the first because of his religious persuasion, could hardly be 
any longer doubtful to the most liberal of its members. 

The news of the terrible insurrectiön of the Catholics in 
Ireland followed. 

Bichard kept his armour bright, his mare in good fettle, 
himself and his men in thorough exercise, read and talked 
with his father, and waited, sometimes with patience, some- 
times without. 

At length, in the early spring, the king withdrew to York, 
and a bodyguard of the gentlemen of the neighboarhood 
gathered around him. Bichard renewed the fiints of his 
carbine and pistols. 

In April, the king, refnsed entrance into the town of Hall, 
proclaimed the govemor a traitor. The Parliament declared 
the proclamation a breach of its Privileges. Bichard got new 
girths. 

The sammer passed in varioas dispates. Towards its close 
the govemor of Portsmoath declined to act upon a commission 
to organise the newlevies of the Parliament, and administered 
instead thereof an oath of allegiance to the garrison and in- 
habitants. Thereupon the place was besieged by Essex ; the 
king proclaimed him a traitor, and the Parliament retorted by 
declariiig the royal proclamation a libeL Bichard had his 
mare new-shod. 

On a certain day in Augast, the royal Standard, with the 
motto, " Give to C»sar his due," was set ap at Nottingham. 
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Bichard mounted his mare, and taking leave of his father, led 
Stopchase and nineteen men more, all fairly mounted, to offer 
hia Services to the Parliament, as represented bj the Earl of 
Essex 



CHAPTER X. 

DOROTHl^S REFUGE. 

WiTH the decay of summer, Lady Yaughan began again to sink, 
and became at length so weak tbat Dorothy rarely left her room. 
The departuie of Richard Heywood to join the rebels affected 
her deeply. The report of the utter rout of the parliamentary 
forces at Edgehill l^hted np her face for the last time with a 
glimmer of earthly gladness, which the very different news 
that followed speedily extingnished ; and after that she 
declined more rapidly. Mrs. Rees told Dorothy that she 
wonld yield to the first frost. Bat she lingered many weeka 
One moming she signed to her daughter to come nearer that 
she might speak to her. 

"Dorothy," she whispered, " I wish much to see good Mr. 
Herbert Frithee send for him. I know it is an evil time 
for him to travel, being an old man and feeble, bnt he will do 
his endearour to come to me, I know, if but for my husband*s 
sake, whom he loved like a brother. I cannot die in peace 
without first taking counsel with him how best to provide for 
the safety of my Utile ewe-lamb nntil these storms are over- 
blown. Alas ! alas ! I did look to Richard Heywood" 

She conld say no more. 

"Do not take thoaght abont the morrow for me any more 
than you would for yourself, madam," said Dorothy. " You 
know Master Herbert says the one is as the other." 

She Mssed her mother's band as she spoke, then hastened 
from the room, and despatched a messenger to Llangattock. 

Before the worthy man arrived, Lady Yaughan was Speech- 
less. £y signs and looks definite enough, and more eloquent 
than words, she committed Dorothy to his protection, and 
died. 

Dorothy behaved with much calmness. She would not, in 
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her mother*s absence, act so as would have grieved her presence. 
Little passed between her and Mr. Herbert until the funeral 
was over. Then they talked of the future. Her guardian 
wished much to leave everything in Charge of the old bailiff, 
and take her with him to Llangattock ; but he hesitated a 
little because of the bad state of the roads in winter, much 
because of their danger in the troubled condition of aflFairs, 
and most of all because of the uncertain, indeed periloos Posi- 
tion of the Episcopalian clergy, who might soon find themselves 
without a roof to shelter them. Fearing nothing for himself, 
he must yet, in arranging for Dorothy, contemplate the worst 
of threatening possibiiities ; and one thing was pretty certain, 
that matters must grow far worse before they could even begin 
to mend. 

But they had more time for deliberation given them than 
they would willingly have taken. Mr. Herbert had caught 
cold while reading the funeral Service, and was compelled to 
delay his retum. The cold settled into a sort of low fever, and 
for many weeks he lay helpless. During this time the sudden 
affair at Brentford took place, after which the king, having 
lost by it far more than he had gained, withdrew to Oxford, 
anxious to re-open the treaty which the battle had closed. 

The country was now in a sad state. Whichever party was 
uppermost in any district, sought to min all of the opposite 
factioa Eobbery and plunder became common, and that not 
only on the track of armies or the route of smaller bodies of 
soldiers, for bands of mere marauders, taking up the cry of 
the faction that happened in any neighbourhood to have the 
ascendancy, plundered houses, robbed travellers, and were 
guilty of all sorts of violence. Hence it had become as 
perilous to stay at home in an unfortified house as to travel ; 
and many were the terrors which during the winter tried the 
courage of the girl, and checked the recovery of the old man. 
At length one morning, after a midnight alarm, Mr. Herbert 
thus addressed Dorothy, as she waited upon him with his 
breakfast : 

" It fears me much, my dear Dorothy, that the time will be 
long ere any but fortified places will be safe abodes. It is 
a question in my mind whether it would not be better to seek 
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refuge for you . Bat stay ; let me suggest my proposal, 

rather than startle you with it in sudden form complete. You 
are related to the Somersets, are you not ? '' 

" Yes— distantly." 

" Is the relationship recognised by them 1 " 

" I cannot teil, sir. I do not even distinctly know what 
tlie relationship is. And assuredly, sir, you mean not to 
propose that I should seek safety from bodily peril with a 
household which is, to say the least, so unfriendly to the 
doctrines you and my blessed mother have always taught me ! 
You cannot, or indeed, must you not have forgotten that they 
are papists ? " 

Dorothy had been educated in such a fear of the Catholics, 
and such a profound disapproval of those of their doctrines 
rejected by the reformers of the Ghurch of England, as was 
only surpassed in intensity by her absolute abhorrence of the 
assumptions and negations of the Puritans. These indeed 
roused in her a certain sense of disgust which she had never 
feit in respect of what were considered by her teachers the 
most erroneous doctrines of the Catholics. But Mr. Herbert, 
although his prejudices were nearly as streng, and his opinions, 
if not more indigenous at least far better acclimatised than 
liers, had yet reaped this advantage of a longer life, that he 
was better able to atone his disUke of certain opinions with 
personal regard for those who held them, and therefore did 
not, like Dorothy, recoil from the idea of Obligation to one 
of a diflFerent creed — provided always that creed was Catho- 
licism and not Puritanism. For to the Church of England, the 
Cathohcs, in the presence of her more rampant foes, appeared 
harmless enough now. 

He believed that the honourable feelings of Lord Worcester 
and his family would be hostile to any attempt to proselytise 
his ward. But as far as she was herseif concemed, he trusted 
more to the strength of her prejudices than the rectitude of 
her convictions, honest as the girl was, to prevent her from 
being over-influenced by the change of spiritual atmosphere ; 
for in Proportion to the simplicity of her goodness must be 
her capacity for recognising the goodness of others, Catholics 
or not, and for being wrought upon by the virtue that went 
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out from them. His hope was, that England would have 
again become the abode of peace, long ere any risk to her 
Spiritual well-being should have been incurred by this mode 
of securing her bodily safety and comfort. 

But there was another fact, in the absence of which he 
would have had far more hesitation in seeking for his ewe- 
lamb the protection of sheep, the guardians of whose spiritual 
fold had but too often proved wolves in sheep-dogs' clothing : 
within the last few days the news had reached him that an 
old friend named Bayly, a tme man, a priest of the English 
Church and a doctor of divinity, had taken up his abode in 
Eaglan Castle as one of the household — chaplain indeed, as 
report would have it, though that was hard of belief, save 
indeed it were for the sake of the Protestants within its walls. 
However that might be, there was a true shepherd to whose 
care to entrust his lamb ; and it was mainly on the strength 
of this consideration that he had concluded to make his pro- 
posal to Dorothy — namely, that she should -seek shelter within 
the walls of Eaglan Castle until the storm should be so far 
overblown, as to admit either of her going to Llangattock or 
returning to her own home. He now discussed the matter 
with her in füll, and, notwithstanding her very natural repug- 
nance to the scheme, such was Dorothy's confidence in her 
friend that she was easily persuaded of its wisdom. What 
the more inclined her to yield was, that Mr. Heywood had 
written her a letter, hardly the less unwelcome for the kind- 
ness of its tone, in which he offered her the shelter and 
hospitality of Eedware " until better days," 

"Better days!" exclaimed Dorothy with contempt. "If 
such days as he would count better should ever arrive, his 
house is the last place where I would have them find me ! " 

She wrote a polite but cold refusal, and rejoiced in the hope 
that he would soon hear of her having sought and found refuge 
in Eaglan with the friends of the king. 

Meanwhile Mr. Herbert had opened communication with 
Dr. Bayly, had satisfied himself that he was still a true son of 
the Church, and had solicited his friendly mediation towards 
the receiving of Mistress Dorothy Vaughan into the family of 
the Marquis of Worcester, to the dignity of which title the 
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earl had now been raised — the Parliament, to be sure, declin- 
ing to acknowledge the patent conferred by bis Majesty, but 
that was of no consequence in the estimation of those chiefly 
concerned. 

On a certain spring morning, then, the snow still lying in 
the hollows of the hills, Thomas Bayly came to Wyfern to see 
his old friend Matthew Herbert. He was a courteous little 
man, with a courtesy librating on a knife-edge of deflection 
towards obsequiousness on the one band and condescension 
on the other, for neither of which, however, was his friend 
Herbert an objectw His eye was keen, and his forehead good, 
but his carriage inclined to the pompous, and his speech to 
the formal, omate, and prolix The shape of his mouth was 
honest, bat the closure of the Ups indicated self-importance. 
The greeting between them was simple and genuine, and ere 
they parted, Bayly had promised to do his best in represent- 
ing the matter to the marquis, his daughter-in-law, Lady 
Margaret, the wife of Lord Herbert, and his daughter, Lady 
Anne, who, although the most rigid Catholic in the honse, 
was already the doctor's special friend. 

It would have been greatly unlike the marquis or any of his 
family to refuse such a prayer. Had not their hoose been for 
centuries the abode of hospitality, the embodiment of shelter? 
On the mere representation of Dr. Bayly, and the fact of the 
relationship, which, although distant, was well enough known, 
within two days Mistress Dorothy Yaoghan received an invi- 
tation to enter the family of the marquis, as one of the gentle- 
women of Lady Margaret's suite. It was of course gratefuUy 
accepted, and as soon as Mr. Herbert thought himself suffici- 
ently recovered to encounter the fatigues of travelling, he 
urged on the somewhat laggard preparations of Dorothy, 
that he might himself see her safely housed on his way to 
Llangattock, whither he was most anzious to retum. 

It was a lovely spring moming when they set out together 
on horseback for Baglan. The sun looked down like a 
young father upon his earth-mothered children, peeping out 
of their beds to greet him after the long winter night. The 
rooks were too busy to cay, dibbling deep in the soft red 
earth with their great beaks. The red cattle, flakcd with 
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white, spotted the clear fresh green of the meadows. The 
bare trees had a kind of glory about them, like old men wait- 
ing for their youth, which might come suddenly. A few slow 
clouds were drifting across the pale sky. A gentle wind was 
blowing over the wet fields, but when a cloud swept before 
the sun, it blew cold. The roads were bad, but their horses 
were used to such, and picked their way with the easy care- 
fulness of experience. The winter might yet retum for a 
season, but this day was of the spring and its promises. 
Earth and air, field and sky were füll of peace. But the 
heart of England was troubled — troubled with passions both 
good and evil — with righteous indignation and unholy scom, 
with the love of liberty and the joy of licence, with ambition 
and aspiration. 

No honest heart could yield long to the comforting of the 
fair World, knowing tbat some of her fairest fields would soon 
be crimsoned afresh with the blood of her children. But Do- 
rothy's sadness was not all for her country in general. Had 
she put the question honestly to her heart, she must have 
confessed that even the loss of her mother had less to do with 
a certain weight upon it, which the loveliness of the spring 
day seemed to render heavier, than the rarely absent feeling 
rather than thought, that the playmate of her childhood, and 
the offered lover of her youth, had thrown himself with all 
the energy of dawning manhood into the quarrel of the law- 
less and self-glorifying. Nor was she altogether free from a 
sense of blame in the matter. Had she been less imperative 
in her mood and bearing, more ready to give than to require 
sympathy, — but ah ! she could not change the past, and the 
present was calling upon her. 

At length the towers of Eaglan appeared, and a pang of 
apprehension shot through her bosom. She was approaching 
the unknown. Like one on the verge of a second-sight, her 
history seemed for a moment about to reveal itself— where it 
lay, like a bird in its ^g^^ within those massive walls, warded 
by those huge ascending towers. Brought up in a retirement 
that some would have counted loneliness, and althoagh used 
to all gentle and refined ways, yet familiär with homeliness 
and simplicity of mode and ministration, she could not help 
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feeling awed at the prospect of entering such a zone of rank 
and stateliness and observance as the household of the marquis, 
who lived like a prince in expenditure, attendance, and cere- 
mony. She knew little of the fashions of the day, and, like 
many modest young people, was afraid she might be guilty of 
some solecism which would make her appear ill-bred, or at 
least awkward. Since her mother left her, she had become 
aware of a timidity to which she had hitherto been a stranger. 
" Ah 1 " she Said to herseif, " if only my mother were with 
mel" 

At length they reached the brick gate, were admitted 
within the outer wall, and foUowing the course taken by 
Scudamore and Heywood, skirted the moat which enringed 
the huge blind citadel or keep, and arrived at the western 
gate. The portcuUis rose to admit them, and they rode into 
the echoes of the vaulted gateway. Tuming to congratulate 
Dorothy on their safe arrival, Mr. Herbert saw that she was 
pale and agitated. 

" What ails my child 1 " he said in a low voice, for the 
warder was near. 

" I feel as if entering a prison," she replied, with a shiver. 

"Is thy God the God of the grange and not of the Castle ^ " 
retumed the old man. 

"But, sir," Said Dorothy, "I have been accustomed to a 
liberty such as few have enjoyed, and these walls and 
towers " 

" Heed not the look of things," intemipted her guardian. 
"Believe in the Will that with a thought can turn the 
shadow of death into the morning, give gladness for weeping, 
and the garment of praise for the spirit of heaviness." 
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While he yet spoke, their horses, of their own accord, 
passed through the gate which Eccles had thrown wide to 
admit them, and carried them into the Fountain court. 
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Here, indeed, was a change of aspecti All that Dorothy 
had bitherto contemplated was the aide of the fortress 
which faced the world — ^frowning and defiant, although 
here and there on the point of breaking into a half 
smile, for the grim, snspicious, altogether repellent look of 
the cid feudal Castle had been gradually vanishing in the 
additions and alterations of more civilised timea Bat now 
they were in the heart of the building, and saw the face 
which the house of strength torned upon its own peopla 
The spring sunshine fiUed half the conrt ; over the rest laj 
the shadow of the huge keep, towering massive above the 
three-storied line of building which fonned the aide next it. 
Here was the true face of the Janua-building, fall of e jes and 
mouths; for many bright Windows looked down into the 
court, in some of which shone the smiling faces of children 
and ladies peeping oat to see the visitors, whose arrival had 
been announced by the creaking chains of the portcullis ; and 
by the doors issued and entered^ here a lady in rieh attire, 
there a gentleman half in armoar, and here again a serving- 
man or maid. Nearly in the centre of the qaadrangle, just 
oatside the shadow of the keep, stood the giant horse, 
rearing in white marble, almost dazzling in the sanshine, from 
whose nostrils spouted the jets of water which gave its name 
to the court. Opposite the gate by which they entered was 
the little chapel^ with its triple lancet Windows, over which 
lay the picture-gallery with its large oriel lights. Far above 
their roof, ascended from behind that of the great hall, with 
its fine lantern window seated on the ridge. From the other 
court beyond the hall, that upon which the main entrance 
opened, came the sounds of heavy feet in intermittent bat 
measured tread, the clanking of arms, and a returning voice 
of loud command : the troops of the garrison were being exer- 
cised on the slabs of the pitched court. 

From each of the many doors opening into the court they 
had entered, a path, paved with coloured tiles, led straight 
through the finest of turf to the marble fountain in the centre, 
into whose shadowed basin the falling water seemed to carry 
captive as into a prison the sunlight it caught above. Its 
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music as it feil made a lovelj but stränge and sad contrast 
with the martial soonds from beyond. 

It vas bat a moment Üiey bad to note Üiese tbings ; eyes 
and ears gatbered tbem all at once. Two of tbe warder's 
men aiieady beld tbeir borses, wbile two otber men^ responsive 
to tbe warder's wbistle, came ranning from tbe ball and 
belped tbem to dismount Hardly bad tbey reacbed the 
ground ere a man-servant came, wbo led tbe way to tbe left 
towards a porcb of carved stone on tbe same side of tbe eourt 
Tbe door stood open, revealing a fligbt of stairs^ ratber steep, 
but wide and stately, going rigbt up between two straight 
walls. At tbe top stood Lady Margaret's gentleman usber, 
Mr. Harcourt by name, wbo received tbem witb mucb 
courtesy, and conducting tbem to a small room on tbe left ot 
tbe landing, went to announce tbeir arrival to Lady Margaret, 
to wbose private parloar tbis was tbe antecbamber.. Betum- 
ing in a moment, he led tbem into ber presence. 

Sbe received tbem witb a frankness wbicb almost belied 
tbe stateliness of ber demeanour. Tbrougb tbe baze of tbat 
reserve wbicb a consciousness of dignity, wbetber true or false, 
so often generates, tbe genial courtesy of ber Irisb nature, for 
sbe was an O'Brien, daugbter of tbe Earl of Tbomond, sbone 
clear, and justified ber Celtic origin. 

" Welcome, cousin ! '^ sbe said, bolding out ber band wbile 
yet distant balf tbe lengtb of tbe room, across wbicb, upborne 
on slow firm foot, sbe advanced witb even^ stately motion. 
" And you also, reverend sir," sbe went on, tuming to Mr. 
Herbert. " I am told we are indebted to you for tbis welcome 
addition to our family — bow welcome none can teil but ladies 
sbut up like ourselves.** 

Dorotby was already almost at ber ease, and tbe old elergy- 
man soon found Lady Margaret so sensible and as well as 
courteous — ^prejudiced yet furtber in ber favour, it must be 
confessed, by tbe pleasant pretence sbe made of claiming 
cousinsbip on tbe ground of tbe identity of ber busband's 
tiüe witb bis surname — tbat, ere be left tbe eastle, liberal as 
be bad believed bimself, be was nevertbeless astonisbed to 
find bow mucb of friendsbip bad in tbat brief space been 

V 
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engendered in bis boeom towards a Catholic lady whom he 
Jiad never before seen. 

Since the time of Elizabeth, when the fear and repugnance 
of the nation had been so greatly and justly excited by the 
apparent probability of a marriage betwixt their queen and 
the detested Philip of Spain, a considerable alteration had 
been gradually wrought in the feelings of a large portion of it 
in respect of their Catholic countrymen — a fact which gave 
strength to the position of the Puritans in asserting the 
essential identity of Episcopalian with Catholic politics. 
Almost forty years had elapsed since the Gunpowder Plot ; 
the Queen was a Catholic ; the Episcopalian party was itself 
at length endangered by the extension and development of 
the very principles on which they had themselves broken 
away from the Church of Eome; and the Catholics were 
friendly to the govemment of the king, under which their 
condition was one of eomfort if not influence, while under 
that of the Parliament they had every reason to anticipate a 
revival of persecution. Not a few of them^doubtless cherished 
the hope that this revelation of the true spirit of dissent would 
result in driving the king and ]iis party back into the bosom 
of the Church. 

The king, on the other band, while only too glad to receive 
what aid he might from the loyal families of the old religion, 
yet saw that much caution was necessary lest he should alienate 
the most eamest of his Protestant friends by giving ground 
for the suspicion that he was inclined to purchase their Co- 
operation by a return to the creed of his Scottish grand- 
mother, Mary Stuart, and his English great-great-grand- 
mother, Margaret Tudor. 

On the part of the clergy there had been for some time a 
considerable tendency, chiefly from the influence of Land, to 
cultivate the same spirit which actuated the larger portion 
of the Catholic priesthood ; and although this had never led 
to retrograde movement in regard to their politics, the fact 
that both were accounted by a third party, and that far the 
most dangerous to either of the other two, as in spirit and 
object one and the same, naturally tended to produce a more 
indulgent regard of each other than had hitherto prevailed. 
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And hence, in part, it was that it had become possible for 
Episcopalian Dr. Bayly to be an inmate of Raglan Castle, and 
for good Protestant Matthew Herbert to seek refuge for bis 
ward with good Catholic Lady Margaret. 

Eager to return to tbe duties of bis parish, througb bis ill- 
ness so long neglected, Mr. Herbert declined her ladyship's 
invitation to dinner, which, she assnred bim, Consulting a 
watch tbat she wore in a ring on her little finger, must be all 
but ready, seeing it was now a quarter to eleven, and took his 
leave, accompanied by Dorothy's servant to bring back the 
horse — if indeed they should be fortunate enough to escape 
the requisition of both horses by one party or the other. At 
present, however, the king's affairs continned rather on the 
ascendant, and the name of the marquis in that country was 
as yet a tower of strength. Dorothy's horse was included in 
the hospitality shown his mistress, and taken to the stables — 
under the mid-day shadow of the Library Tower. 

As soon as the parson was gone, Lady Margaret touched a 
small silver bell which hung in a stand on the table beside her. 

"Conduct Mistress Dorothy Vaughan to her room, wait 
upon her there, and then attend her hither," she said to the 
maid who answered it. " I would request a little not unneed- 
ful haste, cousin," she went on, " for my Lord of Worcester is 
very precise in all matters of household order, and likes ill to 
See any one enter the dining-room after he is seated. It is his 
desire that you should dine at his table to-day. After this I 
must place you with the rest of my ladies, who dine in the 
housekeeper's room." 

" As you think proper, madam," returned Dorothy, a little 
disappointed, but a little relieved also. 

" The bell will ring presently," said Lady Margaret, " and 
a quarter of an hour thereafter we shall all be seated." 

She was herseif abeady dressed — in a pale-blue satin, with 
füll skirt and close-fitting, long-peaked boddice, fastened in 
front by several double clasps set with rubies ; her Shoulders 
were bare, and her sleeves looped up with large round star- 
like studs, set with diamonds, so that her arms also were bare 
to the elbows. Bound her neck was a short string of large 
pearls. 
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" You take no long time to attire yourself, couftin/' said her 
ladyship kindly, when Dorothy returned. 

" Little time was needed, madam/' answered Dorothy ; '' for 
me there is bat one colour. I fear I shall show but a dall 
bird amidst the gay plumage of Eaglan. But I could have 
better adorned myself had not I heard the bell ere I had 
begun, and feared to lose your ladyship's Company, and in 
very deed make my first appearance before my lord as a trans- 
gressor of the laws of his household.'' 

" You did well, cousin Dorothy ; for everything goes by law 
and Order here. All is reason and rhyme too in this house. 
My lord's father, although one of the best and kindest of men, 
is, as I said, somewhat precise, and will, as he says himsdlf, be 
king in his own kingdom — thinking doubtless of one who is 
not such. 1 should not talk thus with you, coosin, were you 
like some young ladies I know ; but there is that about you 
which pleases me greatly, and which I take to indicate dis- 
cretion. When first I came to the house, not having been 
accustomed to so severe a punctuality, I gave my lord no little 
annoyance ; for, oftener than once or twice, I walked into his 
dining-room not only after grace had been said, but after the 
first course had been sent down to the hall-tables. My lord 
took his revenge in calling me the wild Irishwoman." 

Here she laughed very sweetly. 

" The only one," she resumed, " who does here as he will, 
is ' my husband. Even Lord Charles, who is govemor of the 
Castle, must be in his place to the moment; but for my 
husband " 

The bell rang a second time. Lady Margaret rose, and 
taking Dorothy's arm, led her from the room into a long dim- 
lighted corridor. Arrived at the end of it, where a second 
passage met it at right angles, she stopped at a door facing 
them. 

" I think we shall find my Lord of Worcester here," she 
said in a whisper, as she knocked and waited a response. 
'' He is not here," she said. << He expects me to call on him 
as I pass. We must make haste.'' 

The second passage, in which were several curves and 
Sharp turnS; led them to a large room, nearly Square^ in 
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which were two tables covered for about thirty. Bj the door 
and along the sides of the room were a good many gentlemen, 
some of them very plainly dressed, and others in gayer attire, 
amongst whom Dorothy, as they passed througb, recognised 
her Cousin Scudamore. Whether he saw and knew her she 
could not teil Crossing a small antechamber they entered 
the drawing-room, where stood and sat talking a number of 
ladies and gentlemen, to some of whom Lady Margaret spoke 
and presented her cousin, greeting others with a familiär nod 
or smile, and yet others with a stately conrtesy. Then she 
said — 

"Ladies, I will lead the way to the dining-room. My Lord 
Marquis would the less willingly have us late that something 
detains himself." 

Those who dined in the marquis's room followed her. 
Scarcely had she reached the upper end of the table when the 
marquis entered followed by all his gentlemen, some of whom 
withdrew, their Service over for the time, while others pro- 
ceeded to wait upon him and his family, with any of the 
nobility who happened to be his guests at the first table. 

"I am the laggard to-day, my lady," he said cheerily, as 
he bore his heavy person up the room towards her. " Ah ! " 
he went on, as Lady Margaret stepped forward to meet him, 
leading Dorothy by the hand, " who is this sober young 
damsel under my wild Irishwoman's wingl Our young cousin 
Vaughan, doubtless, whose praises my worthy Dr. Bayly has 
been sounding in my ears 1 " 

He held out his hand to Dorothy, and bade her welcome to 
Baglan. 

The marquis was a man of noble countenance, of the type 
we are ready to imagine peculiar to the great men of the time 
of Queen Elizabeth. To this his unwieldy person did not 
correspond, although his movements were still far from being 
despoiled of that charm which naturally belonged to all that 
was his. Nor did his presence owe anything to his dress, 
which was of that long-haired coarse wooUen stuff they called 
frieze, wom, probably, by not another nobleman in the 
country, and regarded as fitter for a yeoman. His eyes, 
though he was yet but sixty-five or so, were already hazy, 
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and bis voice was husky and a Utile broken — ^results of the 
constantly poor bealtb and frequent suffering be bad bad for 
many years; but be carried it all "witb" — to quote the 
prince of courtesy, Sir Pbilip Sydney—« witb a rigbt old man's 
grace, tbat will seem livelier tban bis age will afford bim." 

The moment be entered, tbe sewer in the antecbamber at 
tbe ötber end of the room bad given a signal to one waiting 
at tbe bead of tbe stair leading down to the ball, and bis 
lordsbip was bardly seated, ere — altbougb tbe kiteben was at 
the Corner of tbe pitcbed court diagonally opposite — ^be bore 
tbe first disb into the room, followed by bis assistants, laden 
each witb another. 

Lady Margaret made Dorothy sit down by her. A place 
on her other side was vacant. 

" Wbere is tbis truant busband of tbine, my lady 1 " asked 
tbe marquis, as soon as Dr. Bayly bad said grace. ''Know 
you wbether be eats at all, or when, or wbere 1 It is now 
three days since be bas filled bis place at tby side, yet is be 
In tbe Castle. Tbou knowest, my lady, I deal not witb bim, 
wbo is so soon to sit in tbis chair, as witb another, but I like 
it not. Know you wbat occupies bim to-day ? *' 

"I do not, my lord," answered Lady Margaret. '*I have 
bad but one glimpse of bim since tbe morning, and if be looks 
now as be looked then, I fear your lordsbip would be minded 
ratber to drive bim from your table tban welcome bim to a 
seat beside you." 

As sbe spoke, Lady Margaret caugbt a glimpse of a 
peculiar expression on Scudamore's face, wbere be stood 
bebind bis master's chair. 

" Your page my lord," sbe said, " seems to know sometbing 
of bim : if it pleased you to put bim to tbe question " 

" Hey, Scudamore 1 " said the marquis witbout turning bis 
bead ; " wbat have you seen of my Lord Herbert ? " 

"As much as could be seen of bim, my lord," answered 
Scudamore. "He was new from tbe powder-mill, and bis 
face and bands were as be bad been blown three times up tbe 
ball chimney." 

" I would tbou didst pay more beed to wbat is fitting, tbou 
monkey, and knewest either place or time for tby foolisb 
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jesU ! It will be long ere thou soll one of thy white fingers 
for king or country," said the marquis, neither angrily nor 
merrily. " Get another flask of claret/* he added, " and keep 
thy wit for thy mates, boy." 

Dorothy cast one involiintary glance at her cousin. His 
face was red as fire, bat, as it seemed to her, more with sup- 
pressed amasement than shame. She had not been mucli 
longer in the Castle before she leamed that^ in the opinion of 
the household, the marquis did his best, or worse rather, to 
ruin young Scudamore by indulgence. The judgment, how- 
ever, was partly the product of jealousy, although doubtless 
the marquis had in his case a little too mach relazed the 
bonds of discipline. The youth was bxight and ready, and 
had as yet been found trust\rorthy ; his wit was tolerable, and 
a certain gay naweti of speech and manner set off to the best 
advantage what there was of it ; but his laughter was some- 
times ndschievous, and on the present ooeasion Dorothy could 
not rid herseif of the suspicion that he was laughing in his 
sleeve at his master, which caused her to redden in her tum. 
Scudamore saw it, and had his own fancies concerning the 
phenomenon. 



CHAPTEK Xli. 

TffM TH^O MARQUISES. 

Dinner over, Lady Margaret led Dorothy back to her parlour, 
and there proceeded to discover what accomplishments and 
capabilities she might possess. Finding she could embroider, 
play a little on the spinnet, sing a song, and read aloud both 
intelligibly and pleasanüy, she came to the conclusion that 
the eountry-bred girl was an acquisition destined to grow 
greatly In value, should the day ever arrive — which Heaven 
forbid ! — when they would häve to settle down to the mono- 
tony of a protracted siege. Eemarking, at length, that she 
looked weary, she sent her away to be mistress of her time 
tili supper, at half-past five. 

Weary in truth with her journey, but still more weary from 
the multitude and variety of objects, the talk, and the con- 
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stant d-emand of the general strangeness upon her attention 
and one form or other of suitable response, Dorothj sought 
her Chamber. But she scarcely remembered how to reach it. 
She knew it laj a floor higher, and easily found the stair up 
which she had followed her attendant, for it rose from the 
landing of the straight ascent by which she had entered the 
house. She could hardly go wrong either as to the passage at 
the top of it, leading back over the room she had just left 
• below, but she could not teil which was her own door. Fear- 
ing to open the wrong one, she passed it and went on to the 
end of the corridor, which was very dimly lighted. There 
she came to an open door, through which she saw a small 
Chamber, evidently not meant for habitation. She entered. 
A little light came in through a crossed loophole, sufficient to 
show her the bare walls, with the plaster sticking out between 
the stones, the huge beams above, and in the middle of the 
floor, opposite the loophole, a great arblast or cross-bow, with 
its Strange machinery. She had never seen one before, but 
she knew enough to guess at once what it was. Through the 
loophole came a sweet breath of spring air, and she saw trees 
bending in the wind, heard their faint far-off rustle, and saw 
the green fields shining in the sun. 

Partly from having been so much with Eichard, her only 
playmate, who was of an ingenious and practical turn, a 
certain degree of interest in mechanical forms and modes had 
been developed in Dorothy, sufficient at least to render her 
unable to encounter such an implement without feeling a strong 
impulse to satisfy herseif concerning its mechanism, its motion, 
and its action. Approaching it cautiously and curiously, as if 
it were a live thing, which might Start up and fly from, or 
perhaps at her, for what she knew, .she gazed at it for a few 
moments with eyes fall of unuttered questions, then ventured 
to lay gentle hold upon what looked like a handle. To her 
dismay, a wheezy bang followed, which seemed to shake the 
tower. Whether she had discharged an arrow, or an iron 
holt, or a stone, or indeed anything at all, she could not teil, 
for she had not got so far in her observations as to perceive 
even that the bow was bent. Her heart gave a scared ilutter, 
and she started back, not merely terrified, but ashuned also 
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that ehe should initiate her life in the Castle with meddling 
and mischief, when a low gentle laugh behind her startled her 
yet more, and looking round with her heart in her throat^ she 
perceived in the half-light of the place a man bj the wall 
behind the arblast watching her. Her first impulse was to 
run, and the door was open ; but she thought she owed an 
apology ere she retreated. What sort of person he was she 
coold not teil) for there was not light enough to show a 
feature of his face. 

" I ask your pardon," she said ; " I fear I have done mis- 
chief." 

" Not the leasty" retumed the man, in a gentle voice, with 
a tone of amusement in it. 

" I had never seen a great cross-bow," Dorothy went on, 
anxious to excose her meddling. ''I thought tbis must be 
one, bat I was so stupid as not to perceive it was beut, and 
that that was the — the handle— or do you call it the trigger 1 
— by which you let it go." 

The man, who had at first taken her for one of the maids, 
had by this time discovered from her tone and speech that 
she was a lady. 

" It is a clumsy old-fashioned thing," he retumed, " but I 
shall not remore it until I can put something better in its 
place ; and it would be a troublesome affair to get even a 
demiculyerin up here, not to mention the bad neighbour it 
would be to the ladies' Chambers. I was just making a small 
experiment with it on the force of Springs. I belieye I shall 
yet prove that much may be done with Springs — more perhaps, 
and certainly at far less expense, than with gunpowder, which 
costs greatly, is very troublesome to make, occupies much 
Space, and is always like an unstable, half-treacherous friend 
within the gates — to say nothing of the expense of cannon — 
ten times that of an engine of timber and Springs. See what 
a strong chain your shot has broken ! Shall I show you how 
the thing works ? " 

He spoke in a gentle, even rapid voice, a little hesitating 
now and then, more, through the greater part of this long 
utterance, as if he were thinking to himself than addressing 
another. Neither his tone nor manner were those of au 
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underling, but Dorothy's startled nerves had communicated 
their tremor to her modesty, and with a gentle " No, sir, I 
thank you ; I must be gone," she hurried away. 

Daring now a little more for fear of worse, the first door 
she tried proved that of her own room, and it was with a con- 
siderable sense of relief, as well as with weariness and tremor, 
that she nestled herseif into the high window-seat, and looked 
out into the quadrangle. The shadow of the citadel had gone 
to pay its aftemoon visit to the other court, and that of the 
gateway was thrown upon the chapel, partly shrouding the 
white horse, whose watery music was now silent, but allowing 
one red ray, which entered by the iron grating above the 
solid gates, to fall on his head, and warm its cold whiteness 
with a tinge of delicate pink. The court was more still and 
silent than in the morning ; only now and then would a figur€ 
pass from one door to another, along the side of the buildings, 
or by one of the tiled paths dividing the turf. A large 
peacock was slpwly crossing the shadowed grass with a stately 
strut and rhythmic thrust of his green neck. The moment 
he came out into the sunlight he spread his wheeled fan aloft, 
and slowly pirouetting, if the word can be allowed where two 
legs are needful, in the very acme of vanity, turned on all 
sides the quivering splen(iour of its hundred eyes, where blue 
and green burst in the ecstasy of their union into a vapour of 
gold, that the circle of the universe might see. And truly the 
bird's vanity had not misled his judgment : it was a sight to 
make the hearts of the angels throb out a dainty phrase or 
two more in the song of their thanksgiving. Some pigeons, 
white, and blue-grey, with a lovely mingling and interplay of 
metallic lustres on their feathery throats, but with none of 
that almost grotesque obtrusion of over-driven individuality 
of kind, in which the graciousness of common beauty is now 
sacrificed to the whim of the fashion the vulgär fancier 
initiates, picked up the crumbs under the Windows of Lady 
Margaretes nursery, or flew hither and thither among the 
roofs with wapping and whiffling wing. 

But still from the next court came many and various 
mingling noises. The sounds of drill had long ceased, but 
those of clanking hammers were heard the more clearly, now 
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one, now two, now several together. The sm aller, clearer one 
was that of the armourer, the others those of the great smithy, 
where the horse-shoes were made, the horses shod, the smaller 
pieces of ordnance repaired, locks and chains mended, bolts 
forged, and, in brief, every piece of metal about the castle, 
from the cook's skillet to the winches and chains of the draw- 
bridges, set right, renewed, or replaced. The forges were far 
from where she sat, outside the farthest of the two courts, across 
which, and the great hall dividing them, the clink, clink, the 
dank, and the ringing clang, soffcened by distance and inter- 
Position, came musical to her ear. The armourer's hammer 
was the keener, the quicker, the less intermittent, and yet 
had the most Variation s of time and note, as he shifted the 
piece on bis anvil, or changed breastplate for gorget, or greave 
for pauldron — or it might be sword for pike-head or halbert. 
Mingled with it came now and then the creak and squeak of 
the wooden wheel at the draw-well near the hall-door in the 
farther court, and the muffled splash of the bücket as it Struck 
the water deep in the shaft. She even thought she could hear 
the drops dripping back from it as it slowly ascended, but 
that was fancy. Everywhere arose the auricular vapour, as 
it were, of action, undefined and uudefinable, the hum of the 
human hive, compounded of all confluent noises — the chatter 
of the servants' hall and the nursery, the stamping of horses, 
the ringing of harness, the ripping of the chains of kenneled 
dogs, the hollow stamping of heavy boots, the lowing of cattle, 
with Sounds besides so stränge to the ears of Dorothy that 
they set her puzzling in vain to account for them ; not to 
mention the chaff of the guard-rooms by the gates, and the 
scolding and clatter of the kitchen. This last, indeed, was 
audible only when the doors were open, for the walls of the 
kitchen, whether it was that the builders of it counted cookery 
second only to life, or that this had been judged, from the 
nature of the ground outside, the comer of all the enclosure 
most likely to be attacked, were far thicker than those of 
any of the other towers, with the one exception of the keep 
itself. 

As she sat listening to these multitudinous exhalations of 
life around her, yet with a feeling of loneliness and a dim 
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sense of captivity, from the consciousness that huge surround- 
ing walls rose between her and the green fields, of which, 
from earliest memory, she had been as free as the birds and 
beetles, a white rabbit, escaped from the arms of its owner, 
little Mary Somerset, Lady Margaretes only child, a merry 
but delicate girl not yet three years old, suddenly darted like 
a flash of snow across the shadowy green, followed in hot 
haste a moment after by a fine-looking boy of thirteen and 
two younger girls, after whom toddled tiny Mary. Dorothy 
sat watching the parsuit, accompanied with sweet outcry and 
frolic laughter, when in a moment the sounds of their 
merriment changed to shrieks of terror, and she saw a huge 
mastiff come bounding she knew not whence, and rush 
straight at the rabbit, fierce and fast. When the little 
creature saw him, Struck with terror it stopped dead, cowered 
on the sward, and was stock still. But Henry Somerset, who 
was but a few paces from it, reached it before the dog, and 
caught it up in his arms. The rush of the dog threw him 
down, and they roUed over and over, Henry holding fast the 
poor rabbit. 

By this time Dorothy was half-way down the stair: the 
moment she caught sight of the dog she had flown to the 
rescue. When she issued from the porch at the foot of the 
grand staircase, Henry was up again, and running for the 
house with the rabbit yet safe in his arms, pursued by the 
mastiC Evidently the dog had not harmed him — ^but he 
might get angry. The next moment she saw, to her joy and 
dismay both at once, that it was her own dog. 

"Marquis! Marquis!" she cried, calling him by his 
name. 

He abandoned the pursuit at once, and went bounding to 
her. She took him by the back of the neck, and the dis- 
pleasure manifest upon the countenance of his niistress made 
him cower at her feet, and wince from the open band that 
threatened him. The same instant a lattice window over the 
gateway was flung open, and a voice said — 

" Here I am Who called me 1 " 

Dorothy looked up. The children had yanished with their 
rescued darling. There was not a creature in the court but 
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herseif, and there was the marquis, leaning half out of the 
window, and looking about. 

" Who called me 1 *' he repeated — angrily, Dorothy thought. 

All at once the meaning of it flashed upon her, and she 
was confounded — ^ready to sink with annoyance. But she 
was not one to hesitate when a thing had to be done. Keep< 
ing her hold of the dog's neck, for his collar was gone, she 
dragged him half-way towards the gate, then tuming ap to 
the marquis a face like a peony, replied — 

** I am the culprit, my lord." 

'' By St. George ! you are a brare damsel, and there is no 
cuX^ that I know of, except on the part of that intruding cur." 

'^And the cur's mistress, my lord. But, indeed, he is no 
cur, but a true mastiff." 

'* What ! is the animal thy property, fair cousin f He is 
more than I bargained for." 

" He is mine, my lord, but I left him chained when I set 
out from Wyfem this moming. That he got loose I confess 
I am not astonished, neither that he tracked me hither, for he 
has the eyes of a gaze-hound, and the nose of a bloodhound ; 
but it amazes me to find him in the castle." 

'^ That must be inquired into," said the marquis. 

" I am very sorry he has carried himself so ill, my lord. 
He has put me to great shame. But he hath more in him 
than mere brüte, and understands when I heg you to pardon 
him. He misbehaved himself on purpose to be taken to me, 
for at home no one ever dares punish him but myself." 

The marquis laughed. 

" If you are so completely his mistress then, why did you 
call on me for help ] " 

" Pardon me, my lord ; I did not so." 

" Why, I heard thee call me two or three times ! " 

'' Alas, my lord ! I called him Marquis when he was a pup. 
Everybody about Red wäre knows Marquis." 

The animal cocked his ears and started each time his name 
was uttered, and yet seemed to understand well enough that 
aü the talk was about him and his misdeeds. 

" Ah ! ha ! " said his lordship, with a twinkle in his eye, 
*Hhat begets complications. Two marquises in Eaglanf 
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Two kings in England ! The thiiig cannot be. What is to 
be done ] " 

" I must take him back, my lord ! I cannot send him, for 
he would not go. I dread thoy will not be able to hold him 
chained ; in which evil case I fear me I shall have to go, my 
lord, and take'the perils of the time as they come." 

" Not of necessity so, cousin, while you can chopse between 
US ; — ^although I freely grant that a marquis with four legs is 
to be preferred before a marquis with only two. — ^But what 
if you changed his name 1 " 

" I fear it could not be done, my lord. He has been Mar- 
quis all his life." 

** And I have been marquis only six months ! Clearly he 

hath the better right . But there would be constant 

mistakes between us, for I cannot bring myself to lay aside 
the honour his majesty hath conferred upon me, * which would 
be worn now in its newest gloss, not cast aside so soou,' as 
Master Shakspere says. Besides, it would be a slight to his 
majesty, and that must not be thought of — not for all the 
dogs in parliament or out of it. No — it would breed factions 
in the castle too. No ; one of us two must die." 

" Then, indeed, I must go," said Dorothy, her voice trem- 
bling as she spoke ; for although the words of the marquis 
were merry, she yet feared for her friend. 

^^ Tut ! tut ! let the older marquis die : he has enjoyed the 
title ; I have not. Give him to Tom Fool : he will drown 
him in the moat. He shall be buried with honour — ^under 
his rival's favourite apple-tree in the orchard. What more 
could dog desire ? " 

" No, vay lord," answered Dorothy. " Will you allow me 
to take my leave ] If I only knew where to find my horse ! " 

** What ! would you saddle him yourself, cousin Vaughan V* 

" As well as e'er a knave in your lordship's stables. I am 
very sorry to displease you, but to my dog's death I cannot 
and will not consent. Pardon me, my lord." 

The last words brought with them a stifled sob, for she 
scarcely doubted any more that he was in eamest. 

'' It is assuredly not gratifyiug to a marquis of the king's 
making to have one of a damseVs dubbing take the precedence 
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of him. I fear jrou are a roundhead and hold by the Parlia- 
ment. Bat no — ^that cannot be, for you are willing to forsake 
your new cousin for your old dog. Nay, alas ! it is your old 
coosin for your young dog. Puritan ! puritan 1 Well, it can- 
not be helped. Bat what 1 you would ride home alone ! Evil 
men are swarming, child. This sultry weather brings them 
out like flies." 

'' I shall not be alone, my lord. Marquis will take good 
care of me." 

" Indeed, my lord marquis will pledge himself to nothing 
outside bis own walls." 

** I meant the dog, my lord." 

" Ah ! you See how awkward it is. However, as you will 
not choose between us — and to teil the truth, I am not yet 
quite prepared to die — we must needs encounter what is 
inevitable, I will send for one of the keepers to take him to 
the smithy, and get him a proper coUar — one he can't slip like 
that he left at home — and a chain." 

" I must go with him myself, my lorA They will never 
manage him eise." 

" What a demon you have brought into my peaceable house ! 
G(0 with him, by all means. And mind you choose him a 
kennel yourself. — You do not desire him in your Chamber, do 
you, mistressl" 

Dorothy secretly thought it would be the best place for him, 
but she was only too glad to have bis life spared. 

" No, my lord, I thank you," she said. " — I thank your 
lordship with all my heart." 

The marquis disappeared from the window. Presently 
young Scudamore came into the court from the staircase by 
the gate, and crossed to the hall — in a few minutes retuming 
with the keeper. The man would have taken the dog by the 
neck to lead him away, but a certain form of canine curse, 
not loud but deep, and a waming word from Dorothy, made 
bim withdraw his band. 

'^ Take care, Mr. Keeper," she said, ^ he is dangerous. I 
will go with him myself, if thou wilt show me whither." 

'' As it please you, mistress," answered the keeper, and led 
the way across the court 
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*' Have joa not a word to throw at a poor consin, Mistress 
Dorothy t ** said Bowland, when the man was a pace or two 
in advance. 

*' No, Mr. Scndamore/' answared Dorothy ; '' not nntil we 
have first spoken in my Lord Worcester's or my Lady Mar- 
garet'8 presence." 

Scudamore feil behind, foUowed her a little way, and some- 
vhere yanished. 

Dorothy followed the keeper across the hall, the size of 
which, its height especially, and the splendonr of its Windows 
of stained glass, almost awed her ; then across the nezt conrt 
to the foot of the Library Tower forming the south-east comer 
of it, near the two towers flanking the main entrance. Here 
a stair led down, throngh the wall, to a lower leyel outside, 
where were the carpenters* and all other Workshops, the 
forges, the istables, and the farm-yard bailding& 

As it happened, when Dorothy entered the smithy, there 
was her own little horse being shod, and Marquis and he 
interchanged a whine and a whinny of salntation, while the 
men stared at the bright apparition of a young lady in their 
dingy regions. Having heard her bnsiness, the head-smith 
abandoned everything eise to alter an iron collar, of which 
there were several lying abont, to fit the mastiff, the pre- 
sence of whose mistress proved entirely necessary. Dorothy 
liad indeed to put it on him with her own hands, for at the 
sound of the chain attached to it he began to grow furious, 
growling fiercely. When the chain had been made fast with 
a staple driven into a strong kennel-post, and his mistress 
proceeded to take her leave of him, his growling changed to 
the most piteons whining; but when she actually left him 
there, he flew into a rage of indignant affection. After trying 
the strength of his chain, however, by three or four bounds, 
each so furious as to lay him sprawling on his back, he 
yielded to the inevitable, and sullenly crept into his kennel, 
while Dorothy walked back to the room which had already 
begun to seem to her a cell 
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CHAPTER Xm. 

THE MAGIC/AN's VAULT. 

DoROTHY went straight to Lady Margaret's parloar, and made 
her humble apology for the trouble and alanu her dog had 
occasioned. Lady Margaret assured her that the children 
were nothing the worse, not having been even mach terrified, 
for the dog had not gone a hair's-breadth beyond rough play. 
Poor bunny was the only one concerned who had not yet 
recovered bis equanimity. He did not seem positiyely hurt, 
ahe Said, but as he would not eat the lovely clover ander bis 
nose where he lay in MoUy's crib, it was dear that the circu- 
lation of bis animal spirits had been too rudely checked. 
Thereupon Dorothy begged to be taken to the nursery, for, 
being familiär with all sorts of tarne animals, she knew rabbits 
welL As she stood with the Httle creature in her arms, gently 
stroking its soft whiteness, the children gathered round her, 
and she bent herseif to initiate a friendship with them, 
while doing her best to comfort and restpre tiieir favourite. 
Success in the latter object she found the readiest way to the 
former. Under the sweet galvanism of her stroking band 
the rabbit was presently so much bettor that when she offered 
him a blade of neglected doyer, the equilateral triangle of 
bis queer mouth was immediately set in motion,. the trefoil 
Tanished, and when he was once more placed in the crib he 
went on with bis meal as if nothing had happenedL The 
children were in ecstasies, and coasin Dorothy was from that 
moment populär and on the way to be something better^ 

When supper time came^ Lady Margaret took her again to 
the dining-room, where there was mach laughter over the 
Story of the two marquises, Lord Woroester driying the joke 
in twenty different directions, but so kindly that Dorothy, 
instead of being disconcerted or eyen discomposed thereby, 
found herseif emboldened to take a share in the memment» 
When the Company rose, Lady Margaret once more lad her 
to her own room, where, working at her embroidery frame, she 
chatted with her pleasantly for some time. Dorothy would 
haye been glad if she had set her work also, for she could 

G 
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ill brook doing nothing. Notwithstanding her quietness of 
demeanoor, amounting at times to >an appearance of immo- 
bility, her natnre was really an active one, and it was hard 
for her to sit with her hands in her lap. Lady Margaret at 
length perceived her discomfort. 

" I fear, my child, I am wearying you," she said 

'* It is only that I want something to do, madam/' -said 
Dorothy. 

" I have nothing at hand for you to-night," retumed Lady 
Margaret. " Suppose we go and find my lord ; — I mean mj 
own Lord Herbert. I have not seen him since we broke fast 
together, and you have not seen him at all I am afraid he 
must think of leaving home again soon, he seems so anxious 
to get something or other finished.'' 

As she spoke, she pushed aside her frame, and telling 
Dorothy to go and fetch herseif a cloak, went into the next 
room, wh«nce she presently returned, wrapped in a hooded 
mantle. As soon as Dorothy came, she led her along the 
corridor to a small lobby whence a stair descended to the 
court, issuing close by the gate. 

" I shall never learn my way about," said Dorothy. " If it 
were only the staircases, they are more than my memoiy will 
hold." 

Lady Margaret gave a merry little laugh. 

" Harry set himself to count them the other day," she said. 
" I do not remember how many he made out altogether, but I 
know he said there were at least thirty stone ones." 

Dorothy's answer was an exclamation. 

Bat she was not in the mood to dwell upon the mere 
arithmetic of vastness. Invaded by the yision of the mighty 
structure, its aspect rendered yet more imposing by the time 
which now suited with it, she forgot Lady Margaret's pre- 
sence, and stood still to gaze. 

The twilight had deepened half-way into night. There was 
no moon, and in the dusk the huge masses of building rose 
füll of mystery and awe. Above the rest, the great towers on 
all sides seemed by indwelling might to soar into the regions 
of air. The pile stood there, the epitome of the story of an 
ancient race, the precipitate from its vanished life-~a hard 
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core that had gatber^d in the yaporous mass of history — ^the 
all of solid tbat remained to witness of the past. 

She came again to herseif with a start. Lady Margaret had 
stood quietlj waiting for her mood to change. Dorothy 
apologised, but her mistress only smiled and said — 

'* I am in no haste, child. I like to see auotber impressed 
as I was when first I stood just wbere you stand now. Gonie, 
then, I will show you sometbing dijßFerent" 

She led the way along the southern side of the court nntil 
they came to the end of the cbapel, opposite which an archway 
pierced the line of building, and revealed the mighty bulk of 
the citadel, the only portion of the Castle, except the kitchen- 
tower, continning impregnable to enlarged means of assault : 
ganpowder itself, as yet far from perfect in composition and 
make, and conditioned by clumsy, uncertain, and ill-adjust- 
able artillery, was nearly powerless against walls more than 
ten feet in thickness. 

I have already mentioned that one peculiarity of Eaglan was 
a distinct moat surrounding its keep. Immediately from the 
oufjpr end of the archway^ a Gothic bridge of* stone led across 
this thirty-foot moat to a narrow walk which encompassed the 
tower. The walk was itself encompassed and divided from 
the moat by a wall with siz turrets at equal distances, sur- 
mounted by battlements. At one time the sole entrance to 
the tower had been by a drawbridge dropping across the walk 
to the end of the stone bridge, from an arched door in the 
wall, whose threshold was some ten or twelve feet from the 
gronnd; but another entrance had since been made on the 
leyel of the walk, and by it the two ladies now entered. 
Passing the foot of a great stone staircase, they came to the 
door of what had, before the opening of the lower entrance, 
been a vaulted cellar, probably at one time a dungeon, at a 
later period a place of storage, but now put to a yery different 
use, and wearing a stranger aspect than it conld ever have 
bome at any past period of its story — a look indeed of mystery 
inexplicable. 

When Dorothy entered she found herseif in a large place, 
the form of which she could ill distinguish in the dull light 
proceeding from the chinks about the closed doors of a huge 
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furnaoa The aii was flUed with garglings and stränge low 
groanings, as of some oreatare m diro paiu. Dorothy had as 
good nerves as eyer woman, yet she eould not help some 
fright as she stood alone by the door äud stared into the 
gloomy twilight into which her companiou had advanced. As 
her eyes beoame used to the raddy dusk, she could see better, 
but everywhere they Ughted on shapes inexplicable, whose 
forms to the first questioning thought suggested instrument» 
of torture; bvt cruel as some of them looked, they were 
almost too stränge, contorted, fantastical for such. Still, the 
woodcuts in a certain book she had been familiär with in 
childhood, commonly called Foxe's Book of Martyrs, kept 
haunting her mind's eye-^and were they not Papists into 
whose hands she had fallen ? she said to herself, amused at the 
vi^ariea of her own involuntary snggestions. 

Among the rest, one thing i^oially eaught her attention, 
both from its size and its coniplicated strangeness. Itwas 
a huge wheel standing near the wall, supported between two 
streng uprights^-^some twelve or fifteen feet in diameter, with 
about .fifby spokes, from every ona of which hung a large 
weight Its grotesque and threatful charaoter was greatly 
increased by the mingling of its one sabstance with its many 
shadows on the wall behind it. 80 intent was she upon it 
that she started when Lady Margaret spokei 

" Why, Mistress Dorothy ! " she said, <'you look as if you. 
had wandered into St Anthony's cave ! Here is my Lord 
Herbert to welcome his cousin.'' 

Beside her stood a man rather under the middle statnre, 
bat as his back was to the furnace this was about all Dorothy 
oould discoTer of his appearance, save that he was in the garb 
of a workman, with bare head and arms^ and held in his band 
a long iron rod ending in a hook. 

«Welcome, indeed, cousin Yaughan 1" he said heartily, but 
withoat offering his band, which in truth, although an honest^ 
skilful, and well-fasbioned band, was at the present moment 
far from fit for a lady's touch. 

There was something in his voiee not altogether stränge to 
Dorotby> but she could not teil of whom or what it reminded 
her. 
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'* Are jrou come to take another lesson on thd eroM-böw ? '' 
he asked with a smile. 

Then she knew he was the same fihe had inet in the looped 
Chamber beside the arblast. An occasional slight halt» not 
impedimenty in his speech, was what had remained on her 
memory. Did he always dwell only in the dusky borders of 
the light % 

Dorothy uttered a little " Oh 1 " of surprise, bat immedi- 
ately recovering herseif, said-*^ 

"I am ßorry I did not know it was yöu, tty lord. I might 
by this tii^e hare been capable of disoharging bolt or arrow 
with good aim in defence of the eastle." 

^' It is not yet too late, t hope/' retumed the workmanJord. 
''I confess I was disappointed to find your curiosity went no 
forther. I hoped I had at last found a lady capable of some 
interest in porsuibs like mine. For my Lady Margaret here, 
she cares not a straw for anything I do, and would rather 
have me keep my hands clean than discover the mechanism 
of the friiMMi mobüe." 

*' Yes, in truth, Ned," Said his wife, "I would rather hare 
theo with fair hands in my sweet parlour, than toiling and 
moiling in this dirty dungeon, with no companion bat that 
horhble fire-engine of thine, grunting and roaring all night 
long.» 

" Why, what do you make of Caspar ELaltoff, my lady 1 " 

" I make not much of bim." 

" You misjudge his goodfellowship then." 

'^Truly, I think not well of him; he always hath secrets 
with thee, and I like it not*' 

" That they are secrets is thine own fault, Peggy. How 
can I teach thee my secrets if thou wilt not open thine ears 
to hear them ? " 

" I would your lordship would teach me I " said Dorothy. 
^'I might not be an apt pupil, but I should be both an eager 
and a humble one.'' 

"By St. Patrick ! Mistress Dorothy, but you go straight to 
steal my husband*s heart from me. * Humble,' forsooth ! and 
* eager ' too I Nay ! nay ! K I have no part in his brain, I 
can the less yield his heart" 
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" What would be gladly learned would be gladlj taught, 
consin/' said Lord Herbert. 

" There ! there ! " exclaimed Lady Margaret ; " I knew it 
would be 60. Tou discharge your poor dull apprentice the 
moment you find a clever one ! " 

''And why not? I never was able to teach thee any- 
thing." 

" Ab, Ned, there you are unkind indeed 1 ** said Lady 
Margaret, with something in her voice that suggested the 
water-springs were swelling. 

'' My shamrock of four ! '' said her husband in the tenderest 
tone, "I but jested with thee. How shouldst thou be my 
pupil in anything I can teach t I am yours in all that is 
noble and good. I did not mean to vex you, sweet heart." 

"'Tis gone again, Ned," she answered, smiling. "Give 
cousin Dorothy her first lesson." 

" It shall be that, then, to which I sought in vain to make 
thee listen this very morning — a certain great saying of my 
Lord of Verulam, Mistress Dorothy. I had learnt it by heart 
that I might repeat it word for word to my lady, but she 
would none of it*" 

" May I not hear it, madam ? " said Dorothy. 

" We will both hear it, Herbert, if you will pardon your 
foolish wife and admit her to grace." And as she spoke she 
laid her band on his sooty arm. 

He answered her only with a smile, but such a one aa 
sufficed. 

** Listen then, ladies both," he said. " My Lord of Verulam, 
having quoted the words of Solomon, * The glory of God is 
to conceal a thing, but the glory of the king is to und it out,' 
adds thus, of his own thought concerning them — ' as if,' says 
my lord, 'according to the innocent play of children, t£e 
Divine Majesty took delight to hide His works, to the end to 
have them found out, and as if kings could not obtain a 
greater honour than to be God's playfellows in that game, 
considering the great commandment of wits and means, 
whereby nothing needeth to be hidden from them.* " 

" That was very well for my lord of — what did'st thou call 
him, Ned 1 " 
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"Francis Bacon^ Lord Verulam," retumed Herbert, with 
a qaeer smile. 

"Very well for my Lord of Verjüaml" resumed Lady 
Margaret, with a mock, yet bewitching affectation of innocence 
and ignorance ; " but teil me had he ? — ^nay, I am sure he had 
not a wild Irishwoman sitting breaking her heart in her bower 
all day long for his Company. He could never eise have had 
the heart to say it. — Mistress Dorothy/' she went on, "take 
the counsel of a forsaken wife, and lay it to thy heart ; never 
marry a man who loves lathes and pipes and wheels and water 
and fire, and I know not what. But do come in ere bed-time, 
Herbert, and I will sing thee the sweetest of English ditties, 
and make thee sach»a sack-posset as never could be made out 
of old Lreland any more than the song." 

But her husband that moment sprang from her side, and 
shouting ^'Caspar ! Caspar 1 " bounded to the furnace, reached 
up with his iron rod into the darkness over his head, caught 
something with the hooked end of it, and pulled hard. A 
man who from somewhere in the gloomy place had responded 
like a greyhound to his master's call, did the like on the other 
side. Instantly followed a iierce, protracted, sustained hiss, 
and in a moment the place was fiUed with a white cloud, 
whence issued still the hideous hiss, changing at length to a 
roar. Lady Margaret tumed in terror, ran out of the keep, 
and fled across the bridge and through the archway before she 
slackened her pace. Dorothy followed, but more composedly, 
led by duty, not driven by terror, and indeed reluctantly for- 
saking a spot where was so much she did not understand. 

They had fled from the Infant roar of the "first stock- 
father " of steam-engines, whose cradle was that feudal keep, 
eight centuries old. 

That night Dorothy lay down weary enough. It seemed 
a month since she had been in her own bed at Wyfem, so 
many new and stränge things had crowded into her house, 
hitherto so still. Every now and then the darkness heaved 
and rippled with some noise of the night. The stamping of 
horses, and the ringing of their halter chains, seemed very 
near her. She thought she heard the howl of Marquis from 
afar, and said to herseif, " The poor fellow cannot sleep ! I 
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must get my lord to let me hare him in my Chamber." Then 
she listened awhile to the sweet flow of the water from the 
mouth of the white horse, which in general went on all night 
long. Suddenly came an awful sound — ^like a howl also, bat 
such as never left the throat of dog. Again and again at 
intervals it came, with others like it bat not the same, tortur- 
ing the dark with a dismal fear, Dorothy had nerer heard 
the cry of a wild beast, but the Suggestion that these might 
be such cries, and the recollection that she had heard such 
beasts were in Baglan Castle, came together to her mind. 
She was so weary, however, that worse noises than these 
could hardly hare kept her awake ; not even her weariness 
could prevent them from following her into her dreams. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

SEVERAL PEÖPLE. 

Lord Worgester had taken such a liking to Dorothy, partly 
at flrst because of the good störe of merriment with which she 
aud her mastiff had provided him, that he was disappointed 
when he found her place was not to be at his table but the 
housekeeper's. As he said himself, however, he did not 
meddle with women's matters, and indeed it would not do 
for Lady Margaret to show her so much fayour above her 
other women, of whom at least one was her superior in rank, 
and all were relatives as well as hersel£ 

Dorothy did not much relish their society, but she had not 
much of it except at meals, when, however, they always 
treated her as an interloper. Every day she saw more or less 
of Lady Margaret, and found in her such sweetness, if not quiet 
evenness of temper, as well as gaiety of disposition, that she 
leamed to admire as well as love her. Sometimes she had 
her to read to her, sometimes to work with her, and almost 
every day she made her practise a little on the harpsichord. 
Hence she not only improved rapidly in Performance, but 
grew capable of receiving more and more delight from music. 
There was a fine little organ in the chapel, on which blind 
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joang Delaware, the son of the marquis^s master of the horse, 
used to plaj delightfully ; and although she never entered the 
place, she ir onld stand outside listening to his mosic for an 
honr at a time in the twilight, or sometimes even after dark. 
For as yet she indolged without question all the habits of her 
hiiherto free life, as far as was possible within the Castle walls, 
and the oatennost of these were of great circoit, enclosing 
lawns, shmbberies, wildernesses, flower and kitchen gardens, 
orchards, great fish-ponds, little lakes wiih fountains, Islands, 
and sommer-hooses — ^not to mention the farmyard, and indeed 
a little park, in which were some of the finest trees upon the 
estate. 

The gentlewomen with whom Dorothy was, by her position 
in the household, associated, were three in number. One was 
a rather elderly, rather piain, rather pioos lady, who did not 
iusist on her pretensions to either of the epithets. The second 
was a Short, plump, round-faced, good-natored, smiling woman 
of sixty, ezcelling in fasts and mortifications, which somehow 
seemed to agree with her body as well as her soul. The third 
was only two or three years older than Dorothy, and was 
pretty, ezcept when she began to speak, and then for a 
moment there was a stränge discord in her featores. She 
took a dislike to Dorothy, as she said herseif, the instant she 
cast her eyes npon her. She could not bear that prim, set 
face, she said. The country-bred heifer evidently thought 
herseif superior to every one in the Castle. She was per« 
snaded the minz was a sly one, and would carry tales. So 
judged Mistress Amanda Serafina Füller, after her kind. Nor 
was it wonderful that, being such as she was, she should recoil 
with antipathy from one whose nature had a tendency toripen 
OTer-BOon, and stunt its slow orbicular ezpausion to the pre- 
matore and false completeness of a narrow and self-sufficing 
conscientioosness. 

Doubtless if Dorothy had shown any marked acknowledg- 
ment of the precedency of their rights — ^any eagemess to con- 
ciliate the aborigines of the circle, the ladies would have been 
more friendly indined ; but while capable of endless love and 
veneration, there was little of the conciliatory in her nature. 
Hence Mrs. Doughty looked upon her with a rather stately* 
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indifference, my Lady Broughton with a mild wish to save her 
poor, proud, Protestant soul, and Mistress Amanda Serafina 
Said she hated her ; but then ever since the Fall there has 
been a disproportion betwixt the feelings of young ladies and 
the langaage in which they represent them. Mr& Doughty 
neglected her, and Dorothy did not know it ; Lady Broughton 
Said solemn things to her, and she neyer saw the point of 
them ; but when Mistress Amanda half closed her eyes and 
looked at her in snake-Geraldine fashion, she met her with a 
füll, wide-orbed, questioning gaze, before which Amanda's 
eyes dropped, and she sank fuU fathom five towards the abyss 
of real hatred. 

During the dinner hour, the three generally talked together 
in an impregnable manner — not that they were by any means 
bosom-friends, for two of'them had neyer before united in 
anything except despising good, soft Lady Broughton. When 
they were altogether in their mistress's presence, they behaved 
to Dorothy and to each other with studious politeness. 

The ladies Elizabeth and Anne had their gentlewomen also, 
in all only three, however, who also ate at the housekeeper's 
table, but kept somewhat apart from the rest — ^yet were, in a 
distant way, friendly to Dorothy. 

But hers, as we have seen, was a nature far more capable 
of attaching itself to a few than of pleasing many ; and he)r 
heart went out to Lady Margaret, whom she would have come 
ere long to regard as a mother, had she not behaved to her more 
like an eider sister. Lady Margaretes own genuine behaviour 
had indeed little of the matronly in it ; when her husband 
came into the room, she seemed to grow instantly younger, 
and her manner changed almost to that of a playful girl. It 
is true, Dorothy had been Struck with the dignity of her 
manner amid all the frankness of her reception, but she soon 
found that, although her nature was füll of all real dignities, that 
which belonged to her carriage never appeared in the society 
of those she loved, and was assumed only, like the thin shelter 
of a veil, in the presence of those whom she either knew or 
trusted less. Before her ladies, she never appeared without 
some restraint — ^manifest in a certain measuredness of move- 
ment, slowness of speecb, and choice of phrase ; but before a 
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month was over, Dorothy was delighted to find tbat the reserre 
iustantly vanished when she happened to be left alone with her. 

She took an early opportunity of informing her mistress of 
the relationship between herseif and Scudamore, stating tbat 
she knew little or nothing of bim, baving seen bim only once 
before she came to the Castle. The youth on bis part took 
the first fitting opportunity of addressing her in Lady 
Margaret's presence, and soon they were known to be cousins 
all over the castle. 

With Lady Margaret's help, Dorothy came to a tolerable 
understanding of Scudamore. Indeed her ladysbip's judgment 
seemed bat a development of her own feeling concerning bim. 

" Eowland is not a bad fellow," she said, " but I cannot 
fully understand whence he comes in such grace with my 
Lord Worcester. If it were my husband now, I should not 
marvel : he is so much occupied with things and engines, tbat 
be bas as little time as natural inclination to doubt any one 
wbo will only speak largely enough to satisfy bis idea. But my 
Lord of Worcester knows well enough that seldom are two 
things more unlike than men and their words. Yet that is not 
wbat I mean to say of your cousin : he is no hypocrite — means 
not to be false, but bas no rule of right in bim so far as I can 
find. He is pleasant Company ; bis gaiety, bis quips, bis readi. 
ness of retort, bis courtesy and wbat not, make bim a favourite ; 
and my lord bath in a manner reared bim, which goes to explain 
much. He is quick yet indolent, good-natured but selfish^ 
generous but counting enjoyment the first tbing, — thougb, to 
speak truth of bim, I have never known bim do a dishonourable 
action, But, in a word, the star of duty bas not yet appeared 
above bis borizon. Pardon me, Dorothy, if I am severe upon 
bim. More or less I may misjudge bim, but this is how I read 
bim ; and if you wonder tbat I should be able so to divido him, 
I have but to teil you tbat I should be unapt indeed if I bad 
not yet learned of my husband to look into the heart of both 
men and things." 

" But, madam," Dorothy ventured to say, " have you not 
even now told me that from very goodness my lord is easily 
betrayedl" . 

" Well replied, my child ! It is true, but only while be 
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has had no reason to mistrust. Let hitn once perceire 
ground for dissatisfaction or sospicion^ and his eye is keen as 
light itself to penetrate and unrareL" 

Such good qualities as Lady Margaret aecorded her cousin 
were of a sort more fitted to please a less sedate and sober- 
minded damsel than Dorothy, who was fashioned rather after 
the model of a Furitan than a royalist maiden. Pleased with 
his address and his behaviour to herseif as she eould hardly 
fall to be, she yet feit a lingering mistmst of him, which 
sprang quite as much from the immediate Impression as ttom 
her mistress's judgment of him, for it always gare her a sense 
of not Coming near the real man in him. There is one thing 
a hypocrite even can never do, and that is, hide the natural 
signs of his hypocrisy ; and Rowland, who was no hypocrite, 
only a man not half so honourable as he chose to take himself 
for, could not conceal his unreality from the eyes of his 
simple country cousin. Little, howerer, did Dorothy herseif 
suspect whence she had the idea, — that it was her girlhood's 
converse with real, sturdy, honest, straightforward, simple 
manhood, in the person of the youth of fiery temper, and 
obstinate, opinionated, sometimes even rüde behaviour, whom 
she had chastised with terms of contemptuous rebuke, which 
had rendered h^r so soon capable of distlnguishing between a 
profound and a shallow, a genuine and an unreal nature, even 
when the latter comprehended a certain power of fascination, 
active enough to be recognisable by most of the women in 
the Castle. 

Conceming this matter, it will suffice to say that Lord 
Worcester — who mied his household with such authoritative 
wisdom that honest Dr. Bayly avers he never saw a better- 
ordered family — never saw a man drunk or heard an oath 
amongst his servants, all the time he was chaplain in the 
Castle, — would have been scandalised to know the freedoms 
his favourite indulged himself in, and regarded as privileged 
familiarities. 

There was much coming and going of visitors — ^more now 
upon State business than matters of friendship or ceremony ; 
and occasional solemn Conferences were held in the marquis^s 
private room, at which sometimes Lord John, who was a 
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personal firiend of the king's, «nd Bometimes Lord Cbarles^ 
the govemor of the casüe, with perbaps this or that officer of 
dignity in the hooseholdi would be present; but wboever was 
or was not present, Lord Herbert when at home was always 
there, sometimes alone with bis fatber and commissioners 
£rom the king. His absenoes, bowever, bad grown frequent 
now that bis Majesty bad appointed bim general of South 
Wales, and be bad considerable forces ander bis command — 
mostly raised by bimself, and maintained at bis own and bis 
fatber^s expense. 

It was sometime after Dorotby bad twiee in one day met 
bim darkling, before sbe saw him in the ligbt, and was able 
to perose bis coantenance, wbich sbe did carefuUy, with the 
mingled instinot and insight of cnrious and tbongbtfal girl- 
bood. Ee bad come bome from a journey» changed bis 
dothes, and bad some food; and now be appeared in bis 
wife's parlour — to snn btmself a little, be said. When be 
entereds Dorotby, who was seated at her mistress's embroidery 
frame, wbile sbe was herseif busy mending somo Flanders 
laoe, rose to leaye the room. But he prayed her to be seated, 
wying gayly— 

<'I would baye you see, cousin» that I am no beast of prey 
tbat loyes the darkness. I oan endure the dayligbt Come, 
my lady, bave you notbing to amuse yonr soldier with % No 
good news to teil him \ How is my litüe MoUy ) ^ 

Duriug the conjugal talk tbat foUowod, his eousin bad good 
opportunity of making her observations, First sbe saw a 
fair, well-proportioned forebead» with eyes whoae remarkaUe 
cleamess looked as if it owed itself to the mingling of manly 
confidence with feminine trastfulness. They were dark, not 
very large, bat ratber proitiiuent^ and fall of light His nose 
was a litüe aquiline» and perfectly formed. A soft, obedient 
moustache, brushed thoroughly aaide, revealed right generous 
ups, about wbich bovered a certain sweetness ever ready to 
break into the blossom of a smila That and a small taf^ 
below was all the bair be wore upon bis face. Bare oonjune- 
tion, the wbole of the countenance was remarkable boüi for 
symmetry and e:q>res8ion — the latter mainly a bright intelli- 
gence] and if; strangely enoagh, the pr^dominant sweetness 
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and delicacy at first suggested genlus unsupported by practical 
faculty, there was a plentifulness and strength in the chia 
which helped to correct the Suggestion, and with the bright- 
ness and prominence of the eyes and the radiance of the whole, 
to give a brave, almost bold look to a face which could hardly 
fail to remind those who knew them of the lovely verses of 
Matthew Raydon, describing that of Sir Philip Sidney ; 

" A Bweet attractive kinde of grace, 

A füll assurance given by lookes, 
Continuall comfort in a face, 

The lineaments of Gospell-bookes ; 
I trowe that countenance cannot lie 
Whose thoughts are legible in the eie.*' 

Notwithstanding the disadvantages of the fashion, in the 
mechanical pursuits to which he had hitherto devoted his life, 
he wore, like Müton's Adam, his wavy hair down to his 
Shoulders. In his youth, it had been thick and curling ; now 
it was thinner and straighter, yet curled where it lay. His 
hands were small, with the taper fingers that indicate the 
artist, while his thumb was that of the artisan, square at the 
tip, with the first Joint curved a good deal back. That they 
were hard and something discoloured was not for Dorothy to 
wonder at, when she remembered what she had both heard 
and Seen of his occupations. 

I may here mention that what aided Dorothy much in the 
interpretation of Lord Herbert's countenance and the under- 
standing of his character — for it was not on this first Observa- 
tion of him that she could discover all I have now set down 
— and tended largely to the development of the immense 
reverence she conceived for him, was what she saw of his 
behaviour to his father one evening not long after, when, 
having been invited to the marquis's table, she sat nearly 
opposite him at supper. With a willing ear and ready smile 
for every one who addressed him, notably courteous where all 
were courteous, he gave chief observance, amounting to an 
almost tender homage, to his father. His thoughts seemed to 
wait upon him with a fearless devotion. He listened intently 
to all his jokes, and laughed at them heartily, evidently enjoy- 
ing them even when they were not very good ; spoke to him 
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witb profound though easy respect ; made haste to band hini 
whatever he seemed to want, preventing Scudamore; and 
indeed condueted himself like a dutiful youth, rather than a 
man over forty. Their confident behaviour, wherein the 
authority of the one and the suBmission of the other were 
acknowledged with co-relative love, was beautiful to be- 
hold. 

When husband and wife had conferred for a while, the 
former stretched on a settee embroidered by the skilful hands 
of the latest vanished countess, bis mother, and the latter 
seated near bim on a narrow tall-backed chair, mending her 
lace, there came a pause in their low-toned conversation, and 
bis lordship looking up seemed anew to become aware of the 
presence of Dorothy. 

"Well, Cousin," he said, "how have you fared since we 
balf-saw each other a fortnight ago ? " 

" I have fared well indeed, my lord, I thank you," said 
Dorothy, " as your lordship may judge, knowing whom I serve. 
In two short weeks my lady loads me with kindness enough 
to requite the loyalty of a life." 

'' Look you, Cousin, that I should believe such laudation of 
any less than an angel ) " said bis lordship with mock gravity. 

*' No, my lord," answered Dorothy. 

There was a moment's pause ; then Lord Herbert laughed 
aloud. 

" Excellent well, Mistress Dorothy ! " he cried. " Thank 
your Cousin, my lady, for a compliment wortby of an Irish- 
woman." 

**I thank you, Dorothy," said her mistress; "although, 
Irishwoman as I am, my lord hath put me out of love with 
compliments." 

" When they are true and come unbidden, my lady," said 
Dorothy. 

** What 1 are there such compliments, cousin 1 " said Lord 
Herbert. 

" There are biids ^of Paradise, my lord, though rarely 
encountered." 

" Birds of Paradise indeed ! they alight not in this world. 
Birds of Paradise have no legs, they say." 
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'' They need them not, my lord. Once alighted they fly no 
more." 

'' How is it tlien they aligbt so seldom % ^ 

^^ Becäuse men shoo them away. One flew now from my 
heart to seek my lady's, but your lordship frighted ii" 

^' And so it flew back to Paradise— eh, Miatress Dorothy ! " 
Said Lord Herbert, smiling archly. 

The supper bell rang, and instead of replying, Dorothy 
looked up for her dismissal 

" Gto to supper, my lady,** said Lord Herberte " I have but 
just dined, and will see what Caspar is about." 

"I want no supper but my Herbert," retumed Lady 
Margaret '^ Thou wüt not go to that hateful Workshop % " 

" I have so little time at home now " 

'^ That you must spend it from your lady % — Go to supper, 
Dorothy." 



CHAPTER XV. 

HÜSBAND AND WIFR. 

'' What an old-fashioned damsel it is I " said Lord Herbert 
when Dorothy had left the room. 

'< She has led a lonely life," answered Lady Margaret, '* and 
has read a many old-fashioned books." 

'^ She seems a right companion for theo, Peggy, and I am 
glad of it, for I shall be much from thee — ^more and more^y I 
fear, tili this bitter weather be gone by." 

" Alas, Ned ! hast thou not been more than much from me 
already % Thou wilt certainly be killed, though thou hast not 
yet a Scratch on thy blessed body. I would it were over and 
all well ! " 

" So would I — and heartily, dear heart ! In very truth I 
love fighting as little as thou. But it is a thing that hath to 
be done, though small honour will ever be mine therefrom, I 
greatly fear me. It is one of those affairs in which liking 
goes farther than goodwill, and as I say, I love it not, only to 
do my duty. Hence doubüess it comes that no luck attends 
me. God knows I fear nothing a man ought not to fear-*'he 
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18 my witness — ^but what good service of arins bare I yet 
rendered my Idiig 1 It is but tby face, Peggy, that draws the 
smile &om me. My beart is beavy. See bow my rascally 
Welsb yielded before Gloacester, wben tbe rogae Waller stole 
a marcb upon them — and I must be from tbence ! Had I but 
been tbere instead of at Oxford, tbinkest iboa tbey would 
bave lald down tbeir arms nor stxack a Single blow % I like 
not kUling, bat I can kill, and I can be killed. Tbou knoir est, 
sweet wife, tby Ned would not run." 

Holy motber ! " exclaimed Lady Margaret 
Bat I bave no good luck at figbting/' be went on. '' Aud 
bow again at Monmoatb, tbe bare-bearts witb wbicb I bad 
tboogbt to garrison tbe place fled at tbe bare advent of tbat 
same parliament beagle, Waller I By St George! it were 
easier to make an engine tbat sboald mow down a tboosand 
brave men witb one sweep of a scytbe — and I coold make it 
— tban to put coarage into the beart of one ranaway rascal. 
It makes me mad to think bow tbey bave disgraced me ! ^ 

" But Monmouth is tbine own again, Herbert ! " 

" Yes — ^thanks to tbe love tbey bear my fatber, not to my 
generalsbip I Tby busband is a poor soldier, Peggy : be can- 
not make soldier&" 

'' Tben why not leare tbe field to otbers, and labour at tby 
engines, love 1 If tbou wilt, I teil theo wbat — ^I will doff my 
gown, and in wrapper and petticoat belp tbee, sweet I will 
to.it witb bare arms like tbine own." 

''Tbou wouldst like XJna make a sunsbine in tbe sbady 
place, Margaret. Bat no. Poor soldier as I am, I will do 
my best, even wbere good fortune falls me, and glory awaits 
Qot my Coming. Tbou knowest tbat at fourteen days' warn- 
ing I brougbt four tbousand foot and eigbt bundred borse 
again to tbe siege of Gloucester. It would ill befit my father's 
son to spare wbat be can wben be is pouring out bLs wealth 
like water at tbe feet of bis king. No, wife ; tbe king shall 
not find me wanting, for in serving my king, I serve my God ; 
and if I sbould fail, it may bold tbat an honest failure comes 
nigh enough a victory to be set down in the cbronicles of the 
bigb countries. But in trutb it presses on me sorely, and I 
am troubled at beart tbat I sbould be so given over to failure," 
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« Nerer heed it, my lord The sun comes out clear at last 
maugre all the region fogs.*' 

" Thanks, sweet beart ! Things do look up a Utile in the 
main, and if the king had bnt a dozen more such friends as 
my lord marquis, they would soon be well. Why, my dove 
of comfort, wouldst thou believe it t — ^I did this day, as I rode 
home to seek thy fair face, I did count up what sums he hath 
already spent for bis liege ; and indeed I could not recollect 
them all, but I summed up, of pounds already spent by him 
on bis Majesty's behalf, well towards a hundred and fifty 
thousand ! And thou knowest the good man, that while he 
giveth generously like the grea/t Giver, he giveth not care- 
lessly, but hath respect to what he spendeth." 

" Thy father, Ned, is loyalty and generosity incamate. If 
thou be but half so good a husband as thy father is a subject, 
I am a happy woman.*' 

" What ! know'st thou not yet thy husband, Peggy 1" 

'^In good sobemess, though, Ned, surely the saints in 
heaven will never let such devotion fall of its end." 

^' My fath6r is but one, and the king's foes are many. So 
are bis . friends — but they are lukewarm compared to my 
fatherT— the rieh ones of them, I mean. Would to God I had 
not lost those seven great troop-horses that the pudding-fisted 
clothiers of Gloucester did rob me of 1 I need them sorely 
now. I bought them with mine own — or rather with thine, 
sweet heart. I had been saving up the money for a carcanet 
for thy fair neck." 

'^ So my neck be fair in thine eyes, my lord, it may go bare 
and be well clad. I should, in sad eamest, be jealous of the 
pretty stones didst thou give my neck one look the more for 
their presence. Here ! thou may'st seil these the nezt time 
thou goest London-wards." 

As she spoke, she put up her band to uficlasp her necklace 
of large pearls, but he laid bis band upon it, saying — 

" Nay, Margaret, there is no need. My father is like the 
father in the parable : he hath enough and to spare. I.did 
mean to have the money of him again, only as the vaunted 
horses never came, but were swallowed up of Gloucester, as 
Jonah of the whale, and have not yet been cast up again, I 



HUSBAND AND WIFB, II5 

conld not bring my tongae to aftk bim for it; and ao iby neck 
is bare of emeialds, my doye." 

"Back and ndei go Imuto, go baze,* 

sang Lady Maigaret witb a meiiy laagh ; 

*' Boih fooi and hand fo eddl 

bere abe pansed for a moment^ and looked down witb a 
shining tboaghtfblness ; tben sang ont dear and load, witb 
bold alteration of Bisbop Stül's drinking song; 

*'Bat, haart» Qod aend theo Iotb enovgli, 
Of ihe new that will nerer be old.** 

'^ Amen, my dore ! " aaid Lord Herbert. 

'^ Tbou art in dolefol dumps, Ned. If we bad bnt a masqne 
for tbee, or a play, or even some jngglers witb tbeir balls ! " 

'^ Puby Pe^y ! tbou art masque and play botb in one ; and 
for tby jngglerSy I tmst I can jnggle better at my own band 
than aay troop of tbem from fnrtbest India. Sing me a song» 
sweet beart." 

''I will, my loye/' answered Lady Margaret. 

Kising, sbe went to tbe barpsicbord, and sang, in sweet 
unaffected style, one of tbe songs of ber native country, a 
merry ditty, witb a breatbing of sadness in tbe refrain of it, 
like a twiügbt wind in a bed of bulmshesL 

^'Tbanks, my loye," said Lord Herbert, wben sbe bad 
finisbed. ''Bat I would I could teil its bidden purport; for 
I am one of tbose wbo tbink music none tbe worse for carrying 
witb it an air of sucb sound as speaks to tbe brain as well aa 
tbe beart." 

Lady Margaret gaye a playfnl sigb. 

''Tbou bast one fault, my Edward — tbon art a stranger to 
the tongae in wbicb, tbrougb my old nurse's tales, I leamed 
tbe language of loye. I cannot call it my motber-tongue, bat 
it is my loye-tongue. Wby, wben tbou art from me, I am 
loying tbee in Irish all day long, and thou neyer knowest what 
my beart says to tbee ! It is a sad lack in tby all-complete- 
ness, dear beart. Bat, I bethink me, thy new cousin did sing 
a fair seng in tby own tongue tbe otber day, the which if thou 
canst understand one straw better than my Irish, I will leam 
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it for thy sake, thongh trolj it is Greek to me. I will send 
forher. ShaUI?" 

As ehe spoke ehe rose and rang the bell on the table, and a 
little page, in waiting in the antechamber, appeared, wbom 
sbe sent to desire the attendance of Mistress Dorothy 
Yaughan. 

" Come, child/' said her mistress as she entered, '' I would 
have thee sing to mj lord the song that wandering harper 
taught thee." 

"Madam, I have learned of no wandering harper: your 
ladyship means Mistress Amanda*s Welsh song 1 shall I call 
her 1 " said Dorothy, disappointed. 

" I mean thee, and thy song, thou green linnet 1 " rejoined 
Lady Margaret. ^^ What song was it of which I said to thee 
that the singer deserved, for bis very song's sake, that where- 
of he made his moan f Whence thou hadst it, from harper or 
bagpiper, I care not." 

" £zciise me, madam, but why should I sing that you love 
not to hear 1 " 

" It is not I would hear it, child, but I would have my lord 
hear it I would fain prove to him that there are songs in 
piain English, as he calls it, that have as little Import, eren to 
an^English ear, as the piain truth-speaking Irish ditties which 
he will not understand. I say ' vMl not,' because our bards 
teil US that Irish was the language of Adam and Eye while 
yet in Paradise, and therefore he could by instinct understand 
it an' he would, even as the chickens understand their mother- 
tongue." 

" I will sing it at your desire, madam ; but I fear the worse 
fault will lie in the singing." 

She seated herseif at the harpsichord, and sang the following 
song wlth much feeling and simplicity. The refrain of the 
song, if it may be so called, instead of closing each stanza 
preluded it. 



O fair, O sweet, when I do look on thee, 
In wliom all joys so weU agree, 
Heart and bouI do sing in zne. 

This you hear is not my tongue, 
Which once said what I conceiv^d. 
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For it wai of uae berear^d, 
With a oruel answer stung. 

Ko, thoogh tongue to roof be oleav^d, 

Feaiing lest he ohastis'd be, 

Heart and soul do sing in me. 

O fair, O aweet, &o. 

Just accord all mnsio makes : 
In thee joat accord excelleth, 
Wbere eaoh part in auch peaoe dwelletb, 
One of other beauty takes. 

Sinoe then tmth to all minda toUeth 

That in thee Uvea harmony, 

Heart and aoxd do aing in me. 

O fair, O aweet, &o. 

They that heaven have known, do aay 
That whoeo that grace obtaineth 
To aee what fair aight there reigneth, 
Foroed ia to aing alway ; 

So then, aince that hearen remaineth 

In thy face, I plainly aee, 

Heart and aonl do aing in me. 

O fair, O aweet, &o. 

Sweet, think not I am at eaae, 
For becaoae my ohief part aingeth^ 
Thia aong from death'a aorrow apringeth, 
Aa to Swan in laat diaeaae ; 

For no dumbneaa nor death bxingeth 

Stay to true lore^a melody ; 

Heart and aonl do aing in me. 

<* There I" cried Lady Margaret, with a inerry laugh. 
<' What says the English song to my EDglish husbandr' 

<^ It says mach, Margaret," retumed Lord Herbert, who had 
been listening intently j " it teils xne to love' you for ever. — 
What poet is he who wrote the song, Mistress Dorothy ? He 
is not of our day — ^that I can teil but too plainly. It is a good 
song, and saith mach." 

'^I fonnd it near the end of the book called *The Countess 
of Pembroke's Arcadia,' " replied Dorothy. 

^' And I knew it not ! Methoaght I had read all that man 
of men ever wrote," said Lord Herbert. " But I may have 
read it, and let it slip. But now that, by the help of the 
masic and thy singing, cousin Dorothy, I am come to ander- 
stand it, truly I shall forget it no more. Where got'st thou 
themusic, prayt" 
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''It sayBin the book it waafitted to a oertain Spanish tone» 
the name of which I knew not^ and yet know not how topio- 
nonnce ; bat I had the look of the ir oids in my head, and 
when I came npon some Spanish songs in an old ehest at home, 
andy tnming them orer, saw those worda^ I knew I had fonnd 
the tnne to Sir Philip's Terses." 

^Tell methen, my lord, why yoa are pleased with thesong," 
Said Lady Margaret veiy qnietly. 

'^ Come, Miatress Doiothy/' said Loid Herbert^ '' repeat the 
8ong to my lady, slowlyy lüie by line, and she will want no 
expodtion thereon.** 

When Dorothy had done as he requested, Lady Maigaiet 
put her arm aronnd her hnsband's neck, laid her cheek to his, 
and said — 

<<Iamagoose, Ned. It is a fair and sweet song. I thank 
you, Dorothy. Ton shall sing it to me another time when my 
lord is away, and I shall love to think my lord was ill content 
with me when I called it a foolish thing. Bat my Lish was 
a good song too, my lord." 

« Thy singing of it prores it, sweet heart. — ^Bat come, my 
£dr minstrel, thon hast eamed a good gaerdon : what shall I 
give theo in retam for thy song ! " 

" A boon, a boon, my lord ! " cried Dorothy. 

"It is thine ere thou ask it," retomed his lordship, merrily 
following up the old-£Bushioned phrase with like formality. 

"I mast then teil my lord what hath been in my foolish 
mind ever since my lady took me to the keep, and I saw his 
marvelloos array of engines. I woold gladly anderstand 
them, my lord. Who can fail to delight in sach inrentions 
as bring aboat that which before seemed impossiblel " 

Here came a little sigh with the thoaght of her old com- 
panion Bichard, and the things they had together contrired« 
Already, on the mist of gathering time, a halo had begon to 
glimmer aboat his head, poritan, f anatic, blasphemer eren as; 
she had called him. 
Lord Herbert marked the soandless sigh. 

"Yoa shall not sigh in yain, Mistress Dorothy," he said, 
"for any thing I can give yoa. To one who loves inrentions 
it is easy to ezplain them. I hoped yoa had a hankering 



H USB AND AND WIFB. II9 

that way when I saw you look so curionsly at the cross-bow 
ere you discharged it." 

"Was it then charged, my lordl" 

''Indeed, as it happened, it was^ A great steel-headed 
arrow lay in the groove. I ougbt to» have taken that away 
wken I bent it Some passing horseman may have carried it 
witb bim in the body of bis plunging steei" 

"Oh, my lord !" cried Dorothy, agbast. 

"Pray, do not be alarmed, coasin : I but jested. Had 
anything bappened, we sbould have beard of it It was not 
in the least likely. You will not be long in this house before 
you learn that we do not speak by the card here. We jest 
not a little. But in truth I was disappointed when I found 
your curiosity so casily allayed.'* 

"Indeed, my lord, it was not allayed, and is still unsatis- 
fied« But I had no thought who it was ofiered me the know- 
ledge I craved. Had I known, I should never bare refused 
the lesson so courteously offered. But I was a stranger in 
the Castle, and I thought— I feared — I " 

" You did even as prudence required, cousin Dorothy. A 
young maiden cannot be too chary of unbuckling her en- 
chanted armour so long as the country is unknown to her. 
But it would be hard if she were to suffer for her modesty. 
You shall be welcome to my cave. I trust you will not find 
it as the cave of Trophonius to you. If I am not there — and 
it is not now as it has been, when you might have found me 
in it every day, and almost every hour of the day ; but if I 
be not there, do not fear Caspar Kaltoff, who is a worthy 
man, and as my right band to do the things my brain 
devisetb. I will speak to him of thee. He is füll of trust 
and worthiness, and, although not of gentle blood, is sprung 
from a long race of artificers, the cloak of whose gathered 
skill seems to have fallen on him. He hath been in my 
Service now for many years, but you will be the first lady, 
gentle cousin, who has ever in all that time wished us good 
speed in our endeavours. How few know," he went on 
thoughtfully, after a pause, " what a joy lies in making things 
obey thoughts ! in calling out of the mind, as from the vasty 
deep, and setting in visible presence before the bodily eye 



120 ST. GBORGB AND ST, MICH ABU 

that which tili then had neiiher local habitation nor name ! 
Some such marvels I have to show — for marvels I mast call 
them, althougb it is my voice they have obeyed to come ; and 
I never lose sight of tbe marvel even while amusing myself 
with the merest toy of my own invention." 

He paused, and Dorotby yentured to speak. 

" I thank you, my lord, with all my heart When have I 
leaye to visit those marvels 1 " 

" When you please, If I am not there, Caspar will be. If 
Caspar is not there, you will find the door open, for to enter 
that Chamber without permission would be a breach of law 
such as not a soul in Baglan would dare be guilty of. And 
were it not so, there are few indeed in the place who would 
venture to set foot in it if I were absent, for it is not outside 
the Castle walls only that I am looked upon as a magician. 
Tbe armourer firmly believes that with a word uttered in my 
den there, I could make the weakest wall of the Castle im- 
pregnable, but that it would be at too great a cost If you 
come to-morrow morning you will find me almost certainly. 
But in case you should find neither of us— do not touch any- 
thing ; be content with looking — for fear of mischance. Engines 
are as tickle to meddle with as incantations themselves." 

"If I know myself, you may trust me, my lord," said 
Dorothy, to which he replied with a smile of confidence. 



CHAPTER XVL 

DOROTHV'S INITIATION, 

There was mach about the castle itself to interest Dorothy. 
She had already begun to attempt to gather a clear notion of 
its many parts and their relations, but the knowledge of the 
building could not well advance more rapidly than her 
acquaintance with its inmates, for little was to be done from 
the outside alone, and she could not bear to be met in stränge 
places by stränge people. So that part of her education — ^I 
use the word advisedly, for to know all about the parts of an 
old building may do more for the education of minds of a 
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certain stamp than the severest coarse of logio— must wait 
upon time and opportunity. 

Every day, often twice, sometimes thrice, she would visit 
the stable-yard, and bare an interview first with the chained 
Marquis, and then with her little horse. After that ehe 
woold seldom miss looking in at the armourer*s shop, and 
spending a few minutes in watching him at his work, so that 
she was soon familiär with all sorts of armonr favoured in the 
Castle. The blacksmiths' and the carpenters' shops were also 
an attraction to her, and it was not long before she knew all 
the artisans about the place. There were the farm and 
ponltry yards too, with which kinds of place she Was familiär 
— especially with their animals and all their ways. The yery 
wild beasts in their dens in the solid basement of the kitchen 
tower — a panther, two leopards, an ounce, and a toothless old 
lion had already begun to know her a little, for she neyer went 
near their cages without carrying them something to eat. 
For all these visits there was plenty of room, Lady Margaret 
neyer requiring much of her time in the early part of the day, 
and finding the reports she brought of what was going on 
always amusing. And now the orchards and gardens would 
soon be inviting, for the heart of the world was already 
sending np its blood to dye the apple blossoms. 

But all the opportonities she yet had were less than was 
needful for the development of such a mind as Dorothy's, 
which, powerful in itself, needed to be roused, and was slow 
in its movements except when excited by a quick succession 
of objects, or the contact of a kindred but busier nature. It 
was lacking not only in generative, but in self-moving energy. 
Of self-sustaining force she had abundance. 

There was a really fine library in the castle, to which she 
had free access, and whence, now and then, Lady Margaret 
would make her bring a book from which to read aloud, while 
she and her other ladies were at work ; but books were not 
enough to rouse Dorothy, and when inclined to read she 
would return too exclusively to what she already knew, 
making little effort to extend her gleaning-ground. 

From this fragment of analysis it will be seen that the new 
resource thus opened to her might prove of more consequenco 
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than, great as were her ezpectations from it, she was yet able 
to anticipate. But infinitely greater good than any knowledge 
of bis mechanical triumphs could bring her, was on its niTay 
to Dorothy along the path of growing acquamtance with the 
noble-minded inyentor himself. 

The next moming, then, she was np before the sun, and, 
sitting at her window, awaited bis arriyaL The moment he 
shone upon the gilded cock of the bell tower, she rose and 
hastened out, eager to taste of the sweets promised her \ stood 
a moment to gaze on the limpid stream ever flowing from the 
mouth of the white horse, and wonder whence that and the 
whale-spouts he so frequently sent aloft from bis nostrils 
came; then passing through the archway and over the 
bridge, found herseif at the magician's door« For a moment 
she hesitated : from within came such a tumult of hammering, 
that plainly it was of no use to knock, and she could not at 
once bring herseif to enter unannounced and uninvited. But 
confidence in Lord Herbert soon aroused her courage, and 
gently she opened the door and peeped in. There he stood, 
in a linen frock that reached from bis neck to bis knees, 
already hard at work at a small anvil on a bench, while 
Caspar was still harder at work at a huge anvil on the ground 
in front of a forge. This, with the mighty bellows attached 
to it, occupied one of the six sides of the room, and the great 
roaring, hissing thing, that had so frightened Lady Margaret, 
now silent and cold, occupied another. Neither of the men 
saw her. So she entered, dosed the door, and approached 
Lord Herbert, but he continued unaware of her presence until 
she spoke. Then he ceased bis hammering, tumed, and 
greeted her with bis usual smile of sincerity absolute. 

'' Are you always as true to your appointments, cousin % " 
he Said, and resumed bis hammering. 

" It was hardly an appointment, my lord, and yet here I 
am," Said Dorothy. 

" And you mean to infer that 1 " 

'' An appointment is no slight matter, my lord, or one that 
admits of breaking." 

'< Bight/' returned bis lordship, still hammering at the thin 
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plate of wbitish metal growing thinner and thinner ander his 
blows. Dorothy glanced around her for a moment. 

'^I would not be troublesome, my lord/' she said; "but 
wonld you teil me in a few words what it is you make bere 1 " 

<' Had I three tongues, and thoa three ears/' answered Lord 
Herbert, '' I coold not But look round thee, cousin, and wHen 
thoa spiest the thing that draws thine eye more than another^ 
ask me conceming that^ and I will teil thee/' 

Hardly had Dorothy, in obedience, cast her eyes aboat the 
place, ere they lighted on the same huge wheel which had 
before chiefly attracted her notice. 

^'What is that great wheel for, with such a namber of 
weights hang to it)" she asked. 

"For a memorial," replied Lord Herbert, "of the folly of 
the man who placeth his hopes in man. That wonderfal 
engine ; it is now nearly three years since I showed it to his 
blessed majesty in the Tower of London, also with him to the 
Dakes of Eichmond and Hamilton, and two extraordinary 
ambassadors besides, but of them all no man hath ever sought 
to look upon it again. It is a form of the Proteus-like 'per- 
peiuum mobüe — a most incredible thing if not seen." 

He then proceeded to show her how, as eyeiy spoke passed 
the liighest point, the weight attached to it immediately hung 
a foot farther from the centre of the wheel, and as every 
spoke passed the lowest point, its weight retumed a foot 
nearer to the centre, thus causing the leyerage to be greater 
always on one and the same side of the wheel. Few of my 
readers will regret so much as myself that I am unable to 
giYe them the constructive explanation his lordship gave 
Dorothy as to the shifting of the weights. Whether she 
anderstood it or not, I cannot teil either, but that is of less 
consequence. Before she left the Workshop that moming, she 
had leamed that a thousand knowledges are needed to build 
np the pyramid on whose top alone will the bird of knowledge 
lay her new egg. 

When he had finished his explanation, Lord Herbert 
retumed to his work, leaving Dorothy again to her own 
observations. And now she would gladly have questioned 
bim about the huge mass of brick and iron, which, now stand- 
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ing Bilent, cold, and motionless as death, had that night 
seemed alive with the fierce energy of flame, and yet sorely 
driven, sighing, and groaning, and furiously hissing; bat as it 
was not now at work, she thougbt it would be better to wait 
an opportunity when it shonld be in the agony of its wrestle 
with whatever unseen enemy it coped withaL She did not 
know that, the first of its raee, it was not quite equal to 
the task the magician had imposed upon it, bat that its 
descendants would at length become capable of doing a 
thousand times as mach, with the swinging joy of conscioas 
might, with the pant of the giant, not the groan of the over- 
tasked stripling arging his last effort. 

She was standing by a ehest, ezamining the strangely 
elaborate and mysterious-looking scutcheon of its lock, when 
his lordship's hammering ceased, and presentlyshe found that 
he was by her side. 

'' That escutcheon is the best thing of the kind I hare yet 
made," he said. '* A humour I have, never to be contented 
to produce any invention the second time, withoat appearing 
refined. The lock and key of this are in them^elves a marvel, 
for the Utile triangle screwed key weighs no more than 
a shiUing, and yet it bolts and anbolts an handred bolts 
throagh fifty staples round about the ehest, and as many more 
from both sides and ends, and at the self-same time shall fasten 
it to a place beyond a man's natural strength to take it away. 
But the best thing is the escutcheon ; for the owner of it» 
though a woman, may with her own delicate band vary the 
ways of Coming to open the lock ten millions of times, beyond 
the knowledge of the smith that made it, or of me who invented 
it. If a stranger open it, it setteth an alarm agoing, which the 
stranger cannot stop from running out ; and besides, though 
none should be within hearing, yet it catcheth his band, as a 
trap doth a fox ; and though far from maiming him, yet it 
leaveth such a mark behind it, as will discover him if sus- 
pected ; the escutcheon or lock plainly showing what moneys 
he hath taken out of the box to a farthing, and how many 
times opened since the owner hath been at it." 

He then showed her how to set it, lefb the ehest open, and 
gave her the key off his bunch that she might use it more 
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easily. £re she retumed it, she had made herseif mistress of 
the escutcheon as far as the mere working of it was concerned, 
as she proyed to the satisfaction of the inventor. 

Her docility and qaickness. greatly pleased him. He opened 
a cabinety and after a search in its drawers, took from it a 
little thing> in form andcolour like a plum, which he gaveher, 
telling her to eat it. She saw from his smile that there was 
someüiing at the back of the playfol request, and for a 
moment hesitated, but reading in his countenance that he 
wished her at least to make the attempt, she put it in her 
mouth. 

She was gagged. She could neither open nor shut her 
mouth a hair'sbreadtii, could neither laugh, crj out, nor make 
any noise beyond an ugly one she would not make twice, 
The tears came into her eyes, for her position was ludicrous, 
and ehe imagined that his lordship was making game of her. 
A girl less serioas or more merry would have been moved only 
to laughter. 

But Lord Herbert hastened to relieve her. On the appli- 
cation of a tiny key, fixed with a Joint in a finger-ring^ the 
little Steel bolts it had thrown out in every direetion retumed 
within the plum, and he drew it from her mouth. 

*' You little fool 1 " he said, with indescribable sweetness, 
for he saw the tears in her eyes ; *' did you think I would hurt 
you % " 

'' Noy my lord ; but I did fear you were going to make game 
of me. I could not have bome Caspar to see me so." 

" Alas, my poor child ! " he rejoined, " you have come to 
the wrong house if you cannot put up with a little chafing. 
There 1 '' he added, putting the plum in her band, " it is an 
untoothsome thing, but the moment may come when you will 
find it useful enough to repay you for the annoyance of a smile 
that had in it ten times more friendship than merriment." 

**I ask your.pardon, my lord," said Dorothy, by this time 
blushing deep with shame of her mistrust and over sensitive- 
ness, and on the point of cr3dng downright. But his lordship 
smiled so kindly that she took heart and smiled again. 

He then showed her how to raise the key hid in the ring, 
and how to unlock the plum. 
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"Do not try it on yourself," he said, as he put the ring on 
her finger; "you might find that awkward." 

" Be sure I shall avoid it, my lord," retumed Dorothy. 

"And do not let any one know you have such athing," he 
Baid, " or that there is a key in your ring." 

" I will try not, my lord." 

The breakfast bell rang. 

" If ybu will come again after süpper/' he said, as he pulled 
off his linen frock, " I will show you my fire-engine at work, 
and teil you all that is needful to the understanding tbereof ^ 
— ouly you must not publish it to the world/' he added, " for 
I mean to make much gain by my invention." 

Dorothy promised, and they parted — ^Lord Herbert for the 
marquis's parlour, Dorothy for the housekeeper's room, and 
Caspar for the third table in the great hall. 

After breakfast Dorothy practised with her plum until she 
could manage it with as much readiness as ease. She found 
that it was made of steel, and that the bolts it threw out upon 
the slightest pressure were so rounded and polished that they 
could not hurt, while nothing but the key would reduce them 
again within their former sheath. 



OHAPTEE XVIL 

TffE FIRE'ENGINE. 

As Boon as supper was oyer in the housekeeper's room, 
Dorothy sped to the keep where she found Caspar at work. 

"My lord is not yet from supper, mistress," he said. 
" Will it please you wait while he comes 1 " 

Had it been tili midnigbt, so long as there was a chance of 
his appearing, Dorothy would have waited. Caspar did his 
best to amuse her, and succeeded, — showing her one curious 
thing after another, — amongst the rest a watch that seemed 
to want no winding after being once set agoing, but was in 
fact wound up a little by every opening of the case to see the 
dial. All the while the fire-engine was at work on its myste- 
rious task, with but now and then a moment's attention from 



THR FIRB'ENGINE. 12/ 



% 



Caspar, a billet of wood or a shoTelfiil of 8ea-€oaI on the fire, 
a piül at a cord, or a hint &om the hooked rod. The time went 
rapidly. 

Twilight was oyer, Caspar had lighted his lamp, and tihe 
moon had risen, before Lord Herbert came. 

<< I am glad to find yoa have patience as well as panctoality 
in the catalogae of jonr Tirtnes, Mistress Dorothy/' he said as 
he entered. ^' I too am pnnctoal, and am therefore sony to 
haye failed now, bnt it is not my faolt : I had to attend my 
father. For his sake pardon me." 

" It were bat a small matter, my lord, even had it been un- 
compelled, to keep an idle girl waiting." 

'^ I think not so/' retomed Lord Herbert '^ But come no w, 
I will ezplain to yoa my wonderfal fire-engine.'' 

As he spoke, he took her by the band, and led her towards 
itb The creatare blazed, groaned, and pnffed, bat there was 
no motion to be seen aboat it save that of the flames through 
the cracks in the door of the famace, neither was there any 
clanking noise of metaL A great rashing sound somewhere 
in the distance, that seemed to belong to it, yet appeared too 
ÜBT off to haye any connection with it. 

^' It iB a noisy thing," he said, as they stood before it, ^' but 
when I make another, it shall do its work that thon wooldst 
not hear it oatside the door. Now listen to me for a moment, 
consin. Shonld it come to a siege and I not at Baglan — the 
wise man will always provide for the worst — Caspar will be 
wanted eyerywhere. Now this engine is essential to the 
health and comfort, if not to the absolute life of the Castle, and 
there is no one at present capable of managing it save os two. 
A yery little instruction, however, woald enable any one to 
do so ; will yoa andertake it, cousin, in case of need ) " 

''Make me assured that I can, and I will, my lord," 
answered Dorothy. 

^ A good and sufficing answer,'' retamed his lordship with 
a smile of satisfaction. " First then," he went on, " I will 
show yoa wherein lies its necessity to the good of the Castle. 
Come with me, Cousin Dorothy." 

He led the way from the room, and began to ascend the 
stair which rose just oatside it. Dorothy followed, winding 
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up through the thickness of the wall. And now she could 
not liear the engine. Aa she went up, however, certain sounds 
of it came again, and grew louder tili thej seemed dose to her 
ears, then gradoally died away and once more ceased. But 
ever, as they ascended, the rushing sound which had seemed 
connected with it, although so distant, drew nearer and nearer 
untU, having surmounted three of the five lofty stories of the 
building, they could scarcely hear each other speak for the 
roar of water, falling in intermittent jets. At last they came 
out on the top of the wall, with nothing between them and 
the moat below, but the battlemented parapet, and behold 1 the 
mighty tower was roofed with water : a little tarn filled all 
the Space within the surrounding walk. It undulated in the 
moonlight like a subsiding storm, and beat the encircling 
banks. For into its depths shot rather than poured a great 
volume of water from a huge orifice in the wall, and the roar 
and the rush were tremendons. It was like the birth of a 
river, bounding at once from its mountain rock, and the sound 
of its fall indicated the great depth of the water into which it 
plunged. Solid, indeed, mast be the walls that sustained the 
outpush of such a weight of water ! 

" You see now, cousin, what yon fired-souled slave below is 
labouring at,'' said his lordship. <<His task is to fill this 
cistem, and that he can in a few hours ; and yet, such a slave 
is he, a child who understands his fetters and the joints of his 
bonos can guido him at will." 

" But, my lord," questioned Dorothy, " is there not water 
here to supply the Castle for months ) And there is the draw- 
well in the pitched court besides." 

"Enough, I grant you,". he replied, " for the mere necessities 
of life. But what would come of its pleasures 1 Would not 
the beleaguered ladies miss the bounty of the marble horse % 
Whence comes the water he gives so freely that he needeth 
not to drink himself 9 He would thirst indeed but for my 
water-commanding fiend below. Or how would the birds 
fare, were the fountains on the islands dry in the hot summer ) 
And what would the children say if he ceased to spout 1 And 
how would my lord's tables fare, with the armed men besetting 
every gate, the fish-ponds dry, and the fish rotting in the sun % 



THE FIRE'ENGINE, I29 

See yon, Mistress Dorothyl And for the draw-well, know 
you not wberein lies the good of a tower strenger than all the 
rest? Is it not built for final retreat, the rest of the Castle 
being at length in the hands of the enemy ? Where, then, is 
yonr draw-well 1 " 

'^ Bat this tower, large as il is, could not receive those now 
within the walls of the Castle/' said Dorothy. 

** They will be fewer ere its shelter is needfuL" 

It was bis tone quite as much as the words that drove a 
sadden sickness to the beart of the girl : for one moment she 
knew wbat siege and battle meant. Bat she recovered her- 
seif with a streng effort, and escaped from the tboaght by 
another question. 

"And wbence comes all this water, my lord?" she said, for she 
was one who woold ask until she knew all that concemed ber^ 

" Have yoa not chanced to observe a well in my Workshop 
below, on the left-hand side of the door, not far from the great 
ehest 1 " 

"I have observed it, my lord." 

" That is a very deep well, with a powerfiil spring. Large 
pipes lead from all but the yery bottom of that to my fire- 
engine. The fuUer the well, the more rapid the flow into the 
cistem, for the shallower the water, the more labour falls to 
my giant He is finding it harder work now. But you see 
the cistem is nearly fall." 

" Forgive me, my lord, if I am troubling you," said Dorothy,, 
about to ask another question. 

" I delight in the questions of the docile," said bis lordship« 
" They are the little children of wisdom. There ! that might 
be out of the book of Ecclesiasticus," he added, with a meny 
laugL '' I might pass that off on Dr. Bayly for my father's ; 
he bath already begun to gather my father's sayings into a 
book, as I have discovered. But, prithee, cousin, let not my 
father know of it." 

" Fear not me, my lord," retumed Dorothy. ** Having no 
secrets of my own to house, it were evil indeed to turn my 
friends' out of doors." 

"Why, that also would do for Dr. Bayly! Well said, 

Dorothy ! Now for thy nezt question." 

I 
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" It is this, my lord : having such a well in your foundations, 
whence the need of such a cistern on your roof 1 I mean now 
as regards the provision of the keep itself in case of ultimate 
resort." 

*' In Coming to deal with a place of such strength as this," 
replied his lordship, — "I mean the keep whereon vo now 
stand, not the castle, which, alas ! hath many weak points — 
the enemy would assuredly change the siege into a blockade ; 
that is, he would try to starve instead of fire us out \ and, 
procuring information sufficiently to the point, would be like 
enough to dig deep and cut the water- veins which supply that 
well ; and thereafter all would depend on the cistern. From 
the moment, therefore, when the first signs of siege appear, it 
will be wisdom and duty on the part of the person in charge 
to keep it constantly füll — füll as a cup to the health of the 
king. I trust, however, that such will be the good success 
of his majesty's arms that the worst will only have to be pro- 
vided against, not encountered. But there is more in it yet. 
Come hither, cousin. Look down through this battlement 
upon the moat. You see the moon in it 1 No 1 That is 
because it is covered so thick with weeds. When you go 
down, mark how low it is. There is little defence in the moat 
that a boy might wade through. I have allowed it to get 
shallow in order to try upon its sides a new cement I have 
lately discovered ; but weeks and weeks have passed, and I 
have never found the leisure, and now I am sure I never shall 
until this rebellion is crushed. -It is time I filled it. Pray 
look down upon it, cousin. In summer it will be füll of the 
loveliest white water-lilies, though now you can see nothing 
but green weeds." 

He had left her side and gone a few paces away, but kept 
on speaking. 

" One Strange thing I can teil you about them, cousin — the 
roots of that whitest of flowers make a fine black dye ! What 
apophthegm founded upon that, thinkest thou would my 
father drop for Dr. Bayly % " 

"You perplex me much, my lord," said Dorothy. "I 
cannot at all perceive your lordship's drift." 

" Lay a band on each side of the battlement where you now 
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stand ; lean tiirough it and look down. Hold fast and fear 
nothing." Dorothy did as she was desired, and thus supported 
gazed upon the moat below, wliere it lay a mere ditch at the 
foot of the lofty wall. 

" My lord, I see nothing/' she said, tnming to him, as she 
thought ; but he had vanished. 

Again she looked at the moat, and then her eyes wandered 
away over the castle. The two courts and their many roofs, 
even those of all the towers, except only the lofty watch-tower 
on the westem side, lay bare beneath her, in bright moonlight, 
flecked and blotted with shadows, all wondrous in shape and 
black as Erebus. 

Suddenly, she knew not whence, arose a frightful roaring, 
a hollow bellowing, a pent-up rumbling. Seized by a vague 
terror, she clung to the parapet and trembled. But even the 
great wall beneath her, solid as the earth itself, seemed to 
tremble under her feet, as with some inward commotion or 
dismay. The next moment the water in the moat appeared 
to rush swiftly upwards, in wild uproar, fiercely confused, and 
covered with foam and spray. To her bewüdered eyes, it 
seemed to heap itself up, wave upon furious wave, to reach 
the spot where she stood, greedy to engulf her. For an 
instant she fancied the storming billows pouring over the edge 
of the battlement, and started back in such momentary agony 
as we suJOfer in dreams. Then, by a sudden rectification of her 
Vision, she perceived that what she saw was in reality a multi- 
tude of fountain jets rushing high towards their parent-cistern, 
but far-failing ere they reached it. The roar of their onset 
was mingled with the despairing tumult of their defeat, and 
both with the deep tumble and wallowing splash of the water 
from the fire-engine, which grew louder and louder as the 
surface of the water in the reservoir sank. The uproar ceased 
as suddenly as it had commenced, but the moat mirrored a 
thousand moons in the agitated waters which had over- 
whelmed its mantle of weeds. 

" You see now," said Lord Herbert, rejoining her while still 
she gazed, " how necessary the cistern is to the keep 1 With- 
out it, the few poor Springs in the moat would but sustain it 
as you saw it. From here I can fill it to the brinu" 
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"I see," answered Dorothy. "But would not a simple 
overflow serve, carried from the well through the wall 1 " 

" It would, were there no other advantages with which this 
inode harmonised. I must mention one thing more — which 
I was almost forgetting, and which I cannot well show yoa 
to-night — namely, that I can use this water not only as a 
meaus of defence in the moat, but as an engine of offence also 
against any one setting unlawful or hostile foot upon the steige 
bridge over it I can, when I please, tum that bridge, the 
same by which you cross to come here, into a rushing aqueduct, 
and with a torrent of water sweep from it a whole Company 
ofinvaders." 

*' But would they not have only to wait until the cistem 
was emptyl" 

** As soon and so long as the bridge is clear, the outflow 
ceases. One sweep, and my water-broom would stop, and the 
rubbish Ue sprawling under the arch, or half-way over the 
court. And more still," he added with emphasis : '' I caM 
make it boiling ! " 

" But your lordship would not 1 " faltered Dorothy. 

^* That might depend," he answered with a smile» Then 
changing his tone in absolute and impressiye seriousness, 
'' But this is all nothing but child's play,'' he said, '' compared 
with what is involved in the matter of this reseryoir. The 
real origin of it was its needfulness to the perfecting of my 
fire-engine." 

** Pardon me, my lord, but it seems to^me that without the 
cistem there would be no need for the engine. How should 
you want or how could you use the unhandsome thing 1 Then 
how should the cistem be necessary to the engine 1 " 

'' Handsome is that handsome does,'' returned his lordship. 
" Tmly, cousin Dorothy, you speak weU, but you must learn 
to hear better. I did not say that the cistem existed for the 
sake of the engine, but for the sake of the perfecting of the 
engine. Cousin Dorothy, I will give you the largest possible 
proof of my confidence in you, by not only explaining to you 
the working of my fire-engine, but acquainting you — only you 
must not betray me ! " 

" I, in my tum," said Dorothy, " will give your lordship, if 
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Dot the strengest, yet a verj strong proof of my confidence : 
I promise to keep your secret before knowing what it is^" 

'' Thanks, cousin. Listen then : That engine is a mingling 
of discovery and invention such as hath never had its equid 
since first the mechanical powers were brought to the light. 
For this shall be as a sool to animate those, all and each — 
lever, screw, pulley, wheel, and axle — ^what you will. No 
engine of mightiest force ever for defence or assanlt invented, 
let it be by Archimedes himself, but could by my fire-engine 
be rendered tenfold more mighty for safety or for destruction, 
although as yet I have applied it only to the blissful Operation 
of lifbing water, thus removing the curse of it where it is a 
corse, and carrying it where the parched soil cries for its help 
to unfold the treasores of its thirsty bosom. My fire-engine 
shall yet uplift the nation of England above the heads of all 
the riebest and most powerful nations on the face of the whole 
earth. For when the troubles of this rebellion are over, which 
press so heavily on bis majesty and all loyal subjects, com- 
pelling even a peaceful man like myself to forsake invention 
for war, and the workman's frock which I love, for the armour 
which I love not, — when peace shall smile again on the country, 
and I shall have time to perfect the work of.my hands, I shall 
present it to my royal master, a magical supremacy of power, 
which shall for ever raise him and bis royal progeny above all 
use or need of subsidies, ship-money, benevolences, or taxes 
of whatever sort or name, to rule bis kingdom as independent 
of bis subjects in reality as he is in right \ for this water-^ 
communding engine, which 6od hath given me to make, shall 
be the source of such wealth as no accountant can calculate. 
For herewith may marsh-land be thoroughly drained, or dry 
land perfectly watered ; great cities kept sweet and whole- 
some ; mines rid of the water gathering from Springs therein, 
80 as he may enrich himself withal ; houses be served plen- 
tifully on every stage; and gardens in the driest summer 
beautified and comforted with fountains. Which engine, when 
I found that it was in the power of my hands to do, as well 
as of my heart to conceive that it might be done, I did kneel 
down and give humble thanks from the bottom of my heart 
to the omnipotent God whose mercies are fathomless, for His 
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vouchsafing me an insight into so great a secret of nature and 
80 beneficial to all mankind as this raj engine." 

With all her derotion to the king, and all her hatred and 
contempt of the Parliament and the Puritans, Dorothy could 
not help a doubt whether such independence might be alte- 
gether good either for the king himself or the people thas 
subjected to his will. Bat the farther doubt did not occur to 
her whether a pre-eminence gained chiefly \yj wealth was one 
to be on any grounds desired for the nation, or, setting that 
aside, was one which carried a single element favourable to 
perpetuity. 

All this time they had been standing on the top of the 
keep, with the moonlight around them, and in their ears the 
noise of the water flowing from the dungeon well into the 
sky-roofed cistem. But now it came in diminished flow. 

''It is the earth that falls in giving, not my engine in 
taking/' said Lord Herbert as he tumed to lead the way down 
the winding stair. Ever as they went, the noise of the water 
grew fainter and the noise of the engine grew louder, but just 
as they stepped from the stair, it gave a failing stroke or two^ 
and ceased. A dense white cloud met them as they entered 
the vault. 

^' Stopped for the night, Caspar 1 " said his lordship. 

" Yes, my lord, the well is nearly out." 

'* Let it sleep/' returned his master ; '^ like a man's heart, it 
will flu in the night. Thank God for the night and dark- 
ness and sieep, in which good things draw nigh like Grod's 
thieveSy and steal themselyes in — ^water into wells, and peace 
and hope and courage into the minds of men. Is it not so, 
my Cousin 1 " 

Dorothy did not answer in words, but she looked up in his 
face with a reverence in her eyes that showed she understood 
him. And this was one of the idolatrous Catholics 1 It was 
neither the flrst nor the last of many lessons she had to re- 
ceive, in order to leam that a man may be right although the 
creed for which he is and ought to be ready to die may con- 
tain much that is wrong. Alas ! that so few, even of such 
men, ever reflect that it is the element common to all the 
creeds which gives it central value to each« 
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"I cannot show you the working of the engine to-night," 
Said Lord Herbert. " Caspar has decreed otherwisp." 

" I can soon set her agoing again, my lord," said Caspar. 

" No, no. We must to the powder-mill, Caspar. Mistress 
Dorothy will come again to-morrow, and you must yourself ex- 
plain to her the working and management of it, for I shall he 
away. And do not fear to trust my cousin, Caspar, although 
she be a soft-handed lady. Let her have the brute's halter in 
her own hold." 

Filled with gratitude for the trust he reposed in her, 
Dorothy took her leave, and the two workmen immediately 
abandoned their shop for the night, leaving the door wide 
open behind them to let out the vapours of the fire-engine, in 
the confidence that no unlicensed foot would dare to cross the 
threshold, and betook themselves to the powder-mill, where 
they continued at work the greater part of the night. 

His lordship was unfavourable to the storing of powder 
because of the danger, seeing they could, on his calculation, 
from the materials lying ready for mixing, in one week pre- 
pare enough to keep all the ordnance on the Castle walls busy 
for two. But indeed he had not such a high opinion of gun- 
powder but that he believed engines for projection, more 
powerful as well as less expensive, could be constructed, after 
the fashion of ballista or catapult, by the use of a mode he 
had discovered of immeasurably increasing the strength of 
Springs, so that stones of a hundredweight might be thrown 
into a city from a quarter of a mile*s distance without any 
noise audible to those within. It was this device he was 
brooding over when Dorothy came upon him by the arblast. 
Nor did the conviction arise from any prejudice against fire- 
arms, for he had, among many other wondorful things of the 
sort, in cannons, sakers, harquebusses, muskets, musquetoons, 
and all kinds, invented a pistol to discharge a dozen times with 
one loading, and without so much as new priming being once 
requisite, or the possessor having to change it out of one band 
into the other, or stop his horse. 

One who had happened to see Lord Herbert as he went 
about within his father's walls, busy yet unhasting, earnest 
yet cheerful, rapid in all his movements yet perfectly com- 



136 ST. GEORGE AND ST, MICHAEL. 

posed, would hardly haye imagined that a day at a time, or 
perhaps two, was all he was now able to spend there, days 
which were to him as breathing-holes in the ice to the 
wintered fishes. For not merely did he give himself to the 
enlisting of large numbers of men, but commanded both horse 
and foot, meeting all expenses from his own pocket, or with 
the assistance of his father. A few months before the period 
at which my story has arrived, he had in eight days raised 
six regiments, fortified Monmouth and Ghepstow, and 
garrisoned half-a-dozen smaller but yet important places. 
About a hundred noblemen and gentlemen whom he had 
enroUed as a troop of life-guards, he fumished with the 
horses and arms which they were unable to provide with 
sufficient haste for themselves. So prominent indeed were 
his Services on behalf of the king, that his father was uneasy 
because of the jealousy and hate it would certainly rouse in 
the minds of some of his majesty's well-wishers — a just 
presentiment, as his son had too good reason to acknowledge 
after he had spent a million of money, besides the labour and 
thought and dangerous endeavour of years, in the king's 
Service. 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

MOONLIGHT AND APPLE-BLOSSOMS 

The next morning, immediately after breakfast, Lord Her- 
bert set out for Chepstow first and then Monmouth, both which 
places belonged to his father, and were principal sources of his 
great wealth. 

Still, amid the rush of the changeful tides of war around 
them, and the rumour of battle fiUing the air, all was peace- 
ful within the defences of Eaglan, and its towers looked 
abroad over a quiet country, where the cattle fad and the 
green wheat grew. On the far outskirts of vision, indeed, a 
smoke might be seen at times from the watch-tower, and 
across the air would come the duU boom of a great gun from 
one of the fortresses, at which Lady Margaretes cheek would 
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tarn pale ; bat, although every day something was done to 
Btrengthen the Castle, althoagh masons were at work here and 
there aboat the waUs like bees, and Caspar Kaltoff was basy 
in all directions, now mounting fresh gans, now repairing 
Steel cross-bows, now getting out of the armoury the queerest 
oldest-fashioned engines to place wherever available points 
coold be foand, there was no hany and no confusion, and 
indeed sp little appearance of anasual activity, that an 
anmilitary stranger might have passed a week in the castle 
withoat discoYering that preparations for defence were 
actively going on. All around them the buds were creeping 
out, uncurling, spreading abroad, straightening themselves, 
smoothing out the creases of their nnfolding, and breathing 
the air of heaven — ^in some way very pleasant to creatures 
with roots as well as to creatures with legs. The apple- 
blossoms came out, and the orchard was lovely as with an up- 
ward-driyen storm of roseate snow. Ladies were ofbener seen 
passing through the gates and Walking in the gardens — 
where the fountains had begun to play, and the swans and 
ducks on the lakes feit the return of spring in every fibre oi 
their webby feet and cold scaly legs. 

And Dorothy sat as it were at the springhead of the waters, 
for, through her dominion oyer the fire-engine, she had become 
the naiad of Eaglan. The same hour in which Lord Herbert 
departed she went to Kaltoff, and was by him instructed in 
its mysteries. On the third day after, so entirely was the 
Dutchman satisfied with her understanding and management 
of it, that he gave np to her the whole water business. And 
now, as I say, she sat at the source of all the streams and 
fountains of the place, and govemed them all The horse of 
marble spouted and ceased at her will, but in general she let 
the stream from his mouth flow all day long. Every water- 
cock on the great tower was subject to her. From the um of 
her pleasure the cistem was daily fllled, and from the summit 
of defence her fiood went pouring into the moat around its 
feet, until it mantled to the brim, tuming the weeds into a 
cold shadowy pavement of green for a foil to its pellucid depth. 
She understood all the secrets of the aqueous catapult, at which 
its contriver had little more than hinted on that memorable 
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night when he disclosed so mach, and believed she could 
arrange it for action without assistance. At the same time 
her new responsibilities required but a portion of her leisure, 
and Lady Margaret was not the less pleased with £he wise- 
headed girl, whose manners and mental ways were such a 
contrast to her own, that her husband considered her fit to be 
put in Charge of his darling invention. But Dorothy kept 
silence conceming the trust to all bat her mistress, who, oü 
her part, was prudent enough to avoid any allusion which 
might raise yet higher the jealousy of her associates, by whom 
she was already regarded as supplanting them in the favour 
of their mistress. 

One lovely evening in May, the moon at the füll, the air 
warm yet fresh, the apple-blossoms at their largest, with as 
yet no spot upon their fair skin, and the nightingales singing 
out of their very bones, the season, the hoar, the blossoms, 
and the moon had invaded every chamber in the castle, 
seized every heart of both man and beast, and turned all 
into one congregation of which the nightingales were the 
priests. The cocks were crowing as if it had been the dawn 
itself instead of its ghost they saw j the dogs were howling, 
but whether that was from love or hate of the moon, I can- 
not teil; the pigeons were cooingj the peacock had turned 
his train into a paralune, understanding well that the carnival 
could not be complete without him and his; and the wild 
beasts were restless, uttering a short yell now and then, at 
least aware that something was going on. All the inhabitants 
of the Castle were out of doors, the ladies and gentlemen in 
groups here and there about the gardens and lawns and Islands, 
and the domestics, and such of the garrison as were not on duty, 
wandering hither and thither where they pleased, careful only 
not to intrude on their superiors. 

Lady Margaret was Walking with her stepson Henry on a 
lawn under the northern window of the picture-gallery, and 
there the ladies Elizabeth and Anne joined them — the former 
a cheerful woman, endowed with a large share of her father's 
genial temperament; joke or jest would moult no feather 
in Lady Eiizabeth's keeping; the latter quiet, sincere, and 
reverent. The marquis himself, notwithstanding a slight 
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attack of the gout, had hobbled on bis stick to a chair set for 
him on the same lawu. Beside him sat Lady Mary, younger 
than the other two, and specially devoted to her father. 

Their gentlewomen were also out, flitting in groups that 
now and then mingled and changed. Eowland Scudamore 
joined Lady Margaret's people, and in a moment Lady 
Broughton was laughing merrily. But Mistress Doughty 
walked on with straight neck, as if there were nobody but 
herseif in heayen or on the earth, although mortals were 
merry by her side, and nightingales singing themselves to 
death over her head. Behind them came Amanda Serafina, 
with her eyes on her feet, and the comers of her pretty mouth 
drawn down in contempt of nobody in particular. Now and 
then Scudamore, when satisfied with bis own pretty wit, 
would throw a glance behind him, and she, somehow or other, 
would, without change of muscle, let him know that she had 
heard him. This group sauntered into the orchard. 

After them came Dorothy with Dr. Bayly, talking of their 
common friend Mr. Matthew Herbert, and foUowing them 
into the orchard, wandered about among the trees, under the 
curdled moonlight of the apple-blossoms, amid the challenges 
and responses of five or siz nightingales, that sang as if their 
bodies had dwindled under the sublimating influences of 
music, until, with more than cherubic denudation, their sum 
of being was reduced to a soul and a throat. 

Moonlight, apple-blossoms, nightingales, with the souls of 
men and women for mirrors and reflectors ! The picture is 
for the musician, not the painter, either him of words or him 
of colours. It was like a lovely show in the land of dreams, 
even to the living souls that moved in and made part of it. 
The earth is older now, colder at the heart, a little nearer to 
the fate of cold-hearted things, which is to be slaves and serve 
without love ; but she has still the same moonlight, the same 
apple-blossoms, the same nightingales, and we have the same 
hearts, and so can understand it. But, alas 1 how differently 
should we come in amongst the accessories of such a picture ! 
For we men at least are all but given over to ugliness, and, 
artistically considered, even vulgarity, in the matter of dress, 
wherein they, of all generations of English men and women, 
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were too easily supreme both as to form and colour. Hence, 
wbile they are an admiration to us, we shall be bat a langhter 
to those that come behind us, and that whether their fashions 
be better than oors or no, for nothing is so ridicnloos as ngli- 
ness out of date. The glimmer of gold and silver, the glitter 
of poliflhed steel, the flashing of jewels, and the flowing of 
plumes, went well. Bat, so canopied with loveliness, so be- 
sang with winged passion, so clothed that eyen with the 
beavenly delicacies enrounding them they blended harmoni. 
ously, their moonlit orchard was an island beat by the wayes 
of war, its air would quiver aud throb by fits, shaken with 
the roar of cannon, and might soon gleam aroand them with 
the whirring sweep of the troopers' broad blades ; whüe all 
throughout the land the hatefal demon of party-spirit tore 
Wide into gashes the wounds first made by conscience in the 
best, and by prejudice in the good. 

The eider ladies had floated away together between the 
moBsy Btems, ander the canopies of blossoms ; Itowland had 
fallen behind and joined the waiting Amanda, and the two 
were now flitting about like moths in the moonshine ; Dorothy 
and Dr. Bayly had halted in an open spot, like a moonlight 
impluvium, the divine talkiüg eagerly to the maiden, and the 
maiden looking up at the moon, and heeding the nightingales 
more than the divine. 

*^ Can they be English nightingales ? " said Dorothy thoaghi- 
fully. 

The doctor was bewildered for a moment. He had been 
talking about himself, not the nightingales, but he recovered 
himself like a gentleman. 

'* AsBuredly, Mistress Dorothy," he replied ; " this is the land 
of their birth. Hither they come again when the winter is 
over.'* 

" Yes ; they take no part in our troubles. They will not 
sing to comfort our hearts in the cold j but give them warmth 
enough, and they sing as careless of battle-fields and dead men 
as if they were but moonlight and apple-blossoms.'' 

** Is it not better so 1 " retumed the divine after a moment's 
thought. " How would it be if everything in nature but re- 
echoed our moan 1 " 
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Dorothy looked at the Utile man, and was in her turn a 
moment silent. 

" Then," she said, " we mustsee in these birds and blossoms, 
and that great blossom in the sky^ so many prophets of a 
peacefiil time and a better country> sent to remind us that we 
pass away and go to them.'' 

"Nay, my dear Mistress Dorothy!" returned the all but 
obsequious doctor, ''such thoughts do not well befit your age, 
er rather, I would say, your youth. Life is before you, and 
life is good. These evil times will go by, the king shall have 
his own again, the fanatics will be scourged as they deserve, 
and the Ghurch will rise like the phoenixfrom the ashes of her 
puiification." 

'' But how many will lie out in the fields all the year long, 
yet never see blossoms or hear nightingales more 1 '' said 
Dorothy. 

'' Such will have died martyrs/' rejoined the doctor. 

"On both sidesT* suggested Dorothy, 

Again for a moment the good man stood checked. He had 
not eyen thought of the dead on the other side. 

" That cannot be,'^ he said. And Dorothy looked up again 
at the moon. 

But she listened no more to the songs of the nightingales, 
and they left the orchard together in silence. 

" Come, Eowland, we must not be found here alone," said 
Amanda, who saw them go. '' But teil me one thing first : 
is Mistress Dorothy Vaughan indeed your cousini " 

''She is indeed. Her mother and mine were cousins- 
german — sisters' children." 

" I thought it could not be a near cousinship. You are not 
alike at all. Hear me, Eowland, but let it die in your ear — 
I love not Mistress Dorothy." 

" And the reason, lovely hater % * Is not the maiden fak 
to see 1 ' as the old song says. I do not mean that she is fair 
as some are fair, but she will pass ; she offends not" 

" She is fair enough — not beautiful, not even pleasing ; but, 
to be just, the demure look she puts on may bear the fault of 
that. Eowland, I would not speak evil of any one, but your 
cousin is a hypocrite. She is false at heart^ and she hates me. 
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Trust me, she but bides her time to let me know it — and yoa 
too, my Eowland." 

*'I am sure you mistake her, Amanda/' said Scudamore. 
** Her looks are but modest, and her words but shy, for she 
came hither from a lonely house. I believe she is honest 
and good." 

'^ Seest thou not then how that she makes friends with none 
but her betters 1 Already hath she wound herseif around my 
lady's heart, forsooth 1 and now she pays her court to the 
puffing chaplain ! Hast thou never observed, my Bowland, 
how oft she crosses the bridge to the yellow tower % What 
seeks she there % Old Kaltoff, the Dutchman, it can hardly 
be. I know she thinks to curry with my lord by pretending 
to love locks and screws and pistols and such-like. * But why 
should she haunt the place when my lord is not there ? ' you 
will ask. Her pretence will hold the better for it, no doubt, 
and Caspar will report concerning her. And if she pleases 
my lord well, who knows but he may give her a pair of watches 
to hang at her ears, or a box that Paracelsus himself could not 
open without the secret as well as the key % I have heard of 
both such. They say my lord hath twenty cartloads of quite 
as wonderful things in that vault he calls his Workshop. Hast 
thou never marked the huge cabinet of black inlaid with silver, 
that Stands by the wall — fitter indeed for my lady's Chamber 
than such a foul place 1 " 

" I have Seen it," answered Scudamore. 

" I Warrant me it hath störe of gewgaws fit for a duchess." 

'' Like enough," assented Eowland, 

" If Mistress Dorothy were to find the way through my 
lord's favour into that cabinet — truly it were nothing to thee 
or me, Kowland." 

" Assuredly not. It would be my lord's own business." 
• " Once upon a time I was sent to carry my young Lady 
Eaven thither — to see my lord earn his bread, as said my 
lady : and what should my lord but give her no less than a 
ball of silver which, thrown into a vessel of water at any 
moment would plainly teil by how much it rose above the top, 
the very hour and minute of the day or night, as well and truly 
as the Castle clock itself. Teil me not, Bowland, that the 
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damsel hath no design in it. Her looks betoken a better 
wisdom. Doth she not, I ask your honesty, far more resemble 
a nose-pinched Poritan than a loyal maiden 1 '' 

Thus amongst the apple-blossoms talked Amanda Serafina. 

''Prithee, be not too severe with my cousin, Amanda/' 
pleaded Scudamore. " She is much too sober to please my 
fancy, bat wherefore should I for that hate her ) And if she 
hath something the look of a long-faced fanatic, thou must 
think she hath but now, as it were, lost her mother." 

" But now ! And I never knew mine ! Ah, Bowland, how 
lonely is the world ! " 

*' Loyely Amanda ! " said Bowland. 

So they passed from the orchard and parted, fearful of being 
missed. 

How should such a pair do bat after its kind 1 Life was 
dull without love-making, so they made it» And the more 
they made, the more they wanted to make, ontil casual en- 
connters woold no longer serve their tum. 



CHAPTEE XIX, 

THE ENCHANTED CHAIR, 

In the Castle things went on much the same, nor did the 
gathering tumult without wake more than an echo within. 
Yet a cloud slowly deepened upon the brow of the marquis, 
and a look of disquiet, to be explained neither by the more 
frequent retums of his gout, nor by the more lengthened 
absences of his favoarite son. In his judgment the king 
was losing ground, not only in England but in the deeper 
England of its men. Lady Margaret also, for all her natural 
good spirits and lightheartedness, showed a more continuous 
anxiety than was to be accounted for by her lord's absences 
and the dangers he had to encounter : little Molly, the 
treasure of her heart nezt to her lord, had never been other 
than a delicate child, but now had begun to show signs of 
worse than weakness of Constitution, and the heart of the 
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mother was perpetually brooding over the ever-present idea of 
her sickly darling. 

Bat she always did her endeavour to dear the sky of her 
countenance before sitting down with her father-in-law at the 
dinner-table, where still the marquis had his jest almost as 
regularly as his claret, although varying more in quality and 
quantity both — now teasing his son Charles about the holes 
in his pasteboard, as he styled the casüe walls : now his 
daughter Anne about a design, he and no one eise attributed 
to her, of tuming Protestant and marrying Dr. Bayly ; now 
Dr. Bayly about his having been discoyered blowing the 
organ in the chapel at high mass, as he said ; for when no 
new joke was at band he was fain to content himself with 
falling back upon old one& The first of these mentioned 
was founded on the fact, as undeniable as deplorable, of the 
weakness of many portions of the defences, to remedy which, 
as far as might be, was for the present Lord Gharles's chief 
endeavour, wherein he had the best possible adviser^ engineer, 
Superintendent, and workman, all in the person of Caspar 
Kaltoff. The second jest of the marquis was a pure invention 
upon the liking of Lady Anne for the Company and conversa- 
tion of the worthy chaplain. The last mentioned was but an 
exaggeration of the following fact. 

One evening the doctor came upon young Delaware, loiter- 
ing about the door of the chapel, with as disconsolate a 
look as his lovely sightless face was ever seen to wear, and, 
inquiring what was amiss with him, leamed that he could 
find no one to blow the organ bellows for him. The youth 
had for years, boy as he still was, found the main solace of 
his blindness in the chapel-organ, upon which he would haye 
played from moming to night could he have got any one to 
blow as long. The doctor, then, finding the poor boy panting 
for music like the hart for the water-brooks, but with no 
Jacob to roll the stone from the welPs mouth that he might 
water the fiocks of his thirsty thoughts, made willing proffer 
of his own exertions to blow the bellows of the organ, so long 
as the somewhat wheezy bellows of his body would submit 
to the task. By degrees however the good doctor had become 
so absorbed in the sounds that rushed, now wailing, now 
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jubilant^ now tender as a twilight wind, now imperioas as 
the Yoice of the war-tempest, from the fingers of the raptured 
boy, that the reading of the first yesper-psalm had commenced 
while he was yet watcMng the slow rising index, in the 
ezpectation that the organist was about to resume. The 
Yoice of his Irish brother-chaplain, Sir Toby Mathews, ronsed 
bim from his reverie of delight, and as one ashamed he stole 
away through the door that led from the little organ loft 
into the minstrels' gallery in the great hall» and so escaped 
the Catholic service, bat not the marquis's roasting. Whether 
the mnsic had any share in the fact that the good man died 
a good Catholic at last, I leaye to the speculation of who list. 

Lady Margaret continued unchangingly kind to Dorothy ; 
and the tireless efforts of the girl to amuse and please poor 
little MoUy, whom the growing warmth of the season seemed 
to haye no power to reyive, awoke the deep gratitude of a 
mother. This, as well as her husband's absences,. may have 
had something to do with the interest she began to take in 
the eugine of which Dorothy had assumed the Charge, for 
which she had always hithwto expressed a special dislike» 
professing to regard it as her rival in the affections of her 
hosband, but afber which she would now inquire as Sorothy's 
baby, and eyen listen with patience ta her expositions of its 
wonderfui construction and capabilities. Ere long Dorothy 
had a tale to teil her in connection with the . engine, which, 
although simple and uneyentfiil enough, she yet found con- 
siderably more interesting, as inyolying a good deal of at 
least mental adyenture on the part of her young cousin. 

One eyening, afber playing with little Molly for an hour, 
then pntting her to bed and standing by her crib until she feil 
asleep, Dorothy ran to see to her other baby ; f(»r the dstem 
had fallen rather lower than she thought well, and she was 
going to fill it She found Caspar had lighted the foraace as 
she had requested; E^e set the engine going, and it soon 
warmed to its work. 

The place was hot, and Dorothy was tired. Bat where in 
that wide and not oyer-dean place should she find anything 
fitter than a grindstone to sit npon t Neyer yet^ throagh all 
her acqoaintance with the Workshop, had she once seated her- 
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Belf in it Looking about, however, she soon espied, almost 
hidden in the comer of a recess behind the fumace, what 
seemed an ordinary chair, such as stood in the great hall for 
the use of the family when anything special was going on 
there. With some trouble she got it out^ dusted it, and set it 
as far from the fumaoe as might be, consistenüj with watching 
the motions of the engine. But the moment she sat down in 
it, she was canght and pinned so fast that she could scarcely 
stir band or foot, and could no more leaye it again than if she 
had been paralysed in every limb. One scream she uttered 
of mingled Indignation and terror, fancying herseif seized bj 
human arms j but when she found herseif only in the power 
of one of her cousin's curiosities, she speedily quieted herseif 
and rested in peace, for Caspar always paid a visit to the 
Workshop the last thing before going to bed. The pressure of 
the Springs that had closed the trap did not hurt her in the 
least — she was indeed hardly sensible of it ; but when she 
made the least attempt to stir, the thing showed itself immoy- 
ably locked, and she had too much confidence in the workman- 
ship of her cousin and Caspar to dream of attempting to open 
it: that she knew must be impossible. The worst that 
threatened her was that the engine might require some atten- 
tion before the hour, or perhaps two, which must elapse ere 
Caspar came would be over, and she did not know what the 
consequenees might be. 

As it happened, however, something either in the powder- 
mill or about the defences detained Caspar far beyond his 
usual hour for retiring, and the sultriness of the weather 
having caused him a headache, he represented to himself that, 
with Mistress Dorothy tending the engine, who knew where 
she would be sure to find him upon the least occasion, there 
could be no härm in his going to bed without paying his usual 
precautionary visit to the keep. 

So Dorothy sat, and waited in vain. The last drops of the 
day trickled down the side of the world, the night filled the 
crystal globe from its bottom of rock to its cover of blue sether, 
and the red glow of the furnace was all that lighted the place. 
She waited and waited in her mind ; but Caspar did not come. 
She began to feel miserable. The furnace fire sank, and the 
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rush of the \yater grew slower and slower, and ceased. Caspar 
did not come. The fire sank lower and lower, its red eye 
dimmed, darkened, went out Still Caspar did not come. 
Faint fears began to gather about poor Dorothy's heart. It 
was clear at last that there she must be all the night long, 
and who could teil how far into the moming % It was good 
the night was warm, but it would be very dreary. And then 
to be fized in one position for so long I The thought of it 
grew in misery faster than the thing itself. The greater 
torment lies always in the foreboding. She feit almost as if 
she were buried alive. Having their hands tied even, is enough 
to drive streng men almost crazy. Nor, firm of heart as she • 
was, did no evils of a more undefined and less resistible 
character claim a share in her fast-rising apprehensions j she 
began to discover that she too was assailable by the terror of 
the night, although she had not hitherto been aware of it, no 
one knowing what may lie unhatched in his mind, waiting 
the concurrence of vital conditions. 

Bat Dorothy was better able to bear up nnder such assaults 
than thousands who believe nothing of many a hideous marvel 
commonly accepted in her day ; and anyhow, the unavoidable 
must be encountered, if not with indifference, yet with what 
courage may be found responsive to the call of the will. So, 
with all her energy, a larger störe than she knew, she braced 
herseif to endure. As to any attempt to make herseif heard, 
she knew from the first that was of doubtful result, and now 
must certainly be of no avail when all but the warders were 
asleep. But to spend the night thus was a far less evil than 
to be discovered by the staring domestics, and exposed to the 
open merriment of her friends, and the hidden mockery of her 
enemies. As to Caspar, she was certain of his silence. So 
she sat on, like the lady in Gomus, *' in stony fetters fized and 
motionless ; " only, as she said to herseif, there was no atten- 
dant spirit to summon Caspar, who alone could take the part 
of Sabrina, and '' unlock the clasping charm." Little did 
Dorothy think, as in her dreary imprisonment she recalled 
that manrellous embodiment of unified strength and tender- 
ness, as yet unacknowledged of its author, that it was the 
work of the same detestable fanatic who wrote those appalling 
*' Animadversions, &c." 
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She grew chilly and cramped. The night passed yery 
bIowIj. She dozed and woke, and dozed again. At last^ 
from very weariness of both soul and body, she feil into a 
troubled sleep, from which she woke suddenly witb the 
sound in her ears of volces whispering. The confidence of 
Lord Herbert, both in the evil renown of his wizard cave 
and the character of his father's household, seemed mistaken. 
Still the subdued manner of their conversation appeared to 
indicate it was not without some awe that the Speakers, 
whoever they were, had ventured within the forbidden pre- 
cincts ; their whispers, indeed, were so low that she could not 
say of either voice whether it belonged to man or woman. 
Her first idea was to deliver herseif from the unpleasantness 
of her enforced espial by the utterance of some frightful cry 
such as would at the same time punish with the pains of 
terror their foolhardy intrusion. Bat the spur of the 
moment was seldom indeed so sharp with Dorothy as to 
drive her to act without refiection, and a moment showed 
her that such persons being in the marquis's household as 
would meet in the middle of the night, and on prohibited 
ground, apparently for the sake of avoiding discovery, and 
even then talked in whispers, he had a right to know who 
they were ; to act from her own feelings merely would be to 
fail in loyalty to the head of the house. Who could teil what 
might not be involved in it ? For was it not thus that con- 
spiracy and treason walked % And any alarm given them now 
might destroy every chance of their discovery. She compelled 
herseif therefore to absolute stillness, immeasurably wretched, 
with but one comfort — no small one, however, although nega- 
tive — that their words continued inaudible, a fact which 
doubtless saved much dispute betwixt her propriety and her 
loyalty. 

Long time their talk lasted. Every now and then they 
would Start and listen — so Dorothy interpreted sudden silence 
and broken renewals. The genius of the place, although 
braved, had yet his terrors. At length she heard something 
like a half-conquered yawn, and soon after the voices ceased. 

Again a weary time, and once more she feil asleep. She 
woke in the grey of the moming, and after yet two long hours, 
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bat of more hopefol waiting, ehe heard Caspar's welcome foot- 
steps, and summoned all her strength to avoid breaking dowu 
on bis entrance. His first look of amazement she tried to 
answer with a smile, but at the expression of pitiful dismay 
whicb foUowed when another glance had revealed tbe cause 
of her presence, she borst iuto tears. The honest man was 
fall of compunctious distress at the sight of the suffering his 
breach of custom had so cruelly prolonged. 

'' And I haf bin slap in mine bed 1 " he ezclaimed with 
horror at the contrast 

Had she been his daughter and his mistress both in one, 
he could not have treated her with greater respect or tender 
ness. Of coarse he set about relieving her at once, but this 
was by no means such an easy matter as Dorothy had 
expected. For the key of the chair was in the black cabinet ; 
the black cabinet was secured with one of Lord Herbert's 
marvellous locks ; the key of that lock was in Lord Herbert's 
pocket, and Lord Herbert was either in bed at Chepstow or 
Monmouth or üsk or Gaerlyon, or on horseback somewhere 
eise, nobody in Eaglan knew where. But Caspar lost no time 
in unavailing moan. He proceeded at once to light a fire on 
his forge hearth, and in the course of a few minutes had 
fashioned a picklock, by means of which, after several trials 
and alterations, at length came the welcome sound of the 
yielding bolts, and Dorothy rose from the terrible chair. 
But so benumbed were all her limbs that she escaped being 
relocked in it only by the quick interposition of Caspar's arms. 
He led her about like a child, until at length she found them 
sufficiently restored to adventure the journey to her Chamber, 
and thither she slowly crept. Few of the household were 
yet astir, and she met no one. When she was covered up in 
bed, then first she knew how cold she was, and feit as if she 
should never be warm again. 

At last she feil asleep, and slept long and soundly. Her 
maid went to call her, but finding it difficult to wake her, left 
her asleep, and did not return until breakfast was over. Then 
finding her still asleep she became a little anxious, and meet- 
ing Mistress Amanda, told her she was afraid Mistress Dorothy 
was ilL But Mistress Amanda was herseif sleepy and cross, 
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and gave her a sharp answer, whereupon the girl went to Lady 
BroughtoD. She, however, being on her way to morning mass, 
for it was Sunday, told her to let Mistress Dorothy have her 
sleep out. 

The noise of horses* hoofs upon the paving of the stone 
court roused her, and then in came the sounds of the organ 
from the chapel. She rose confounded, and huriying to the 
Window drew back the curtain. The same moment Lord 
Herbert walked from the hall into the fountain-court in 
riding dress, foUowed by some forty or fifby officers, the 
noise of whose armour and feet and voices dispelled at once 
the dim Sabbath feeling that hung vapour-like about the 
place. They gathered around the white horse, leaning or 
sitting on the marble basin, some talking in eager groups, 
others folding their arms in silence, listening, or lost heedless 
in their own thoughts, while their leader entered the stair- 
case door at the right-hand corner of the westem gate, the 
nearest way to his wife's apartment of the building. 

Now Dorothy had gone to sleep in perplexity, and all 
through her dreams had been trying to answer the question 
what course she should take with regard to the nocturnal 
intrusion. If she told Lady Margaret she could but go with 
it to the marquis, and he was but just recovering from an 
attack of the gout, and ought not to be troubled ezcept it were 
absolutely necessary. Was it, or was it not, necessary ? Or 
was there no one eise to whom she might with propriety 
betake herseif in her doubt — Lord Charles or Dr. Bayly? 
But here now was Lord Herbert come back, and doubt there 
was none any more. She dressed herseif in tremulous haste, 
and hurried to Lady Margaretes room, where she hoped to see 
him. No one was there, and she tried the nursery, but find- 
ing only Molly and her attendant, returned to the parlour, 
and there seated herseif to wait, supposing Lady Margaret and 
he had gone together to morning service. 

They had really gone to the oak parlour, whither the 
marquis generally made his first move after an attack that 
had confined him to his room; for in the large window of 
that parlour, occupying nearly the whole side of it towards 
the moat^ he generally sat when well enough to be about and 
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take cognisance of what was going on ; and there they now 
found him. 

" Welcome home, Herbert ! " he said kindly, holding out 
bis band. '^ And bow does my wild Irisbwoman tbis moming ? 
Crying ber eyes out because ber busband is come back, eb ? — 
But, Herbert, lad, wbence is all tbat noise of spurs and scab- 
bards — and in tbe fountain court, tool I beard tbem go 
clanking and clattering tbrougb tbe ball like a torrent of 
steel! Here I sit, a poor gouty old man, deserted of my 
cbildren and servants — all gone to cburcb — to serve a better 
Master — not a page or a maid left me to send out to see and 
bring me word wbat is tbe occasion tbereof 1 I was on tbe 
point of bobbling to tbe door myself wben you cama" 

"Being on my way to tbe forest of Dean, my lord, and 
Coming round by Raglan to inquire after you and my lady, 
I did bring witb me some of my officers to dine and drink 
your lordsbip's bealtb on oür way." 

'' You sball all be welcome, tbougb I fear I sball not make 
one," said tbe marquis, witb a grimace, for just tben be bad a 
twinge of tbe gout. 

" I am sorry to see you suffer, sir," said bis son, 

''Man is born unto trouble as tbe sporks fly upward," 
retumed tbe marquis, giving a kick witb tbe leg wbicb con- 
tained bis inberitance ; and tben came a pause, during wbicb 
Lady Margaret left tbe room. 

"My lord," said Herbert at lengtb, witb embarrassment, 
and forcing bimself to speak, "I am sorry to trouble you 
again, after all tbe money, enougb to build tbis Castle from 
tbe foundations " 

"Ab ! ba I " interjected tbe marquis, but Lord Herbert went 
on — 

" wbicb you bave already spent on bebalf of tbe king, my 
master, but " 

"Fottr master, Herbert!" said tbe marquis testily. 
« WeU ] " 

" I must bave some more money for bis pressing necessities.'' 
In bis self-compulsion be bad stumbled upon tbe wrong word. 

" Must you \ " cried tbe. marquis angrily. " Pray take it." 

And drawing tbe keys of bis treasury from tbe pocket of 
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his frieze coat, he threw them down on the table before hinu 
Lord Herbert reddened like a girl, and looked as mach 
abashed as if he had been caught in something of which he 
was ashamed. One moment he stood thus, then said — 

**Sir, the word was out before I was aware. I do not 
intend to put it into force. I pray will you put up your key 

again 1 " 

"Truly, son," replied the marquis, still testily, but in a 
milder tone, " I shall think my keys not safe in my pocket 
whilst you have so many swords by your side ; nor that I 
have the command of my house whilst you have so many 
officers in it ; nor that I am at my own disposal, whilst you 
have so many Commanders." 

"My lord," replied Herbert, "I do not intend that they 
shall stay in the Castle \ I mean they shall be gone." 

" I pray, let them. And have care that must do not stay 
behind," said the marquis. " But let them have their dinner 

first, lad." 

Lord Herbert bowed, and lefb the room. Thereupon, in 
the presence of Lady Margaret, who just then re-entered, 
good Dr. Bayly, who, uaperceived by Lord Herbert in his 
pre-occupation, had been present during the interview, 
stepped up to the marquis and said — 

«My good lord, the honourable confidence your lordship 
has reposed in me boldens me to do my duty as, in pari at 
least, your lordship's humble spiritual adviser." 

" Thou shouldst want no boldening to do thy duty, doctor,** 
said the marquis, making a wry face. 

" May I then beg of your lordship to consider whether you 
have not been more severe with your noble son than the 
occasion demanded, seeing not only was the word uttered by 
a lapse of the tongue, but yourself heard my lord express 
much sorrow for the overslip 1 " 

" What ! " said Lady Herbert, something merrily, but look- 
in» in the face of her father-in-law with a little anziona 
questioning in her eyes, " has my lord been falling out with 

my Ned \ " 

" Hark ye, daughter ! " answered the marquis, his face beaxn- 
ing with restored good-humour, for the twinge in his toe had 
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abatedy '^and 70a too, my good chaplain ! — ^if 1x17 son be de- 
jected, I can raise him when I please ; bat it is a qaestion, if 
he should once take a head, whether I could bring him lower 
when I list. Ned was not wont to use such courtship to me, 
and I believe he intended a better word for his father; bat 
fiuf^ was for the king." 

Betaming to her own room, Lad7 Margaret foand Doroth7 
waiting for her. 

"Well, in7 little lig-a-bedl" she said sweetl7, "what is 
amisB with thee % Thoa lookest bat soberl7.'' 

" I am well, madam ; and that I look 8oberl7/' said Doroth7, 
" 70U will not wonder when I teil 70a wherefore. Bat first, 
if it please 70a, I would pra7 for m7 lord's presence, that he 
too ma7 know all.'' 

<*Hol7 motherl what is the matter, child?" cried Lad7 
Margaret^ of late easil7 fluttered. " Is it m7 Lord Herbert 
70a mean, or m7 Lord of Worcester ) " 

"M7 Lord Herbert, m7 lad7. I dread lest he shoald be 
gone ere I haye foand a time to teil him." 

"He rides again after dinner," said Lad7 Margaret. 

*^ Then, dear m7 lad7, if 70a woald keep me from great 
doabt and disqaiet, let me have the ear of m7 loid for a few 
moments." 

Lad7 Margaret rang for her page, and sent him to find his 
master and reqaest his presence in her parloar. 

Within five minates Lord Herbert was with them, and 

within five more Doroth7 had ended her tale of the night, 

anintemipted save b7 Lad7 Margaretes exclamations of S7m- 

path7. 

" And now, m7 lord, what am I to do f ** she asked in con* 

clasion. 

Lord Herbert made no answer for a few moments, bat 
walked ap and down the room. Doroth7 thoaght he looked 
angr7 as well as troabled. He barst at length into a laagh, 
however, and said merril7 — 

" I hare it, ladies I I see how we ma7 save m7 father mach 
anno7ance withoat concealment, for nothing must be concealed 
from him that in an7 wa7 concems the hoase. Bat the anno7- 
ance arising from an7 direct attempt at discovering the wrong- 
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doers would be endless, and its failure almost certain. Bat 
now, as I would plan it, instead of trouble my father shall 
have laughter, and instead of annoyance such a jest as may 
make him good amends for the wrong done him by the breach 
of bis housebold laws. Caspar bas explained to you all con- 
cerning the water-works, I believe, cousin 1 " 

" All, my lord. I may witbout presumption affirm that I 
can, so long as tbere arises no misbap, witb my own band 
govem tbem all. Caspar bas for many weeks left everytbing 
to me, save indeed tbe Hgbting of the furnace-fire." 

" That is as I would have it, cousin. So soon then as it is 
dark tbis evening, you will together, you and Caspar, set the 
Springs whicb lie under tbe first stone of tbe paving of the 
bridge. Thereafter, as you know, tbe first foot set upon it 
will drop the drawbridge to tbe stone bridge, and tbe same 
instant convert the two into an aqueduct, filled witb a rushing 
torrent from tbe reservoir, whicb will sweep the intruders 
away. Before they shall have eitber gatbered tbeir discom- 
fited wits or raised tbeir prostrate bonos, my father will be 
out upon tbem, nor shall they find shelter for tbeir sbame ere 
every soul in tbe Castle bas witnessed tbeir disgrace." 

'' I bad thought of the plan, my lord ; but I dreaded tbe 
punishment might be too severe, not knowing what the water 
might do upon tbem.'' 

" Tbere will be no danger to lifo, and little to limb," said 
bis lordship. ''The torrent will cease flowing tbe moment 
they are swept from tbe bridge. But they shall be both 
bruised and shamed ; and," added bis lordship, witb an oath 
such as seldom crossed bis lips, '' in such times as these, they 
will well deserve what shall befall tbem. Intruding bounds I 
But you must take beed, cousin Dorothy, that you 
forget not that you have yourself done. Should you have 
occasion to go on the bridge after setting your vermin-trap, 
you must not omit to place your feet precisely wbere Caspar 
will show you, eise you will have to ride a watery horse balf- 
way, maybap to the marble one — except indeed he throw you 
from bis back against the chapel-door." 

Wben her husband talked in long sentences, as be was not 
imfrequently given to do, Lady Margaret, even wben tbeir se- 
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quences were not very clear, seldom interrupted him : she had 
leamed that shegained more by letting him talkon ; for how- 
ever drcuitous the route he luight take, he never forgot where 
he was going. He might obscure his object, but there it always 
was. He was now again Walking ap and down the room, and, 
perceiving that he had not yet arranged all to his satisfaction^ 
she watched him with merriment in her Irish eyes, and waited. 

*' I have it ! " he cried again. " It shall be so, and my father 
shall thns have immediate notica The nights are weekly 
growing warmer, and he will not therein be tempted to his 
hurt. Our trusty and well-beloved cousin Dorothy, we here- 
with, in presence of our liege and lovely lady, appoint theo 
our deputy doring our absence. No one but thyself hath a 
right to cross the bridge after dark, save Caspar and the 
goremor, whom with my father I shaU inform and warn con- 
ceming what is to be done. But I will myself adjust the 
escape, so that the torrent shall not fall too powerful ; Caspar 
must connect it with the drawbridge, whose fall will then open 
it. And pray remind him to see first that all the hinges and 
joints concemed be well greased, that it may fall instantly.'' 

So saying, he left the room, and sought out Caspar, with 
whom he contrived the nnging of a bell in the marquis's 
Chamber by the drawbridge in its fall, the aiTangement for 
which Caspar was to carry out that same evening after dark. 
He next sought his father, and told him and his brother Charles 
the whole story ; nor did he find himself wrong in his expecta- 
tion that the prospect of so good a jest would go far to console 
the marquis for the annoyance of finding that his household 
was not quite such a pattern one as he had supposed. That 
there was anything of conspiracy or treachery involved, he did 
not for a moment believe. 

After dinner, while the horses were brought out, Lord 
Herbert went again to his wife*s room. There was little Molly 
waiting to bid him good-bye, and she sat upon his knee until 
it was time for him to go. The child's looks made his heart 
sad, and his wife could not restrain her tears when she saw 
him gaze upon her so moumfully. It was with a heavy heart 
that, when the moment of departure came, he rose, gave her 
into her mother's arms, clasped them both in one embrace. 
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and harried firom the room. He onght to be a noble kmg for 
whom tach men and women make such sacrifices. 

To witne88 such devotion on the part of penonages to whom 
•he looked up with such respect and confidence, wonld hare 
been in iUelf more than sufficient to secoie for its object the 
unqaettioning partisanship of Dorothy; parfeisan alieady, ife 
raised her prejudice to a degree of wonhip which greatly 
narrowed what she took for one of thewidest gnlfa separatiiig 
her f rom the creed of her friends. The favonrite dogma of the 
•choolmaster-kingy the offspring of his pride and weakness, 
had found fitting soll in Dorothy. When, in the natural growth 
of tho confidence reposed in her by her protectors, ehe came 
to have some idea of the immensity of the sums spent by them 
on behalf of his son, had, indeed, ere the close of another year 
read the king's own handwriting and Signatare in acknowledg- 
xnent of a debt of a quarter of a million, she took it only as an 
additional sign — for additional proof there was no room — of 
thoir ever admirable devotion to his divine right That the 
niarquis and his son were Catholics served bat to glorify the 
right to which a hostile faith yielded such practical homage. 

Immediately after nightfaU she repaircd to Caspar, and 
between them everything was speedily arranged for the carry- 
ing out of Lord Herbert's counter-plot 

But night after night passed, and the bell in the marquis's 
room remained voiceless. 



OHAPTER XX. 

MOLLY AND THE WHITE HORSE. 

Meantimb Lord Herbert came and went. There was fighting 
here and fighting there, Castles takeu, defended, re-taken, here 
a little Buccess and there a worse loss, now on this side and 
now on that ; bat still, to say the best, the king's affairs made 
little progress ; and for Mary Somerset, her body and soul 
made progress in opposite directions. 

There was a stränge pleasant mixture of sweet fretfulness 
and trusting appeal in her. Ghildren suffer less because they 
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feel tbat all is right when father or mother is with them ; 
grown people from whom this faith has vanished ere it has led 
them to its original fact, may well be miserable in tbeir sick- 
nesse& She lay moaning one night in her crib, when suddenly 
she opened her eyes and saw her mother's band pressed to 
her forehead. She was imitative, like most children, and had 
8ome very old-fashioned ways of speecL 

'< Have you got a beadache, madam f " she asked. 
Yes, my MoUy," ansvrered her mother. 
Then you will go to Mother Mary. She will take you on 
her knee, madauL Mothers is for headaches. Oh me! my 
beadache, madam ! " 

The poor mother tumed away. It was more than she 
conld bear alone. Dorothy entered the room, and she rose 
and left it, tbat she might go to Mother Mary as the child had 
Said. 

Dorotby's cares were divided between the daties of naiad 
and nursemaid, for the child clung to her as to no one eise 
except her mother. The thing tbat pleased her best was to 
see the two whale-like spouts rise suddenly from the nostrils 
of the great white horse, corve away from each other aloft in 
the air, and fall back into the basin on each side of bim. 
*' See horse spout/' she wonld say moanfully ; and tbat instant, 
if Dorothy was not present, a messenger would be despatched 
to her. On a bright day this would happen repeatedly. For 
the sake of renewing her delight, the instant she tumed from 
it, satisfied for the moment, the fountain ceased to play, and 
the horse remained spoutless, awaiting the revival of the 
darling's desire ; for she was not content to see bim spouting ; 
she must see bim spout. Then again she would be carried 
forth to the verge of the marble basin, and gazing up at the 
rearing animal would say, in a tone daintily wavering betwixt 
entreaty and command, " Spout, horse, spout," and Dorothy, 
looking down from the far-off summit of the tower, and dis- 
tinguishing by the attitude of the child the moment when she 
uttered her desire, would instantly, with one turn of her band, 
send the captive water shooting down its dark Channel to 
reascend in sunny freedom. 

If little Mary Somerset was counted a stränge child, the 
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wisdom with which she was wise is no more unnatural becaase 
few possess it, than the death of such is premature becaase 
they are yet children. They are small fruits whose ripening 
has outstripped their growth. Of such there are some who, 
by the hot-house assiduities of their friends, heating them with 
sulphurous stoves, and watering them with subacid Solutions, 
ripen into insufferable prigs. For them and for their families it 
is well that Death the gardener should speedily remove them 
into the open air. But there are others, who, ripening from 
natural, that is, divine causes and influences, are the daintiest 
little men and women, gentle in the utmost peeyishness oi 
their lassitude, generous to share the gifts they most prize, and 
divinely childlike in their repentances. Their falling from the 
stalk is but the passing from the arms of their mothers into 
those of — God knows whom, — which is more than enough. 

The chief part of little Molly's religious lessons, I do not 
mean training, consisted in a prayer or two in rhyme, and a 
few Verses of the kind then in use among Catholics. Here is 
a prayer which her nurse taught her, as old, I take it, as 
Ghaucer's time at least : — 

" Hall be thou, Mary, that high Bittest in throne 1 
I beseech thee, sweet lady, grant me my boon — 
Jesus to love and dread, and my life to amend soon, 
And bring me to that bliss that never shaU be done.' 

And here are some verses quite as old, which her mother 
taught her. I give them believing that in understanding and 
Coming nearer to our fathers and mothers who are dead, we 
understand and come nearer to our brothers and sisters who 
are alive. I change nothing but the spelling, and a few of 
the forms of the words. 

" Jesu, Lord, that madest me, 

And with Thy blessed blood hast bonght^ 
Forgive that I have grieved Thee 
With Word, with will, and eke with thought 

'* Jesu, for Thy wounds' smart, 

On feet and on Thine handis two, 
Make me meek and low of heart. 
And Thee to love as I should do. 



'* Jesu, grant me mine asking, 
Perfeot patienoe in my diseases 
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" And never maj I do ihai thing 

That shoold Thee in any wise diaplease. 

'* Jesu, most comfort for to see 
Of Thy saints every one, 
Comfort them that carefnl be, 
And help them that be woe-begone. 

" Jesu, keep them that be good, 

And amend them that have grieved Thee, 
And send them finita of early food, 
As each man ueedcth in his degree. 

" Jesu, that art, withont lies, 
Almighty God in Trinity, 
Gease these wars, and send us peace 
With lasting loye and charity. 

'* Jesn, that art the ghostly stone 

Of all holy Ghnrch in middle-earth, 
Bring Thy folds and flocks in one. 
And rule them. rightly with one herd. 

" Jesn, for Thy blissf ul blood, 

Bring, if thou wilt, those souls to bliss 
From whom I have had any good, 
And spare that they haye done amisa." 

This old-fashioned hymn Lady Margaret had learned from 
her grandmother, who was an Englishwoman of the pale. She 
also had learned it from her grandmother. 

One day, by some accident, Dorothy had not reached her 
post of naiad before Molly arrived in presence of her idol, 
the white horse, her usual application to which was thence for 
the moment in vain. Having waited about three seconds in 
perfect patience, she tumed her head slowly round, and 
gazed in her nurse's countenance with large questioning eyes, 
bat said nothing. Then she tumed again to the horse. Pre- 
sently a smile broke over her face, and she cried in the tone 
of one who had made a great discovery — 

'' Horse has ears of stone : he cannot hear Molly." 

Instantly thereupon she tumed her facemp to Üie sky, and 
said — 

" Dear holy Mary, teil horse to spout." 

That moment up into the sun shot the two jets. Molly 
clapped her iittle hands with delight and cried — 
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''Thanks, dear lioly Marj! I knowed thou wonld do it 
for MoUy. Thanks, madam ! " 

The nurse told the story to her mistress, and she to Dorothy. 
It set both of them feeling, and Dorothy thinking besides. 

"It cannot be/* she thought, "but that a chfld's prayer 
will reach its goal, even should she tum her face to the west 
or the north instead of up to the heavens ! A prayer some- 
what differs from a holt or a bullet." 

" How you Protestants can live without a woman to pray 
to ! " said Lady Margaret. 

" Her Son Jesus never refused to hear a woman, and I see 
not wherefore I should go to His mother, madam," said 
Dorothy bravely. 

"Thou and I will not quarrel, Dorothy," retumed Lady 
Margaret sweetly ; " for sure am I that would please neither 
the one nor the other of them," 

Dorothy kissed her band, and the subject dropped. 

Afber that, MoUy never asked the horse to spout, or if she 
happened to do so, would correct herseif instantly, and tum 
her request to the Mother Mary. Nor did the horse ever 
fall to spout, notwithstanding an evil thought which arose 
in the protcstant part of Dorothy's mind — ^the temptation, 
namely, to try the effect upon Molly of a second failore. 
All the rest of her being on the instant tumed so violently 
Protestant against the Suggestion, that no parley with it was 
possible, and the conscience of her intellect cowered before 
the conscience of her heart. 

It was from this fancy of the child's for the spouting of the 
horse that it came to be known in the Castle that Mistress 
Dorothy was ruler of Eaglan waters. In Lord Herbert's 
absence not a person in the place but she and Caspar ander- 
stood their management, and ezcept Lady Margaret, the 
marquis, and Lord Charles, no one besides even knew of 
the existence of such a contrivance as the water-shoot or 
artificial cataract 

Every night Dorothy and Caspar together set the Springs 
of it, and every moming Caspar detached the lever connecting 
the stone with the drawbridge. 



( i6i ) 



CHAPTER XXL 

TUE D AMSEL WHICH FELL SICK. 

From within the great fortress, like the rough husk whence 
the green lobe of a living tree was about to break forth, a 
lovely child-sonl, that knew neitber of war nor ambition, 
knew indeed almost nothing save love and pain, was gently 
lising as firom tbe tomb. The bonds of the earthly life that 
bad for ever conferred upou it the rights and Privileges of 
bnmanity were giving way, and little, white-faced, big-eyed 
MoUy was leaidng father and mother and grandfather and 
Bpouting horse and aU, to find — ^whatf — to find what she 
wantedy and wait a little for what she loved. 

One soltry evening in the second week of Jane, the weather 
bad again got inside the inhabitants of the Castle, forming 
different combinations aecording to the local atmosphere it 
fonnd in each, Gloads had been slowly steaming up all day 
from several sides of the horizon, and as the sun went down, 
tbey met in the zenith. Not a wing seemed to be abroad 
under heaven, so stiU was the region of stonns. The air was 
bot and heavy and hard to breathe — whether from lack of life, 
OT too much of it, oppressing the narrow and weak recipients 
tbereof, as the sun oppresses and extinguishes earthly fires, I 
at least cannot say. It was weather that made some dogs bite 
tbeir masters, made most of the maids quarrelsome, and all 
the men bat one or two more or less sallen, made Dorothy 
sad, MoUy long after she knew not what, her mother weep, 
her grandfather feel himself growing old, and the hearts of 
all the lovers, within and withoat the Castle, throb for the 
comfort of each other's lonely society. The fish lay still in 
the ponds, the pigeons sat motionless on the roof-ridges, and 
the fountains did not play ; for Dorothy's heart was so heavy 
aboat Molly, that she had forgotten them. 

The marqais, fond of all bis grandchildren, had never taken 

L 
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special notice of MoUy beyond what she naturally claimed aa 
youngest Bat when it appeared that she was one of the 
spring-flowers of the human family, so soon withdrawing 
thither whence they come, he found that she began to pull 
at his heart, not merely with the attraction betwizt childhood 
and age, in which there is more than the poets have yet sang, 
but with the deamess which the growing shadow of death 
gives to all npon whom it gathers. The eyes of the child 
seemed t^ nestle into his bosom. Every moming he paid her 
a Visit, and every moming it was clear that little Molly's big 
heart had been waiting for him. The yoong as well as the 
old recognise that they belong to each other, despite the 
unwelcome intervention of wrinkles and baldness and tooth- 
lessness. MoUy's eyes brightened when she heard Ms steps 
at the door, and ere he had come within her sight, where she 
lay half-dressed on her mother's bed, tented in its tall carved 
posts and curtains of embroidered silk, the figures on which 
gave her so mach trouble all the half-delirious night long, her 
arms would be stretched out to him, and the words would 
be trembling on her Ups, " Prithee, teil me a tale, sir." 

" Which tale wouldst thou have, my Molly \ " the grandsire 
would say : it was the regulär form of each day's fresh saluta- 
tion ; and the little one would answer, " Of the good Jesu," 
generally adding, ''and of the damsel which feil sick and 
died." 

Tom as the country was, all the good grandparents, Catholic 
and Protestant, Boyalist and Puritan, told their children the 
same tales about the eame man ; and I suspect there was more 
then than there is now of that kind of oral teaching, for which 
any amount of books written for children is a sadly poor 
substituta 

Although Molly asked ofbenest for the tale of the damsel 
who came alive again at the word of the man who knew all 
about death, she did not limit her desires to the repetition of 
what she knew already ; and in order to keep his treasure 
supplied with things new as well as old, the marquis went the 
oftener to his Latin Bible to refresh his memory for MoUy's 
use, and was in both ways, in receiving and in giving, a gainer. 
When the old man came thus to pour out his wealth to the 
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cliildy Lady Margaret then first became aware what a depth 
both of religiouB knowledge and feeling there was in her father- 
in-law. Neither Sir Toby Mathews, nor Dr. Bayly, who also 
visited her at times, ever, with the torch of their talk, lighted 
the lamps behind those great eyes, whose glass was growing 
dull with the vapours from the grave j but her graudfather's 
voice, the moment he began to speak to her of the good Jesu, 
brought her soul to its Windows. 

This sultry evening Molly was restless. " Madam ! madam 1" 
she kept calling to her mother — ^for, like so many of such 
children, her manners and modes of speech resembled those 
of growu people. " What wouldst thou, chicken 1 " her mother 
would ask. '' Madam, I know not,'' the child would answer. 
Twenty times in an hour, as the evening went on, almost the 
same words would pass between them. At length, once more, 
*' Madam ! madam ! " cried the child. '^ What would my 
heart's treasuref said the mother; and Molly answered, 
*^ Madam, I would see the white horse spouf 

With a glance and sign to her mistress, Dorothy rose and 
crept from the room, crossed the court and the moat, and 
dragged her heayy heart up the long stair to the top of the 
keep. Arrived there, she looked down through a battlement, 
and fized her eyes on a certain window, whence presently she 
caught the wave of a signal-handkerchief. 

At the open window stood Lady Margaret with Molly in 
her arms. The night was so warm that the chUd could take 
no hurt ; and indeed what could hurt her, with the nameless 
fever-moth within, fretting a passage for the new-winged body 
which, in the pains of a second birth, struggled to break from 
its dying chrysalis. 

" Now, Molly, teil the horse to spout," said Lady Margaret, 
with such well-simulated cheerfulness as only mothers can put 
on with hearts ready to break. 

" Mother Mary, teil the horse to spout," said Molly ; and 
np went the watery parabolas. 

The old flame of delight flushed the child's cheek, like the 
flush in the heart of a white rose. But it died almost instantly, 
and murmuring, " Thanks, good madam I " whether to mother 
Mary or mother Margaret little mattered, Molly turned 
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bowards the bed, and her mother knew at her heart that the 
ohild Bought her last sleep — ^as we call it, Grod forgive us our 
Utile faith ! << Madam 1 " panted the cbild, as she laid her 
down. '* Darling ? " said the mother. '' Madam, I would see 
my lord marquis.'" '^I will send and ask him to come." 
" Let Bobert say that MoUy is going — going — where is Molly 
going, madam % *' " Going to mother Mary, child," answered 
Lady Margaret, choking back the sobs that would have kept 
the tears Company. " And the good Jesu %" " Yes." — ** And 
the good God over alH" "Yes, yes." "I wantto teil my 
lord marquis. Pray, madam, let him come, and quickly." 

His lordship entered, pale and panting. He knew the end 
was approaching. Molly stretched out to him one band in- 
stead of two, as if her hold upon earth were half yielded. He 
sat down by the bedside, and wiped his forehead with a sigh. 

" Theo tired too, marquis ? " asked the odd little love-bird. 

" Yes, I am tired, my Molly. Thou seest I am so fat." 

<' Shall I ask the good mother, when I go to her, to make 
theo spare like Molly 1 " 

'<No, Molly, thou need'st not trouble her about that. 
Ask her to make me good." 

'' Would it then be easier to make thee good thsm to make 
thee spare, marquis 1 " 

" No, child — much harder, alas ! " 

" Then why ? " began Molly ; but the marquis perceiv- 

ing her thought, made haste to prevent it, for her breath was 
Coming quick and weak. 

< 'But it is so much better worth doing, you see. If she makes 
me good, she will have another in heaven to be good to." 

"Then I know she will But I will ask her. Mother 
Mary has so many to mind, she might be forgetting." 

After this she lay very quiet with her band in his. All the 
Windows of the room were open, and from the chapel came 
the mellow sounds of the organ. Delaware had captured Tom 
Fool and got him to blow the bellows, and through the heavy 
air the music surged in. Molly was dozing a little, and she 
spoke as one that speaks in a dream. 

" The white horse i» spouting music," she said. " Look ! 
See how it goes up to mother Mary. She twists it round her 
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distaff and spins it with her spindle. See, marquis, see ! 
Spout, horse, spout." 

She lay silent again for a long time. The old man sat 
holding her hand ; her mother sat on the farther side of the 
bed, leaning against one of the foot-posts, and watching the 
white face of her darling with eyes in which love raled dis- 
traction. Dorothy sat in one of the window-seats, and listened 
to the music, which still came sarging in, for still the fool blew 
the bellows, and the blind youth Struck the keys. And still 
the clouds gathered overhead and sank towards the earth; 
and still the horse, which Dorothy had left spoating, threw up 
bis twin-fountain, whose musical plash in the basin as it feil 
mingled with the soands of the organ. 

** What is it % " said MoUy, waking ap. " Mjr head doth 
not ache, and my heart doth not beat, and I am not affrighted. 
What is it f I am not tired. Marqais, are yon no longer tired ? 
Ah, now I know 1 He cometh ! He is here ! — Marquis, the 
good Jesu wants MoUy's hand. Let Him have it, marquis. 
He is lifting me up. I am quite well — quite "— - 

The sentence remained broken. The hand which the 
marquis had yielded, with the awe of one in bodily presence 
of the Holy, and which he saw raised as if in the grasp of one 
invisible, feil back on the bed, and little MoUy was quite well. 

But she left sick hearts behind The mother threw herseif 
on the bed, and wailed aloud, The marquis burst into tears, 
left the room, and sought his study. Mechanically he took 
bis Confessio AmarUiSy and sat down, but never opened it ; rose 
again and took his Shakespere, opened it, but could not read ; 
rose once more, took his Yulgate, and read : 

" Quid turbamini, et ploratis 1 puella non est mortua, sed 
dormit." 

He laid that book also down, feil on his knees and prayed 
for her who was not dead but sleeping. 

Dorothy, filled with awe, rather from the presence of the 
mother of the dead than death itself, and feeling that the 
mother would rather be alone with her dead, also left the 
room, and sought her Chamber, where she threw herseif upon 
the bed. All was still save the plashing of the fountain, for 
the music from the chapel had ceased 
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The Btorm burst in a glare and a peaL The rain feil in 
straight lines and hnge drops, which came faster and faster, 
drowning the noise of the fountain, tili the sound of it on the 
many roofs of the place was like the trampling of an army of 
horsemen, and every spont was gurgling mnsically with füll 
throat The one court was fiUed with a clashing upon its 
pavement, and the other with a soft singing upon its grass, 
with which mingled a sound as of little castanets from the 
broad leaves of the water-lilies in the moat. Ever and anon 
came the lightning, and the great bass of the thunder to fiU 
up the psalm. 

At the first thunderclap Lady Margaret feil on her knees 
and prayed in an agony for the little soul that had gone forth 
into the midst of the storm. Like many women she had a 
horror of lightning and thunder, and it never came into her 
mind that she who had so loved to see the horse spout was 
far more likely to be revelling in the elemental tumult, with 
all the added ecstasy of newborn fireedom and health^ than to 
be trembling like her mortal mother below. 

Dorothy was not afraid, but she was heavy and weary ; the 
thander seemed to stun her and the lightning to take the 
power of motion from the shut eyelids through which it shone. 
She lay without moving, and at length feil fast asleep. 

To the marquis alone of the mourners the storm came as a 
relief to his overcharged spirit. He had again opened his 
New Testament, and tried to read j but if the truths which 
alone can comfort are not at such a time present to the spirit, 
the words that embody them will seldom be of much avaiL 
When the thunder burst he closed the book and went to the 
window, flung it wide, and looked out into the court Like 
a tide from the plains of innocent heaven through the saltiy 
passionate air of the world, came the coolness to his brow and 
heart. Ozygen, ozone, nitrogen, water, carbonic acid, isiti 
Doubtless — and other things, perhaps, which chemistry cannot 
detect Nevertheless, give its parts what names you will, its 
whole is yet the wind of the living God to the bodies of men, 
His spirit to their spirits, His breath to their hearts. When I 
leam that there is no primal intent — only chance — in the 
unspeakable joy that it gives, I shall cease to believe in 
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poetry, in music, in woman, in 6od. Nay, I must have already 
ceased to believe in God ere I could believe that the wind that 
bloweth where it listeth is free because God hath forgotten it, 
and that it bears from Hirn no message ta me. 



CHAPTER XXir. 

THE CATARACT. 

In ihe xaidst of a great psalm, on the geyser eolamn of which 
his spirit was borne heavenward, young Delaware all of a 
sudden found the keys dumb beneath his helpless fingers : 
the bellows was empty, the singing thing dead. He called 
aloud, and his voice echoed through ihe empty chapel, but 
no living response came back. Tom Fool had grown weary 
and forsaken him. Disappointed and baffled, he rose and left 
the chapely not immediately from the organ loft, by a door 
and a few upward steps through the wall to the minstrels' 
gallery,. as he had entered, bat by the south door into the 
court, his readiest way to reach the rooms he occupied with 
his father^ near the marquis's study. Hardly another door 
in either court was ever made fast ezcept this one, which, 
merely in self-administered flattery af his own consequence^ 
the conceited sacristan who assnmed charge of the key, always 
locked at night But there was no reason why Delaware 
should pay any respect to this, or hesitate to remove the bar 
securing one-half of the door, without which the lock retained 
no hold. 

Although Tom had indeed deserted his post, the Organist 
was mistaken as to the cause and mode of bis desertion : op- 
pressed like every one eise with the sultriness of the night, he 
had fallen fast asleep, leaning against the organ. The thunder 
only waked him sufficiently to render him capable of slipping 
from the stool on which he had lazily seated himself as he 
worked the lever of the bellöws, and stretching himself at 
füll length "upon the floor ; while the coolness that by degrees 
fiUed the air as the rain kep't pouring, made his sleep sweeter 
and deeper. He lay and snored tili midnight. 
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A bell rang in the marquis'B Chamber. 

It was one of hiB lordship's smaller economic maTimB that 
in every houAe, and the larger the house the more necessary 
its observance, the master thereof should have his private 
rooms as far apart from each other as might, with dae respeet 
to general fitness, be arranged for, in order that, to use his 
own figure, he might spread his skirts the wider over the 
place, and chiefly the part occupied by his own family and 
immediate attendants — thereby to give himself, without pay- 
ing more attention to such matters than he coold afford, a 
better chance of coming upon the trace of anything that 
happened to be going amiss. " For," he said, *' let a man have 
ever so many responsible persons about him, the final respon- 
sibility of his affairs yet retoms upon himself." Hence, while 
his bedroom was close to the main entrance, that is the gate 
to the stone court, the room he chose for retirement and study 
was over the westem gate, that of the fountain-court, nearly 
a whole side of the double quadrangle away from his bedroom, 
and still farther from the library, which was on the other side 
of the main entrance — wheuce, notwithstanding, he would 
himself, gout permitting, always fetch any book he wanted. 
It was, therefore, no wonder that, being now in his study, the 
marquis, although it rang loud, never heard the bell which 
Caspar had hung in his bedchamber. He was, however, at 
the moment, looking from a window which commanded the 
very spot — namely, the mouth of the archway — ^towards 
which the bell would have drawn his attention. 

The night was still, the rain was over, and although the 
moon was clouded, there was light enough to recognise aknown 
figure in any part of the court, ezcept the shadowed recess 
where the door of the chapel and the archway faced each other, 
and the door of the hall stood at right angles to both. 

Game a great clang that echoed loud through the court, 
foUowed by the roar of water. It sounded as if a captive 
river had broken loose, and grown suddenly frantic with 
freedom. The marquis could not help starting violenüy, for 
his nerves were a good deal shaken. The same instant^ ere 
there was time for a single conjecture, a torrent, visible by 
the light of its foam, shot from the archway, hurled itseif 
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against the chapel door, and vanisbed. Sad and starüed as 
lie wasy Lord Worcester, tequiring no ezplanation of the 
phenomenon now that it was completed, laughed aloud and 
liorried from the room. 

When he had screwed his unwieldy form to the bottom of 
the stair, and came out into the court, there was Tom Fool 
flying across the turf in mortal terror, his face white as another 
moon, and his hair standing on end — visibly in the dull moon* 
shine. 

His terror had either deafened him, or paralysed the nerves 
of his obedience, for the first call of his master was insuffi- 
cient to stop him. At the second, however, he halted, torned 
mechanically, went to him trembling, and stood before him 
speechless. Bat when the marquis, to satisfy himself that he 
was really as dry as he seemed, laid his band on his arm, the 
touch bronght him to himself, and, assisted by his master's 
questions, he was able to teil how he had fallen asleep in the 
chapel, had waked but a minute ago, had left it by the 
minstrels' gallery, had reached the floor of the hall, and was 
approaching the westem door, which was open, in order to 
cross the court, to his lodging near the watch-tower, when a 
hellish explosion, followed by the most frightful roaring, 
mingled with shrieks and demoniacal laughter, arrested him ; 
and the same instaut, through the open door, he saw, as plainly 
as he now saw his noble master, a torrent rush from the arch- 
way, füll of dim figures, wallowing and shouting. The same 
moment they all vanished, and the flood poured into the hall, 
wetting him to the knees, and almost carrying him ofif his legs. 

Here the marquis professed profoond astonishment, remark- 
ing that the water must indeed have been thickened with 
devils to be able to lay hold of Tom's legs. 

" Then,** porsaed Tom, reviving a little, " I summoned up 
all my conrage " 

'^ No great feat,'' said the marquis. 

But Tom went on unabashed. 

''I summoned up the whole of my conrage," he repeated, 
'' stepped out of the hall, carefully' examined the ground, 
looked through the archway, saw nothing, and was Walking 
slowly across the court to my lodging, pondering with myself 
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whether to call my lord govemor or Sir Toby Mathews, wheit 
I heard your lordship call me.*' 

"Tom I Tom I thou liest," said the marquis. "Thou wast 
running as if all the devüs in hell had been at thy heels." 

Tom turned deadly pale, a fresh access of terror overcoming 
his newborn hardihood. 

" Who were they, thinkest thou, whom thou sawest in the 
water, Tom % " resumed his master. " For what didst thou 

take them % " 

Tom shook his head with an awful significance, looked 

behind him, and said nothing. 

Perceiving there was no more to be got out of him, the 
marquis sent him to bed. He went off shivering and shaking. 
Three times ere he reached the watch-tower his face gleamed 
white over his Shoulder as he went. The next day he did not 
appear. He thought himself he was doomed, but his illnees 
^as only the prostration foUowing upon terror. 

In the Version of the story which he gave his fellow-servants, 
he doubtless mingled the after visions of his bed with what 
he had when half-awake seen and heard through the mists of 
his startled imagination. His tale was this — ^that he saw the 
moat swell and rise, boil over in a mass, and tumble into the 
court as fall of devils as it could hold, swimming in it, floating 
on it, riding it aloft as if it had been a horse ; that in a moment 
they had all yanished again, and that he had not a doubt the 
Castle was now swarming with them — ^in fact, he had heard 
them all the night long. 

The marquis walked up to the archway, saw nothing save 
the grim wall of the keep, impassiye as granite crag, and the 
ground wet a long way towards the white horse ; and never 
doubting he had lost his chance by taking Tom for the culprit, 
contented himself with the reflection that, whoever the night- 
Walkers were, they had received both a fright and a ducking, 
and betook himself to bed, where, falling asleep at length, he 
saw little MoUy in the arms of mother Mary, who, pre- 
sently, changing to his own Lady Anne that left him about 
a year before little Molly came, held out a band to bim 
to help him up beside them, whereupon the bubble sleep, 
unable to hold the swelling of his gladness, burst, and he 
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woke JQsfc as the first raya of the snn smote Üie gilded cock on 
the bell-tower. 

The noise of the fallmg drawbridge and ihe out-rnshing 
water had roused Dorothy also, with most of the lighter 
aleepers in the castle ; bnt when she, and all the rest whose 
Windows were to the fonntain-coort, ran to them and looked 
ont^ they saw nothing but the flight of Tom Fool across the 
toTfy its arrest by his master, and their foUowing Conference. 
The moon had broken through the douds, and there was no 
mistaking either of their persona. 

Meantime, inside the chapel door stood Amanda and 
Bowland, both dripping, and one of them crying as welL 
Thither, as into a safe harbonr, the sudden flood had cast 
them ; and it indicated no small amonnt of ready faculty in 
Scadamore that, half-stnnned as he was, he yet had the sense, 
ahnest ere he knew where he was^ to put up the long bar that 
secnred the door. 

All the time that the marqois was drawing his story from 
Tom, they stood trembling, in great bewilderment yet very 
sensible misery, broised, drenched, and horribly frightened, 
more even at what might be than by what had been. There 
was only one question, bat that was hard to answer : what 
were they to do next \ Amanda could contribute nothing 
towards its Solution, for tears and reproaches resolve no 
enigmas. There were many ways of issue, whereof Itowland 
knew several ; but their watery trail, if soon enough followed, 
wonld be their min as certainly as Hop-o'-my-Thumb's pebbles 
were safety to himself and his brothers. He stood, therefore, 
the yery bond slave of perplezity, ''and, like a neutral to his 
will and matter, did nothing." 

PresenÜy they heard the approaching step. of the marquis, 
which every one in the castle knew. It stopped within a few 
feet of them, and through the thick door they could hear his 
Short asthmatic breathing. 

They kept as still as their trembling, and the mad beating 
of their hearts, would permit Amanda was nearly out of her 
senses, and thought her heart was beating against the door, 
and not against her own rib& But the marquis never thought 
of the chapel, haying at once conduded that they had fled 
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tbrongli the open haD. Had he not» howeyer, been so weary 
and sad and listless, he wotdd probably have fonnd them, for 
he would at least have crossed the hall to look into the nezt 
court, and^ the moon now shining brightly, the absence of all 
track on the floor where the traces of the brief inandation 
ceased, would have anrelj indicated the direction in which 
they had sought refoge. 

The acme of terror happily endured but a moment. The 
sound of his departing footsteps took the ghoul from their 
hearts ; they began to breathe, and to hope that the danger 
was gone. But they waited long ere at last they ventured, 
like wild animals overtaken by the daylight, to creep out of 
their shelter and steal back like shadows — but separately, 
Amanda first, and Scudamore some slow minutes after — to 
their different quarters. The tracks they could not help leav- 
ing in-doors were dried up before the morning. 

Bowland had greater reason to fear discovery than any one 
eise in the Castle, save one, would in like circamstances have 
had, and that one was his bedfellow in the ante-chamber to 
his master's bedroom. Through this room his lordship had 
to pass to reach his own ; but so far was he from suspecting 
Kowlandy or indeed any gentleman of his retinue, that he 
never glanced in the direction of his bed, and so could not 
discover that he was absent from it. Had Eowland but 
caught a glimpse of his own figure as he sneaked into that 
room five minutes afber the marquis had passed through it, 
believing his master was still in his study, where he had left 
his candles buming, he could hardly for some time have had 
his usual success in regarding himself as a fine gentleman. 

Amanda Serafina did not show herseif for several days. A 
bad cold in her head luckily afforded sufficient pretezt for the 
concealment of a bad bruise upon her cheek. Other bruises 
she had also, but they, although more severe, were of less 
consequence. 

For a whole fortnight the lovers never dared exchange a 
Word. 

In the morning the marquis was in no mood to set any 
inqniry on foot. His little lamb had vanished from his fold, 
and he was sad and lonely. Had it been otherwise, possibly 
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the shabby doublet in which Scudamore stood bebind bis cbair 
tbe nezt moming, migbt bare set bim tbinking ; bnt as it was, 
it feil in so well witb tbe gloom in wbicb bis own spirit 
ebrouded everjrtbing, tbat be never even marked tbe cbajige, 
and ere long Eowland began to feel bimself safe. 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

AMANDA — DOROTHY — LORD HERBERT. 

So also did Amanda j but not tbe less did sbe cberisb feel« 
ings of revenge against ber wbom sbe more tban sospected of 
baving been tbe contriver of ber barmful discomfitore. Sbe 
feit certain tbat Dorotby bad laid tbe snare into wbicb tbey 
bad fallen, witb tbe bope if not tbe certainty of catcbing jast 
themselves two in it, and sbe read in ber, tberefore, jealousy 
and cruelty as well as coldness and treacbery. Eowland, on 
tbe otber band, was inclined to attribute tbe misbap to tbe 
displeasare of Lord Herbert, wbose supematural acquirements, 
betbougbt,bad-enabled bim botb to discover and punisbtbeir 
intrusion. Amanda, nevertbcless, kept ber own opinion, and 
xnade berself bencefortb all eyes and ears for Dorotby, boping 
ever to find a cbance of retaliating, if not in kind yet in 
plentiful measure of vengeance. Dorotby's odd ways, lawless 
moyements, and wbat tbe rest of tbe ladies counted ber 
vulgär tastes, bad for some time been tbe subject of remark 
to tbe gossiping portion of tbe Castle Community; and it 
seemed to Amanda tbat in watcbing and discovering wbat 
sbe was about wben sbe supposed berself safe from tbe eyes 
of ber equals and superiors, lay ber best cbance of finding a 
mode of requital. Nor was sbe satisfied witb Observation, but 
kept ber mind busy on tbe trail, now of one, now of anotber 
vague-bodied revenge. 

Tbe Charge of low tastes was founded upon tbe fact tbat 
tbere was not an artisan about tbe Castle, from Caspar down- 
wards, wbom Dorotby did not know and address by bis name ; 
but ber detractorSy in drawing tbeir conclusions from it, never 
tbougbt of finding any related significance in anotber fact, 
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namely, that there was not a eingle animal either, of conse- 
quence enough to have a name, which she did not know bj it. 
There were very few of the animals indeed which did not 
know her in retum, if not by her name, yet by her yoice 
or her presence — some of them evon by her foot or her hand. 
She would wander about the farmyard and stables for an hour 
at a time, yisiting all that were there, and specially her little 
horse, which she had long, oh, so long ago ! named Dick, nor 
had taken his name from him any noiore than from Marquis. 

The Charge of lawlessness in her movements was founded 
on another fact as well, namely, that she was often seen in 
the court after dusk, and thaf not merely in running across 
to the keep, as she would be doing at all hours, bnt loitering 
about, in füll view of the Windows. It was not denied that 
this took place only when the organ was playing — but then 
who played the organ) Was not the poor aflücted boy, 
barring the blank of his eyes, beautiful as an angeU And 
was not Mistress Dorothy too deep to be fathomed % And so 
the tattling streams flowed on, and the ears of Mistress Amanda 
willingly listened to their music, nor did she disdain herseif 
to contribute to the reservoir in which those of the Castle 
whose souls thirsted after the minutiBB of live biography, 
accumulated their stores of fact and fiction, conjecture and 
falsehood. 

Lord Herbert came home to bury his little one, and all 
that was left behind of her was bome to the Church of St. 
Gadocus, the parish church of Eaglan, and there laid bcside 
the marquis's father and mother. He remained with them a 
fortnight, and his presence was much needed to lighten the 
heavy gloom that had settled over both his wife and his 
father. 

As if it were not eiTough to bury the bo(Jies of the departed, 
there are many, and the marquis and his daughter-in-law were 
of the number, who in a sense seek to bury their souls as well, 
making a graveyard of their own spirits, and laying the stone 
of silence over the memory of the dead. Such never speak 
of them but when compelled, and then almost as if to utter 
their names were an act of impiety. Not In Memoriam but 
In Oblivionem should be the inscription upon the tombs they 
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raise. THe memory that forsakes the eunlight, like the fishes 
in the Underground river, loses its eyes ; the cloud of its grief 
carries no rainbow ; behind the veil of its twin-futare bums 
no lamp fringing its edges with the light of hope. I can 
better, however, understand the hopelessness of the hopeless 
thän their calmness along with it Surely they must be 
upheld by the presence within them of that very immortality, 
against whose aurora they shut to their doors, then mourn 
as if there were no such thing. 

. Kadiant as she was by nature, Lady Margaret, when sorrow 
came, could do little towards her own support. The marquis 
said to himself, ^'I am growing old, and cannot smile at grief 
so well as once on a day. Sorrow is a hawk more feil than I 
had thoughf The name of little MoUy was never mentioned 
between them. Bat sudden floods of tears were the signs of 
the mother's remembrance; and the outbreak of ambushed 
sighs, which he would make haste to attribute to the gout, 
the signs of the grandfather's. 

Dorothy, too, belonged in tendency to the class of the 
unspeaking. Her nature was not a bright one. Her spirit's 
day was evenly, sofbly lucent, like one of those clouded calm 
grey momings of summer, which seem more likely to end in 
rain than sunshine. 

. Lord Herbert was of a very different temperament. He 
had hope enough in his one single nature to serve the whole 
Castle, if only it could have been shared. The Teil between 
him and the future glowed as if on fire with mere radiance, 
and about to yanish in flame. It was not that he more than 
one of the rest imagined he could see throngh it. For him it 
was enough that beyond it lay the luminous. His eyes, to 
those that looked on him, were lighted with its reflex. 

Such as he, are, by those who love them not, misjudged as 
fihallow. Depth to some is indicated by gloom, and affection 
by a persistent brooding — ^as if there were no homage to the 
past of love save sighs and tears. When they meet a man 
whose eyes shine, whose step is light, on whose Ups hovers a 
smile, they shake their heads and say, '' There goes one who 
has never loved, and who therefore knows not sorrow." And 
the man is one of those over whom death has no power ; whom 
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time nor space ean part from those he loves ; who lives in ihe 
futnre more than in the past 1 Has not bis being ever been 
for the Bake of that which was yet to oome % Is not bis being 
now for the sake of that which it shall be 1 Has he not in- 
finitely more to do with the great fntore than the little past % 
The Fast has descended into hell» is even now ascending 
glorified, and will, in returning cycle, ever and again greet oar 
faith as the more and yet more radiant Future. 

Bat even Lord Herbert had bis moments of sad longing 
after bis dainty MoUy. Such moments, boweyer, came to bim, 
Qot when he was at home with bis wife, but when he rode 
alone by bis troops on a night march, or when, upon the eye 
of an expected battle, he sought sleep that he might fight the 
better on the morrow. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

THE GREAT MOGUL. 

One evening, Tom Fool, and a groom, bis particular friend, 
were taking their pastime after a somewbat selfish fashion, by 
no means newly discoyered in the Castle — that of teasing the 
wild beasts. Tbere was one in particular, a panther, which, 
in a special dislike to grimaces, had discoyered a special 
capacity for being teased. Betwixt two of the bars of bis cage, 
therefore, Tom was busy presenting bim with one hideous 
puritanical face after anotber, in füll expectation of a satis- 
factory outburst of feline rancour. Bat to their disappoint- 
ment, the panther on tbis occasion seemed to baye resolyed 
upon a dignified resistance to temptation, and had witbdrawn 
in sultry displeasure to the back of bis cage, where he lay 
sideways, deigning to turn neitber bis back nor bis face towards 
the inferior animal, at wbom to cast but one glance, he knew, 
would be to ruin bis grand Oriental sulks, and fly at the 
hideous ape-yisage insulting bim in bis prison. It was tiresome 
of the brüte. Tom Fool grew more daring and threw little 
stones at bim, but the panther seemed only to grow the more 
imperturbabloi and to heed bis missiles as little as bis grimaces. 



THE GREAT MOGUL, \JJ 

At length, proceeding from bad to worse^ as i& always the 
vay with fools, bom or made, Tom betook himflelf to stronger 
measures. 

The cages of the wild beasts wero in the basement of the 
kitchen tower, with a little semicircalar yard of their own 
before them. They were solid stone vatdts, with open fronta 
grated with huge iron bars v — our ancestors, whatever were 
their faults, did not err in the direction of flimsiness. Between 
two of these bars, then, Tom, having procured a long pole, 
])roceeded to poke at the bea&t; but he soon found thatthe 
pole thickened too rapidly towards the end he held, to pass 
through the bars far enongh to reach him^ Thereupon, in 
ntter foolhardiness, backed by the groom, he undid the door 
a little way, and, his companion undertaking topreyentit from 
opening too far, pushed in the pole tili it went right in the 
creature's face. One hideons yell — and neither of them knew 
what was occurring tili they saw the tail of the panther dis- 
appearing over the six-foot wall that separated the cages from 
the stableyard. Tom fled at once for the stair leading up to 
the stone-court, while the groom, whose training bad given 
him a better courage, now supplemented by the horror of 
possible consequences, ran to warn the stablemen and get help 
to recapture the animaL 

The uproariest tumult of maddest barking which immedi- 
ately arose from the chained dogs, entered the ears of all in 
the Castle, at least every one possessed of dog-sympathies, and 
penetrated even those of the rather deaf host of the Whifce 
Horse in Raglan village. Dorothy^ sitting in her room,. of 
course, heard it, and hearing it^ equally of conrse, hurried to 
see what was the matter. The marquis heard it where he sat 
in his study, bat was in no such young haste as Dorothy : it 
was only afber a little, when he found the noise increase, and 
certain other sounds mingle with it, that he rose in some 
anxiety and went to discover the cause. 

Halfway across the stone court^ Dorothy met Tom running, 
and the moment she saw his face, knew that something serious 
bad happened. 

"Get in doors, mistress," he said, almost rudely; "the 

devil is to pay down in the yard," and ran on. " Shut your 

M 
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door, master <cook," she heard him ciy as he ran. " The Great 
Mogul is out" 

And as she ran too, she heard the door of the kitchen close 
with a great bang. 

JBut Dorothy was not running after the fool, or making for 
any door but that at the bottom of the library tower; for 
the .first terror that crossed her mind was the possible fate of 
Dick, and the first comfort that foUowed, the thought of 
Marquis; so she was running straight for the stableyard, 
where the dogs, .to judge by the way they tore their throats 
with barkingy seemed frantic with rage. 

No doubt the panther, when he cleared the wall, hoped 
exultant to find himself in the savage forest, instead of which 
he came down on the top of a pump, feil on the stones, and 
the same instant was caught in a hurricane of canine hate. 
A little hurt and a good deal frightened, for he had not 
endured such long Qaptivity without debasement, he glared 
around him with sneaking inquiry. But the walls were lofty 
and he saw no gate, and feeling unequal at the moment to the 
necessary spring, he crept almost like a s&ake under what 
covert seemed readiest, and disappeared — just as the groom 
entering by a door in one of the walls began to look about 
for him in a style wherein caution predominated. Seeing no 
trace of him, and concluding that, as he had expected, the 
Glamour of the dogs had driven him further, he went on, 
erossing the yaxd to find the men, whose voices he heard on 
the green at the back of the rick-yard, when suddenly he 
found that his arm was both broken and torn. The sight of 
the blood completed the mischief, and he feil down in a 
swoon. 

Meantime Dorothy had reached the same door in the wall 
of the stableyard, and peeping in saw nothing but the dogs 
raging and rugging at their chains as if they would drag the 
earth itself after them to reach the enemy. She was one of 
those on whose wits, usually sedate in their motions, all sorts 
of excitement, danger amongst the rest, operate favourably. 
When she specially noticed the fury of Marquis, the same 
moment she perceived the danger in which he, that was, all 
the dogs, would be, if the panther should attack them one by 
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one on the chain ; not one of them had a cbance. With the 
thonght, she sped across the space between her and Marquis, 
who — I really cannot say i£?AtcA conceming such a dog — was 
fortonately not very far from the door. Feeling him a little 
safer now that she stood by his side, she resumed her ocular 
search for the panther, or any further sign of his prozimity, 
but with one band on the dog's collar, ready in an instant to 
seize it with both, and onclasp it 

Nor had she to look long, for all the dogs were straining 
their chains in one direction, and all their lines converged 
upon a little dark shed, where stood a cart : under the cart^ 
between its lower shafts, she caught a doubtful lominousness, 
as if the dark while yet dark had began to throb with Coming 
light. This presently seemed to resolve itself, and she saw,^ 
vagaely bat with conviction, two huge lamping cat-eyes. I 
will not say she feit no fear, but she was not terrified, for she 
had great confidence in Marquis. One moment she stood 
bethinking herseif, and one glance she threw at the spot where 
her mastiS^s chain was attached to his collar : she would fain 
have had him- keep the latter to defend his neck and throat : 
but^ alas ! it was as she knew well enough before — the one was 
liFcted to the other, and the two must go together. 

And now first^ as she raised her head from the momentary 
inspection, she saw the groom lying on the ground within a 
few yards of the shed. Her first thonght was that the panther 
had küled him, but ere a second had time to rise in her mind, 
she saw the terrible animal creeping out from under the cart, 
with his chin on the ground, liko the great cat he was, and 
making for the man. 

The brate had got the better of his fall, and finding he was 
not pursued, the barking of the dogs, to which in moderation 
he was sufficiently accnstomed, had ceased to confuse him, he 
had recovered his awful seif, and was now scenting prey. 
Had the man made a Single movement he would have been 
upon him like lightning; but the few moments he took in 
creeping towards him, gave Dorothy all the time she needed. 
With resolute, though trembling hands, she undid Marquis's 
collar. 

The instant he was free, the fine animal went at the panther 
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straight and fast like a holt from a cross-bow. Bat Doit>thy 
loved him too well to lose a moment in sending even a glance 
after him. Leaving him to his work, she flew to hers, which 
lay at the next kennel, that of an Irish wolf-hoxmd, whose 
Curling lip showed his long teeth to the very root, and whose 
fury had redoubled at the sight of his rival shooting past him 
free for the fight. So wildly did he strain upon his coUar, 
that she fonnd it took all her strength to unclasp it In a 
much shorter time, however, than she fancied, O'Brien too 
was on the panther, and the sounds of cano-feline battle 
seemed to fiU every cranny of her brain. 

But now she heard the welcome cries of men and clatter 
of weapons. Some, alarmed by Tom Fool, came rushing from 
the guard-rooms down the stair, and others, chiefly farm- 
servants and grooms, who had heard the frightfnl news from 
two that were in the yard when the panther bounded over the 
wall, were approaching from the opposite side, armed with 
scythes and pitchforks, the former more dangerous to their 
bearers than to the beast. 

Dorothy, into whom, girl as she was, either Bellona or 
Diana, or both, had entered, was now thoroughly excited by 
the coiiflict she mied, although she had not wasted a moment 
in watching it Having just undone the collar of the fourth 
dog, she was hounding him on with a cry, little needed, as 
she flew to let go the flfth, a small buU-terrier, mad with rage 
and jealousy, when the crowd swept between her and her game. 
The beast was captured, and the dogs taken off him, ere the 
terrier had had a taste or Dorothy a glimpse of the battle. 

As the men with cart-ropes dragged the panther away, 
terribly torn by the teeth of the dogs, and Tom Fool was 
following them, with his hands in his pockets, looking sheep- 
ish because of the share he had had in letting him loose, and 
the share he had not had in securing him again, Dorothy was 
looking about for her friend Marquis. All at once he came 
bounding up to her, and, exultant in the sense of accomplished 
duty, leaped up against her, at once turning her into a sangui- 
neous object frightful to behold ; for his wounds were bad, 
although none of them were serious except one in his throat. 
This upon examination she found so severe that to replace his 
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collar was out of the qaestion. Telling him therefore to 
follow her, in the confidence that she might now ask for him 
vhat she would, she lefb the yard, went up the stair, and was 
Crossing the stone court with the trusty fellow behind her, 
making a red track all the way, when out of the hall came 
the marqnis, looking a litüe frightened. He started when he 
saw her, and tnmed pale, bat perceiving instantly from her 
look that, notwithstanding the condition of her gannents, she 
was unhnrt, he cast a glance at her now rather disreputable- 
looking attendant, and said — 

*'I told yon so, Mistress Dorothy! Now I anderstand! 
It is that precious mastiff of yours, and no panther of mine, 
that has been making this uproar in my quiet house ! Nay, 
bat he looks eyil enough for any devil's work ! Pritdee keep 
him off me." 

He drew back, for the dog, not liking the tone in which he 
addressed his mistress, had taken a step nearer to him. 

'' My lord,** said Dorothy, as she laid hold of the animal, for 
the first and only time in her lifo, a little inclined to be angry 
with her benefactor, ** you do my poor Marquis wrong. At 
the risk of his own life he has just saved your lordship^s groom, 
Shafto, from being tom in pieces by the Great Mogul." 

While she spoke some of those of the garrison who had 
been engaged in securing the animal came up into the court, 
and attracted the lüarqais's attractioo by their approach, 
which, in the relaxation of discipline consequent on excite- 
ment, was rather tumultuous. At their head was Lord 
Charles, who had led them to the capture, and without whose 
roling presence the enemy would not have been re-caged in 
twioe the time. As they drew near, and saw Dorothy stand 
in battle-plight, with her dog beside her, even in their lord's 
presence they could not resist the impulse to cheer her. 
Annoyed at their breach of manners, the marquis had not 
however committed himself to displeasure ere he espied a 
joke : 

''I told you so, Mistress Dorothy !" he said again. '' That 
riyal of mine has, as I feared, already made a party against me. 
Yoa see how my own knaves, before my very face, cheer 
my enemy ! I presume, my lord," he went on, turning to the 
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roastiff, and removing his hat, " it will be my wisdom to redgn 
Castle and title at once, and so forestall deposition.** 

Marquifl replied with a growl, and amidst sabdued yet 
xnerry laughter, Lord Charles hastened to enlighten his 
father. 

'' My lord," he said, '' the dog has done nobly as ever dog, 
and deserves reward, not mockery^ which it is piain he under- 
stands, and likes not. Bat it was not the mastiff, it was his 
fair mistress I and my men presnmed on saluting in your 
lordship's presence. No dog ever yet shook off colhff of 
Cranford's forging ; nor is Marquis the only dog that merits 
your lordship's acknowledgment ; O'Brien and Tom Fool — 
the lurcher, I mean — seconded him bravely, and perhaps 
Straffoi;d did best of all." 

'^Prithee, now, take me with thee/' said the marqois. 
<* Was, or was not, the Oreat Mogul forth of his cage 1 " 

'* Indeed he was, my lord, and might be now iu the fields 
but for Cousin Yaughan there by your side.'' 

The marquis turned and looked at her, but in his astonish- 
ment said nothing, and Lord Charles went on. 

'^ When we got into the yard, thero was the Great Mogul 
with three dogs upon him, and Mistress Dorothy uncollaring 
Tom Fool and hounding him at the devilish brüte ; whilepoor 
Shafbo, just waking up, lay on the stones, about three yards 
off the combat. It was the finest thing I ever saw, my 
lord." 

The marquis turned again to Dorothy, and stared without 
Speech or motion. 

'' Mean you — ? " he said at length, addressing Lord Charles 
but still staring at Dorothy ; '* Mean you — 1 " he said again, 
half Stammering, and still staring. 

'*I mean, my lord," answered his son, 'Hhat Mistress 
Dorothy, with self-shown courage, and equal judgment as to 
time and order of attack, when Tom Fool had fled, and poor 
Shafto, already evil torn, had swooned from loss of blood, came 
to the rescue, stood her ground, and loosed dog after dog, her 
own first upon the animal. And, by Heaven ! it is all owing 
to her that he is already secured and carried back to his cage, 
nor any great härm done save to the groom and the dogs, of 
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which poor Strafibrd hath a bind leg erushed by the jaws of 
the beast, and must be killed." 

''He sball live/' cried tbe marquis, ''as long as hebath legs 
enougb to eat and sleep with. — Mistress Dorothy/' he went on, 
tuming to ber once more, '^ wbat is tby request 7 li sbaU be 
performed even to tbe balf of — of my marquisate." 

<<My lord/' retomed Dorothy, ^*it is a small deed I bave 
strewn to gatber sucb weigbty tbanks/' 

''Be bonest as well as brave, mistress. Mock me no 
modesty/' said tbe marquis a little roHgbly. 

" Indeed, my lord, I but spoke as I deemed. Tbe thing 
hod to be done, and I did but do it. Had tbere been room to 
doubt^ and I bad yet done well, tben tnüy i migbt bave eamed 
your lordsbip's tbanks. But good, my lord, do not tberefore 
recall tbe word spoken/' sbe added burriedly, " but grant me 
my boon. Your lordsbip sees my poor dog ean endure no 
collar ; let bim tberefore be my chamber-fellow until bis tbroat 
be bealed, wben I sball again submit bim to your lordsbip's 
mandate." 

" Wbat you will, cousin. He is a noble fellow, and batb a 
rigbt noble mistress." 

" Will you tben, my Lord Gbarles, order a bücket of water 
to be drawn for me, tbat I may wasb bis wounds ere I take 
him to my cbamber % " 

Ten men at tbe word flew to tbe draw-well, but Lord 
Cbarles ordered tbem all back to tbe guard-room, ezcept two 
wbom be sent to fetcb a tub. Witb bis own bands be tben 
drew tbree bucketfuls of water, wbicb be poured into tbe tub, 
and by tbe side of tbe well, in tbe open paved court, Dorotby 
wasbed ber four-legged bero, and tben retired witb bim, to do* 
a like office for ber8el£ 

Tbe marquis stood for some time in tbe gatbering dusk, 
looking on, and smiling to see bow tbe snllen animal allowed 
bis mistress to bandle even bis wounds witbout a wbine, not 
to say a growl, at tbe pain sbe must bave caused bim. 

" I see, I see 1 " be said at lengtb \ " I bave no cbance with 
a rival like tbatl" and tuming away be walked slowly into 
tbe oak parlour, threw bimself down in bis great chair, and 
sat tbere, gazing at tbe eyeless face of tbe keep, but tbinking 
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all th« thne of the coorage and patience of bis riral, the 
mastifEl 

*' Qod made ns both/' he said at length, '' and He can grant 
me patience as well as him ; " and so saying he went to bed. 

His washing over, the dog showed himself mach exhaosted, 
and it was wiih hanging head he followed his mistress np the 
grand staircase and the second spiral one that led yet higher 
to her Chamber. Thither presently came Lady Elizabeth^ 
carrying a cushioa and a deerskin for him to lie upon, and it 
was with mach apparent satisfaction that the wounded and 
wearied animal, having followed his tail bat one tum, dropped 
like a log on his well-earned coucL 

The night was hot, and Dorothy feil asleep with her door 
Wide open. 

In the moming Marquis was nowhere to be found. Dorothy 
searched for him everywhere, but in vain. 

'' It is beoause yoa mocked him, my lord/' said the goremor 
to his father at breakfast. '*I doabt not he said to himsel^ 
' If I am a dog, my lord need not have mocked me, for I coold 
not help it, and I did my duty.' " 

''I would make him an apology," retumed the marquis, 
'^ an' I had bat the opportunity. Truly it were evil-minded 
knowingly to offer insult to any being capable of so regarding 
it. But, Charles, I bethink me: didst ever leam how our 
friend got into the Castle 1 It was assuredly thy part to 
discover that secret." 

'^ No, my lord. It hath never been found out, in so far as I 
know." 

" That is an unworthy answer, Lord Charles. As govemor 
of the Castle, you ought to have had the matter thoroughly 
searched into." 

" I will see to it now, my lord," said the govemor, rising. 

" Do, my lad," returned his father. 

And Lord Charles did inquire ; but not a ray of light did 
he succeed in letting in upon the mystery. The inquiry 
might, however, have lasted longer and been more successful, 
had not Lord Herbert just then come home, with the welcome 
news of the death of Hampden, from a wound received in 
attacking Prince Eupert at Chalgrove. He brought news also 
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of Prince Maorice's brare fight at Batb, and Lord Wilmot's 
victory over Sir William Waller at Derizes — ^which latter, 
Lord Herbert confetsed, yielded bim some personal satiBfac- 
tioDy teeing be owed Waller more grudges than as a Cbri«tian 
be bad well known bow to manage : now be wa« able to bear 
bim a lese bitter animositj. Tbe queen, too, bad reached 
Oxford, bringing large reinforcement to ber husband, and 
Prince Bapert bad taken Bristol, Castle and alL Tbings 
were looking migbtj bopeful, Lord Herbert was radiant, 
and Ladj Margaret, for tbe first time since Mollj's deatb, 
was meny. The Castle was illominatedi and Marquis for- 
gotten bjr all but Dorotby. 
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RICHARD HBYWOOD. 

So tbings looked ill for tbe Pnritans in general, and Bicbard 
Ueywood bad bis fall portion in the distribution of tbe evils 
allotted tbenL FoUowing Lord Fairfaz, be bad sbared bis 
defeat by tbe Marquis of Newcastle on Atherton moor, wbere 
of bi« score of men be lost five, and was, along witb bis mare, 
prettj severelj wounded. Hence it bad become absolutely 
necessarj for botb of tbem, if tbej were to render good Service 
at anj near future, tbat tbey sbonld have rest and tending. 
Towards tbe middle of July, therefore, Bicbard, foUowed bj 
Stopcbase, and sereral otbers of bis men wbo bad also been 
wounded and were in need of nnrsing, rode np to bis fatber's 
door. Lady was taken off to ber own stall, and Bicbard Was 
led into tbe bouse by bis fatber — ^witbout a word of tender- 
ness, but with e^t% and bands tbat waited and tended like 
tbose of a motber. 

Boger Heywood was troubled in beart at the aspect oi 
flffairs. Tbere was now a streng peace-party in tbe Parlia- 
ment, and to bim peace and min seemed the same tbing, If 
tbe Parliament sbould now listen to overtures of accommoda- 
tion, all for wbicb be and tbose witb wbom be cbiefly sym* 
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))athi8ed had striven, was in the greatest peril, and might be, 
if not irrecoverably lost, at least lost sight of, perhaps for a 
Century. The thing that mainly comforted him in his anxiety 
was that his son had showed himself worthy, not merely in 
the matter of personal courage, which he took as a thing of 
course in a Heywood, bat in his nnderstanding of and spiiitoal 
relation to the questions really at issne, — not those only which 
iilled the mouths of men. For the best men and the weightiest 
questions are never seen in the forefront of the battle of their 
time, save by '' larger other eyes than ours." 

But now, from his wounds, as he thought, and the depression 
belonging to the haunting sense of defeat^ a doubt had come 
to life in Eichard's mind, which, because it was bom in weak- 
ness, he very pardonably looked upon as born of weakness, 
and therefore regarded as itself weak and cowardly, whereas 
his mood had been but the condition that favoured its derelop- 
ment. It came and came again, mangre all his self-recrimina- 
tion because of it : what was all this fighting for \ It was 
well indeed that nor king nor bishop should interfere with a 
man's rights, either in matters of taxation or worship, but the 
war could set nothing right either betwixt him and his 
neighbour, or betwixt him and his God. 

There was in the mind of Bichai'd, innate, but more rapidly 
developed since his breach with Dorothy, a streng tendency 
towards the supernatural — I mean by the word that which 
neither any one of the senses nor all of them together, can 
reveal. He was one of those young men, few, yet to be found 
in aU ages of the world's history, who, in health and good 
earthly hope, and without any marked poetic or metaphysical 
tendency, yet know in their nature the need of conscious 
communion with the source of that nature — truly the yeriest 
absurdity if there be no God, but as certainly the most absolute 
necessity of conscious existence if there be a first life from 
whom our life is born. 

'' Am I not free now ? " he said to himself, as he lay on his 
bed in his own gable of the many-nooked house. '^ Am I not 
free to worship God as I please 1 Who will interfere with 
me 1 Who can prevent me % As to form and ceremony, what 
are they, or what is the absence of them, to the worship in 
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which my sonl Beeks to %o f orth f What the better shall I be 
vhen all tbis is over, eyen if tbe best of our party cany the 
day f Will Cromwell rend for me the heavy enrtaiiii which, 
ever as I lifb np my heart, seems to come rolling down between 
me and Hirn whom I call my God % If I coold pass within 
that curtain, what would Charles, er Land, er Newcastle, or 
the mighty Cromwell himself and all his Ironsides, be to me f 
Am I not on the wrong road for the high peak t " 

Bat then he thought of others— of the oppressed and the 
snperstitious, of injnstice done and not endured — ^not wrapt in 
the pearly antidote of patience, but rankling in the soul ; of 
priests who, knowing not Gk)d, substituted ceremonies for 
prayer, and led the seeking heart afar from its goal — and said 
that Ms arm coold at least fight for the truth in others, if only 
his heart conld fight for the truth in himselC No \ he woold 
go on as he had begnn ; for, might it not be the part of him 
who conld take the form of an angel of light when he would 
deceive, tö makc nse of inward truths, which might well be 
the strength of his own sonl, to withdraw him from the duties 
heowed to others, aud cause the heart of devotion to paralyse 
the arm of battle % Besides, was he not now in a low physical 
condition, and therefore the less likely to judge tnüy with 
regard to affairs of active outer life? His business plainly 
was to gain strength of body, that tJio fumes of weakness 
might no longer cloud his brain, and that, if he had to die for 
the truth, whether in others or in himself he might die in 
power, like the blast of an ezploding mlne, and not like the 
flame of an expiring lamp. And certainly, as his body grew 
stronger, and the impulses to action, so powerful in all healthy 
youth, retumed, lüs donbts grew weaker, and he became more 
and more satisfied that he had been in the right path« 

Lady ontstripped her master in the race for health, and 
after a few days had oats and barley in a profusion which, 
although far from careless, might well have seemed to her 
nnlimited. Twice every day, sometimes ofibener, Richard 
went to see her, and envied the rapidity of her recovery from 
the weakness which scanty rations, loss of blood, and the 
inflammation of her wounds, had caused« Had there been any 
immediate call for his sendces, however, that would have 
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brought hiB strength with it. Had the struggle been still 
going on upon the fields of battle instead of in the houses of 
words, he would have been well in half the time. But Waller 
and Essez were almost without an army between them, and 
were at bitter strife with each other, while the peace-party 
seemed likely to carry everything before them, women them- 
selves presenting a petition for peace, and some of them osing 
threats to support it. 

At length, chiefly through the ezertions of the Presbyterian 
preachers and the common Council of the city of London, the 
peace-party was defeated, and a vigorous levying and pressing 
of troops began anew. So the hour had come for Eichard to 
mount. His men were all in health and spirits, and their 
vacancies had been filled up. Lady was frolicsome, and 
Richard was perfectly well. 

The day before they were to start he took the mare out for 
a gallop across the fields. Never had he known her so füll 
öf life. She rushed at hedge and ditch as if they had been 
Squares of royalist infantry. Her madness woke the fervour 
of battle in Eichard's own veins, and as they swept along 
together, it grew until he feit like one of the Arabs of old, 
flashing to the harvest field of God, where the com to be 
reaped was the lives of infidels, and the ears to be gleaned 
were the heads of the fallen. That night he scarcely slept 
for eagemess to be gone. 

Waking early from what little sleep he had had, he dressed 
and armed himself hurriedly, and ran to the stables, where 
already his men were bustling about getting their horses ready 
for departure. 

Lady had a loose box for herseif, and thither straight her 
master went, wondeiing as he opened the door of it that he 
did not hear her usual morning welcome. The place was 
empty. He called Stopchase. 

"Where is my marel" he said. "Surely no one has been 
fool enough to take her to the water just as we are going to 
Start." 

Stopchase stood and stared without reply, then turned and 
left the Stahle, but came back almost immediately, looking 
horribly scared. Lady was nowhere to be seen or heard. 
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Bicbard rushed hither and thither, stonning. Not a man 
about the place could give him a word of enlightenment All 
knew Bhe was in that box the night before ; none knew when 
sbe left it or wbere she was now. 

He ran to bis father, but all bis fatber could see or say 
was no more tban was piain to every one : the mare bad been 
carried off in tbe nigbt, and tbat witb a skill wortby of a 
professional borse-tbief. 

Wbat now was tbe poor fellow to do 1 If I were to teil 
tbe trutb — namely, tbat be wept — so courageous are tbe very 
cowards of tbis Century^ tbat tbey would sneer at bim ; but 
I do teil it notwitbstanding, for I bave little regard to tbe 
opinion of any man wbo sneers. Wbatever be may or may 
not bave been as a man, Eicbard feit bat balf a soldier witb- 
out bis mare, and, bis country callingbim, oppressed bumanity 
crying aloud for bis sword and arm, bis men waiting for bim, 
and Lady gone, wbat was be to do 1 

" Never beed. Dick, my boy," said bis fatber. — It was the 
first time since be bad put on man's attire tbat he bad called 
bim Dick — " Tbou sbalt bave my Oliver. He is a borse of 
good courage, as tbou knowest, and twice tbe weigbt of thy 
little mare." 

"Ab, fatber! you do not know Lady so well as L Not 
CromwelPs best borse could comfort me for her. I musi find 
ber. Give me leave, sir; I must go and tbink. I cannot 
mount and ride, and leave ber I know not wbere. Go I 
will if it be on a broomstick, but tbis moming I ride not - 
Let tbe men put up tbeir borses, Stopcbase, and break tbeir 
fast" 

"It is a wile of tbe enemy," said Stopcbase. "Truly, it 
were no marvel to me were tbe good mare at tbis moment 
eating ber oats in tbe very stall wbere we bave even but now 
in vain sought ber. I will go and search for ber witb my 
bands.'' 

"Verily," said Mr. Heywood with a smile, "to fear tbe 
devil is not to run from bim ! How much of ber bay bath 
sbe eaten, Stopcbase 1 " be added, as tbe man retumed witb 
disconsolate look. 

"About a bettle, sir," answered Stopcbase, ratber in- 
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definitely ; but the conclnsion drawn was, that she had been 
taken very soon after the house was quiet 

The fact was, that since the return of their soldiers, poor 
watch had been kept by the people of Bedware. Increase of 
confidence had lad to carelessness. Mr. Hejwood afterwards 
mado inquiry, aud had small reason to be satisfied with what 
he discovered. 

'* The thief xnust have been one who knew the place/' said 
Faithful. 

<' Why dost thoa think so ? " asked his master. 

'* How swooped he eise so quietlj upon the best animal, 
sir 1" returned the man. 

*^ She was in the place of honour," answered Mr. Heywood. 

'< Scudamore ! " said Eichard to himself. It might be no 
light — only a flash in his brain. Bat that even was precious 
in the utter darkness. 

** Sir," he said, tuming to his father, " I would I had a plan 
of Baglan stables." 

" What woiddst thou an' thou hadst, my son," asked Mr. 
Heywood. 

"Nay, sir, that wants thinking. But I believe my poor 
mare is at this moment in one of those vaults they teil us of.'' 

** It may be, my son. It is reported that the earl hath of 
late been generous in giving of horses. Poor soldiers the king 
will find them that fight for horses, or titles either. Such 
will never stand before them that fight for the truth — ^in the 
love thereof ! Eb, Richard % " 

"Truly, sir, I know not," answered his son disconsolately. 
" I hope I love the truth, and I think so doth Stopchase, 
after his kind ; and yet were we of those that fled from 
Atherton moor." 

<' Thou didst not flee until thou couldst no more, my son. 
It asketh greater courage of some men to flee when the hoor 
of flight hath come, for they would rather fight on to the death 
than allow, if but to their own souls, that they are foiled. 
But a man may flee in faith as well as fight in faith, my son, 
and each is good in its season. There is a time for all things 
under the sun. In the end, when the end cometh, we shall 
see how it hath all gone. When, then, wilt thou ride 1 " 
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** To-morrow, an' it please you, sir. I should fight but evil 
vith the knowledge that I had lefb my best battle-friend in 
the liands of the Philistines, nor sent even a cry after her." 

** What boots it, Bichard 1 If she be within Eaglan walls, 
they yield her not again. Bide thy time ; and when thou 
meetest thy foe on thy friend's back woe betide him 1 " 

** Amen, sir ! " said Eichard. " But with your leave I will 
not go to-day. I give you my promise I will go to-morrow.** 

*' Be it so, then. Stopcbase, let the mon be ready at this 
honr on the morrow, The rest of the day is their own." 

So saying, Eoger Heywood tumed away, in no small dis- 
tress, although he concealed it, both at the loss of the mare 
and his son's grief over it. Betaking himself to his study, he 
plunged himself straightway deep in the comfort of the last 
born and longest named of Milton's tracts. 

The moment he was gone, Eichard, who had now made up 
his mind as to his first procedura, sent Stopcbase away, saddled 
Oliver, rode slowly out of the yard, and Struck across the 
fields. After a half-hour's ride he stopped at a lonely cottage 
at the foot of a rock on the banks of the Usk. There he dis- 
mounted, and haring fastened his horse to the little gate in 
front, entered a small garden füll of sweet-smelling herbs 
mingled with a few flowers, and going up to the door, 
knocked, and then lifted the latch. 



CHAPTEE XXVL 

THE WITCH*S COTTAGE. 

EiGHARB was met on the threshold by Mistress Eees, in the 
same old-fashioned dress, all but the hat, which I have already 
described. On her head she wore a widow's cap, with large 
crown, thiok frill, and black ribbon encircling it between them. 
She welcomed him with the kindness almost of an old nurse, 
and led the way to the one chair in the room — beside the 
hearth, where a fire of peat was smouldering rather than 
buming beneath the griddle, on which she was cooking oat- 
cake. The cottage was clean and tidy. From the smoky 
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rafters bang many bunches of dried herbs, whicb she used 
partly for medicines, partly for charms. To herseif, the line 
dividing these uses was not veiy clearlj discemible. 

'' I am in trouble, Mistress Bees," said Richard, as he seated 
himself. 

'* Most men do be in tronble most times, Master Heywood/' 
retamed the old woman. ''Dost find thou hast taken the 
wrong part, eh? — There be no need to teil what aileth thee. 
Tis a bit easier to cast off a maiden than to forget her — eh ? " 

" No, Mistress Bees, I came not to trouble thee conceming 
what is past and gone," said Eichard with a sigh. " It is a 
taste of thy knowledge I want rather than of thy skilL" 

" What skill I have is honest," said the old woman. 

'' Far be it from thee to say otherwise, Mother Eees. But 
I need it not now. Teil me, hast thon not been once and 
again within the great gates of Baglan Castle ?" 

" Tes, my son— oftener than I can teil thee," answered the 
old woman. " It is but a se'nnight agone that I sat a talking 
with my son Thomas Bees in the chimney comer of Baglan 
kitchen, after the supper was served and the cook at rest. 
It was there my lad was tumspit once upon a time, for as 
great a man as he is now with my lord and all the household. 
Those were hard times afber my good man left me, Master 
Heywood. But the cream will to the top, and there is my 
son now — ^who but he in kitchen and hall % Well, of all places 
in the mortal world, that Baglan passes ! " 

"They teil stränge things of the stables there, Mistress 
Bees : know you aught of them ? " 

"Strange things, master? They teil nought but good of 
the stables that teil the truth. As to the armoury, now — ^well 
it is not for such as Mother Bees to teil tales out of school" 

" What I heard, and wanted to ask thee about^ mother, was 
that they are under ground. Thinkest thou horses can fare 
well under ground 1 Thou knowest a horse as well as a dog, 
mother." 

Ere she replied, the old woman took her cake from the 
griddle, and laid it on a wooden platter, then caught up a 
three-legged stool, set it down by Bichard, seated herseif at 
bis knee, and assumed the look of mystery whercwith she was 



THB WITCH^S COTTAGE. X93 

in the habit of garnifiliing erery bit of knowledge^ real or 
fanciedy whicb it pleased her io commimicate. 

''Hear me, and hold thy peace, Master Richard Heywood^" 
she Said. ''As good horses as ever stamped in Bedware 
Stahles go down into Baglan vaults ; but yet they eat their 
oats and their barley, and when they lift their heads they 
look out to the ends of the world. Whether it be by the skill 
of the mason or of such as the hidden art of my Lord Herbert 
knows best how to compel, let them say that list to make foes 
where it were safer to have friends. Bat this I am free to 
teil thee — that in the pitched conrt, betwizt the^ antechamber 
to my lord's parlour that hath its Windows to the moat^ and 
the great bay window of the hall that looks into that court, 
there goeth a descent, as it seemeth of stairs only; bat to 
him that knoweth how to pull a certain tricker, as of an 
harquebus or musquetoon^ the whole thing tameih around, 
and straightway from a stair passeth into an easy matter of a 
sloping way by the which horses go up and down. And 
Thomas he telleth me also that at the farther and of the 
▼aults to which it leads^ the which vaults pasa ander the 
marquis's oak parlour, and ander all the breadth of the 
fountaia court, as they do call the other court of the Castle, 
thou wilt come to a great iron door in the foondations of one 
of the towers, in which my lord hath contrived stabling for 
a hondred and more horses, and that^ mark my words, my 
son, not in any yaalt or undergroand dungeon, but in the 
uppermost Chamber of alL" 

''And how do they get up there, mother)" asked Bichard, 
who listened with all his ear& 

« Why, they go round and round, and ever the rounder the 
higher, as a fly might crawl up a corkscrew. And there is 
a stair also in the same screw, as it were, my Thomas do teil 
me, by irtiich the people of the house do go up and down, 
and know nothing of the way for the horses within, neither 
of the Stalls at Uie top oi the tower, where they stand and 
See tiie country. Tet do they oflben manrel at tlrä sounds of 
their hoofs, and their hamess, and their cries, and their 
chumping of their com. And that is how Baglan ean send 
forth so many borsemen for the use of the king. Bat alack, 

N 
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Master Heywood I is it for a wise woman like myself tö 
forget that thoa art of the other part, and that these are 
secrets of State which scarce another in the Castle but my son 
Thomas knoweth aught conoeming! What will become of 
me that I have told them to a Heywood, being, as is well 
known, myself no more of a royalist than another ? " 

And she regarded him a little ansiously. 

"What should it signify, mother," said Richard, "so long 
as neither you nor I believe a word of it % Horses go np a 
tower to bed, forsooth ! Yet for the matter of that, I will 
engage to ride my mare up any corkscrew wide enough to 
tum her forelock and tail in — ay, and down again too, which 
is another business with most horse& Bat come now, Mother 
Bees, confess this all a fable of thine own contriving to make 
a mock of a farm-bred lad like me." 

"In good sooth,* Master Heywood," answered the old 
woman, "I teil the tale as 'twas told to me. I avouch 
it not for certain, knowing that my son Thomas hath a 
seething brain and loveth a joke passing well, nor heedeth 
greatly upon whom he putteth it, whether bis master or bis 
mother ; bat for the stair by the great hall window, that stair 
haye I seen with mine own eyes, though for the horses to 
come and go thereby, that truly have I not seea And for 
the rest I only say it may well be, for there is nothing of it 
all which the wise man, my Lord Herbert, coald not with a 
word — and that a Ught one for him to speak, though truly 
another might be torn to pieces in saying it." 

" I would I might see the place ! " murmured Richard. 

"An' it were not thou art such a 1 But it boots not 

talking, Master Heywood. Thou art too well known for a 
Puritan — Roundhead they call thee; and thou hast giren them 
and theirs too many hard knocks, my son, to look they should 
be willing to let thee gaze oii the wonders of their great house. 
Else, being that I am a friend to thee and thine, I would 

gladly . But, as I say, it boots nothing — although I have 

a son, who being more of the king's part than I am " 

" Hast thou not then art enough, mother, to set me within 
Raglan waUs for an hour or two after midnight? I ask no 
more," said Richard, who, althoagh he was but leading the 
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way to quite another proposal, nor desired aid of art black 
or white, yet could not help a little tremor at making the 
bare Suggestion of the unhallowed idea. 

" An' I had, I dared not use it," answered the old woman ; 
"for is not my Lord Herbert there] Were it not for him — 

well , But I dare not, as I say, for his art is stronger than 

mine, and from his knowledge I could hide nothing. And I 
dare not for thy sake either, my young master. Once inside 
those walls of stone, those gates of oak, and those portcullises 
of iron, and thou comes not out alive again, I Warrant thee." 

" I should like to try once, though," said Richard. *' Couldst 
thou not disguise me, Mother Eees, and send me with a message 
tothy soni" 

" I teil thee, young master, I dare not," answered the old 
woman, with utmost solemnity. "And if I did, thy speech 
would presently bewray thee." 

"I would then I knew that part of the wall a man might 
scramble over in the dark," said Eichard. 

"Thinks thou my lord marquis hath been fortifying his 
Castle for two years that a young Heywood, even if he be one 
of the godly, and have long legs to boot, should make a 
vaulting horse of itl I know but one knows the way over 
Baglan walls, and thou wilt hardly persuade him to teil thee,'' 
said Mother Eees, with a grim chuckle. 

As she spoke she rose, and went towards her sleeping 
Chamber. Then first Eichard became aware that for some 
time he had been hearing a scratching and whining. She 
opened the door, and out ran a wretched-looking dog, huge 
and gaunt, with red marks of recent wounds all over his body, 
and his neck swathed in a discoloured bandage. He went 
straight to Eichard, and began fawning upon him and licking 
his hands. Miserable and most disreputable as he looked, he 
recognised in him Dorothy's mastiff. 

" My poor Marquis 1 " he said, ** what evil hath then befallen 
thee ? What would thy mistress say to see thee thus ]" 

Marquis whined and wagged his tail as if he understood 
every word he said, and Eichard was stung to the heart at the 
sight of his apparently forlom condition. 

" Hath thy mistress then forsaken thee too, Marquis ? " he 
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Master HeywoodI is it for a wise woman like myself tö 
forget that thou art of the other part, and that these are 
Becrets of State which scarce anotber in the Castle but my son 
Thomas knoweth aught conoeming! What will become of 
me that I have told them to a Heywood, being, as is well 
known, myself no more of a ro jalist than another % " 

And she regarded him a little anziously. 

** What should it signify, mother," said Eichard, " so long 
as neither you nor I believe a word of it ? Horses go np a 
tower to bed, forsooth ! Yet for the matter of that, I will 
engage to ride my mare up any corkscrew wide enough to 
turn her forelock and taU in — ay, and down again too, which 
is another business with most horses. Bat come now, Mother 
Rees, confess this all a fable of thine own contriving to make 
a mock of a farm-bred lad like me." 

"In good sooth,* Master Heywood," answered the old 
woman, "I teil the tale as 'twas told to me. I avouch 
it not for certain, knowing that my son Thomas hath a 
seething brain and loveth a joke passing well, nor heedeth 
greatly upon whom he putteth it, whether bis master or bis 
mother; bat for the stair by the great hall window, that stair 
haye I seen with mine own eyes, though for the horses to 
come and go thereby, that truly have I not seen. And for 
the rest I only say it may well be, for there is nothing of it 
all which the wise man, my Lord Herbert, could not with a 
word — and that a light one for him to speak, thongh truly 
another might be torn to pieces in saying it." 

"I would I might see the place ! " murmured Eichard. 

" An' it were not thou art such a ! But it boots not 

talking, Master Heywood. Thou art too well known for a 
Puritan — Eoundhead they call thee; and thou hast given them 
and theirs too many hard knocks, my son, to look they should 
be willing to let thee gaze oh the wonders of their great house. 
Else, being that I am a friend to thee and thine, I would 

gladly . But, as I say, it boots nothing — although I have 

a son, who being more of the king's part than I am " 

" Hast thou not then art enough, mother, to set me within 
Eaglan walls for an hour or two after midnightl I ask no 
more," said Eichard, who, althoagh he was but leading the 
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way to quite another proposal, nor desired aid of art black 
or white, yet could not help a little tremor at making the 
bare Suggestion of tbe unhallowed idea. 

" An' I had, I dared not use it," answered the cid woman ; 
" for is not my Lord Herbert there ] Were it not for him — 

well . But I dare not, as I say, for bis art is stronger than 

mine, and from bis knowledge I could bide notbing. And I 
dare not for thy sake eitber, my young master. Once inside 
those walls of stone, tbose gates of oak, and those portcullises 
of iron, and thou comes not out alive again, I Warrant thee." 

" I sbould like to try once, thougb," said Richard. " Couldst 
thou not disguise me, Motber Eees, and send me witb a message 
to thy son?" 

" I teil tbee, young master, I dare not," answered the old 
woman, witb utmost solemnity. "And if I did, thy speech 
would presently bewray tbee." 

"I would then I knew that part of the wall a man might 
scramble over in tbe dark," said Eichard. 

"Tbinks thou my lord marquis batb been fortifying bis 
Castle for two years that a young Heywood, even if he be one 
of tbe godly, and bave long legs to boot, sbould make a 
vaulting borse of it? I know but one knows tbe way over 
Kaglan walls, and thou wilt hardly persuade bim to teil tbee," 
said Motber Eees, witb a grim chuckle. 

As she spoke she rose, and went towards her sleeping 
Chamber. Then first Eichard became aware that for some 
time be had been hearing a scratching and whining. She 
opened tbe door, and out ran a wretcbed-looking dog, buge 
and gaunt, witb red marks of recent wounds all over bis body, 
and bis neck swathed in a discoloured bandage. He went 
straight to Eichard, and began fawning upon him and licking 
bis bands. Miserable and most disreputable as be looked, he 
recognised in bim Dorothy's mastiff. 

" My poor Marquis 1 " be said, ^* what evil batb then befallen 
tbee ? What would thy mistress say to see tbee thus ]" 

Marquis whined and wagged bis tail as if be understood 
every word he said, and Eichard was stung to the beart at tbe 
sight of bis apparently forlom condition. 

" Hath thy mistress then forsaken tbee too, Marquis 1 " he 
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Master Heywood I is it for a wise woman like myself to 
forget that thou art of the other part, and that these are 
Becrets of State which scarce anotber in the Castle but my son 
Tbomas knowetb aught conoeming! What will become of 
me that I have told them to a Heywood, being, as is well 
known, myself no more of a royalist than another ? *' 

And she regarded him a little anziously. 

** What should it signify, mother," said Eicbard, " so long 
as neither you nor I believe a word of it ? Horses go np a 
tower to bed, forsooth ! Yet for the matter of that, I will 
engage to ride my mare up any corkscrew wide enough to 
tum her forelock and taU in — ay, and down again too, which 
is another business with most horse& But come now, Mother 
Rees, confess this all a fable of thine own contriving to make 
a mock of a farm-bred lad like me." 

"In good sooth,* Master Heywood," answered the old 
woman, "I teil the tale as 'twas told to me. I avouch 
it not for certain, knowing that my son Thomas hath a 
seething brain and loveth a joke passing well, nor heedeth 
greatly upon whom he putteth it, whether bis master or bis 
mother ; but for the stair by the great hall window, that stair 
haye I seen with mine own eyes, though for the horses to 
come and go thereby, that truly have I not seen. And for 
the rest I only say it may well be, for there is nothing of it 
all which the wise man, my Lord Herbert, could not with a 
•^ord — and that a light one for him to speak, though truly 
another might be torn to pieces in saying it." 

" I would I might see the place ! " murmured Richard. 

" An' it were not thou art such a ! But it boots not 

talking, Master Heywood. Thou art too well known for a 
Puritan — Roundhead they call thee ; and thou hast given them 
and theirs too many hard knocks, my son, to look they should 
be willing to let thee gaze oh the wonders of their great house. 
Else, being that I am a friend to thee and thine, I would 

gladly . But, as I say, it boots nothing — although I have 

a son, who being more of the king's part than I am " 

" Hast thou not then art enough, mother, to set me within 
Raglan walls for an honr or two after midnight 1 I ask no 
more/' said Richard, who, although he was but leading the 
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way to quite another proposal, nor desired aid of art black 
or white, yet could not help a little tremor at making the 
bare Suggestion of the unhallowed idea. 

" An' I had, I dared not use it," answered the old woman ; 
"for is not my Lord Herbert there] Were it not for him — 

well . But I dare not, as I say, for his art is stronger than 

mine, and from his knowledge I could hide nothing. And I 
dare not for thy sake either, my young master. Once inside 
those walls of stone, those gates of oak, and those portcullises 
of iron, and thou comes not out alive again, I Warrant thee." 

" I should like to try once, though," said Richard. " Couldst 
thou not disguise me, Mother Eees, and send me with a message 
tothy son]" 

" I teil thee, young master, I dare not," answered the old 
woman, with utmost solemnity, ** And if I did, thy speech 
would presently bewray thee." 

" I would then I knew that part of the wall a man might 
scramble over in the dark," said Eichard. 

"Thinks thou my lord marquis hath been fortifying his 
Castle for two years that a young Heywood, even if he be one 
of the godly, and have long legs to boot, should make a 
vaulting horse of itl I know but one knows the way over 
Raglan walls, and thou wilt hardly persuade him to teil thee," 
said Mother Rees, with a grim chuckle. 

As she spoke she rose, and went towards her sleeping 
Chamber. Then first Richard became aware that for some 
time he had been hearing a scratching and whining. She 
opened the door, and out ran a wretched-looking dog, huge 
and gaunt, with red marks of recent wounds all over his body, 
and his neck swathed in a discoloured bandage. He went 
straight to Richard, and began fawning upon him and licking 
his hands. Miserable and most disreputable as he looked, he 
recognised in him Dorothy's mastiff. 

" My poor Marquis 1 " he said, ** what evil hath then befallen 
thee ? What would thy mistress say to see thee thus ?" 

Marquis whined and wagged his tail as if he understood 
every word he said, and Richard was stung to the heart at the 
sight of his apparently forlom condition. 

" Hath thy mistress then forsaken thee too, Marquis ? " he 
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Master Heywood! is it for a wise woman like myself to 
forget that thou art of the other pari, and that these are 
Becrets of State which scarce anotber in the Castle bat my son 
Tbomas knowetb anght conoeming! Wbat will become of 
xne that I have told them to a Heywood, being, as is well 
known, myself no more of a royalist than another ? " 

And she regarded him a little anziously. 

"What should it signify, mother," said Richard, "so long 
as neither you nor I believe a word of it ? Horses go np a 
tower to bed, forsooth ! Yet for the matter of that, I will 
engage to ride my mare up any corkscrew wide enough to 
tnm her forelock and tail in — ay, and down again too, which 
is another business with most horses. Bat come now, Motber 
Bees, confess this all a fable of thine own contriving to make 
a mock of a farm-bred lad like me." 

"In good sooth,* Master Heywood," answered the old 
woman, "I teil the tale as 'twas told to me. I avouch 
it not for certain, knowing that my son Thomas hath a 
seething brain and loveth a joke passing well, nor heedeth 
greatly upon whom he pntteth it, whether bis master or bis 
mother; bat for the stair by the great hall window, that stair 
haye I seen with mine own eyes, thoagh for the horses to 
come and go thereby, that truly haye I not seen« And for 
the rest I only say it may well be, for there is nothing of it 
all which the wise man, my Lord Herbert, coald not with a 
word — and that a light one for him to speak, thongh troly 
another might be torn to pieces in saying it." 

" I would I might see the place ! " murmured Richard. 

" An' it were not thou art such a 1 Bat it boots not 

talking, Master Heywood. Thou art too well known for a 
Furitan — Roundhead they call thee; and thou hast given them 
and theirs too many hard knocks, my son, to look they should 
be willing to let thee gaze oii the wonders of their great house. 
Else, being that I am a friend to thee and thine, I would 

gladly . But, as I say, it boots nothing — although I have 

a son, who being more of the king's part than I am " 

" Hast thou not then art enough, mother, to set me within 
Raglan walls for an hour or two after midnightl I ask no 
more/' said Richard, who, although he was but leading the 
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way to quite another proposal, nor desired aid of axi black 
or white, yet could not help a little tremor at making the 
bare Suggestion of the unhallowed idea. 

" An' I had, I dared not use it," answered the old woman ; 
" for is not my Lord Herbert there ] Were it not for him — 

well , But I dare not, as I say, for his art is stronger than 

mine, and from his knowledge I could hide nothing. And I 
dare not for thy sake either, my young master. Once inside 
those walls of stone, those gates of oak, and those portcollises 
of iron, and thou comes not out alive again, I Warrant thee." 

" I should like to try once, though," said Kichard. " Gouldst 
thou not disguise me, Mother Eees, and send me with a message 
to thy sonl" 

'' I teil thee, young master, I dare not^'' answered the old 
woman, with utmost solemnity. <* And if I did, thy speech 
would presently bewray thee." 

'' I would then I knew that part of the wall a man might 
scramble over in the dark," said Eichard. 

^'Thinks thou my lord marquis hath been fortifying his 
Castle for two years that a young Heywood, eyen if he be one 
of the godly, and have long legs to boot, should make a 
vaulting horse of itl I know but one knows the way over 
Raglan walls, and thou wilt hardly persuade him to teil thee," 
said Mother Eees, with a grim chuckle. 

As she spoke she rose, and went towards her sleeping 
Chamber. Then first Eichard became aware that for some 
tinie he had been hearing a scratching and whining. She 
opened the door, and out ran a wretched-looking dog, huge 
and gaunt, with red marks of recent wounds all over his body, 
and his neck swathed in a discoloured bandage. He went 
straight to Eichard, and began fawning upon him and licking 
his hands. Miserable and most disreputable as he looked, he 
recognised in him Dorothy's mastiff. 

<' My poor Marquis ! " he said, ^' what evil hath then befallen 
thee ? What would thy mistress say to see thee thus 1" 

Marquis whined and wagged his tail as if he understood 
every word he said, and Eichard was stung to the heart at the 
sight of his apparenüy forlom condition. 
" Hath thy mistress then forsaken thee too, Marquis t " he 
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Master Heywood ! is it for a wise woman like myself iö 
forget that thou art of the other part, and that these aro 
secrets of State which scarce another in the Castle but my son 
Thomas knoweth aught oonoeming! What will become of 
xne that I have told them to a Heywood, being, as is well 
known, myself no more of a royalist than another % " 

And she regarded him a little anziously. 

" What should it signify, mother," said Eichard, " so long 
as neither yon nor I believe a word of it 1 Horses go np a 
tower to bed, forsooth I Yet for the matter of that, I will 
engage to ride my mare up any corkscrew wide enough to 
tum her forelock and tail in — ay, and down again too, which 
is another business with most horses. Bat come now^ Mother 
Rees, confess this all a fable of thine own contriving to make 
a mock of a farm-bred lad like me." 

"In good sooth,* Master Heywood," answered the old 
woman, "I teil the tale as 'twas told to me. I avouch 
it not for certain, knowing that my son Thomas hath a 
seething brain and loveth a joke passing well, nor heedeth 
greatly upon whom he pntteth it, whether his master or bis 
mother; but for the stair by the great hall window, that stair 
hare I seen with mine own eyes, though for the horses to 
come and go thereby, that tndy have I not seen. And for 
the rest I only say it may well be, for there is nothing of it 
all which the wise man, my Lord Herbert, could not with a 
word — and that a light one for him to speak, though truly 
another might be torn to pieces in saying it." 

" I would I might see the place ! " murmured Richard. 

"An' it were not thou art sueh a 1 But it boots not 

talking, Master Heywood. Thou art too well known for a 
Puritan— Roundhead they call theo; and thou hast given them 
and theirs too many hard knocks, my son, to look they should 
be willing to let theo gaze on the wonders of their great house. 
Else, bemg that I am a friend to theo and thine, I would 

gladly . But, as I say, it boots nothing— although I have 

a son, who being more of the king's part than I am " 

"Hast thou not then art enough, mother, to set me within 
Raglan walls «or an hour or two after midnight 1 I ask no 
more," said Richard, who, although he was but leading the 
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way to quite another proposal, nor desired aid of art black 
or white, yet could not help a little tremor at making the 
bare Suggestion of the unhallowed idea. 

" An' I had, I dared not use it," answered the old woman ; 
"for is not my Lord Herbert therel Were it not for him — 

well . But I dare not, as I say, for his art is stronger than 

mine, and from his knowledge I could hide nothing. And I 
dare not for thy sake either, my young master. Once inside 
those walls of stone, those gates of oak, and those portcullises 
of iron, and thou comes not out alive again, I Warrant thee." 

" I should like to try once, though," said Richard. " Couldst 
thou not disguise me, Mother Eees, and send me with a message 
to thy soni" 

" I teil thee, young master, I dare not," answered the old 
woman, with utmost solemnity. " And if I did, thy speech 
would presently bewray thee." 

'' I would then I knew that part of the wall a man might 
scramble over in the dark," said Eichard. 

"Thinks thou my lord marquis hath been fortifying his 
Castle for two years that a young Heywood, even if he be one 
of the godly, and have long legs to boot, should make a 
vaulting horse of itl I know but one knows the way over 
Raglan walls, and thou wilt hardly persuade him to teil thee," 
Said Mother Rees, with a grim chuckle. 

As she spoke she rose, and went towards her sleeping 
Chamber. Then first Richard became aware that for some 
time he had been hearing a scratching and whining. She 
opened the door, and out ran a wretched-looking dog, huge 
and gaunt, with red marks of recent wounds all over his body, 
and his neck swathed in a discoloured bandage. He went 
straight to Richard, and began fawning upon him and licking 
his hands. Miserable and most disreputable as he looked, he 
recognised in him Dorothy's mastiff. 

<' My poor Marquis I " he said, *' what evil hath then befallen 
thee ? What would thy mistress say to see thee thus ?" 

Marquis whined and wagged his tail as if he understood 
every word he said, and Richard was stung to the heart at the 
sight of his apparently forlom condition. 

" Hath thy mistress then forsaken thee too, Marquis 1 " he 
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Said, and from fellow-feeling could have taken the dog in bis 
anns, 

^'I tbink not so/' said Mistress Beee« '*He hath beea witb 
ber in tbe Castle ever since sbe w^nt tbere.'' 

"Poor fellow, bow tbou art tom I" said Bicbard. " What 
animal of tbine own size could bave brougbt tbee into sucb a 
pligbt ? Or can it be tbat tbou bast found a bigger % £ut 
tbat tbou bast beaten bim I am well assured." 

Marquis wagged an affirmatire. 

'^ Fangs of biggest dog in Owent never tore bim like tbat, 
Master Heywood. Heark'ee now. He cannot teil bis tale, 
so I must teil tbee all I know of tbe matter. I was over to 
Baglan village tbree nigbts agone, to get me a bettle of streng 
waters from mine best of tbe Wbite Horse, for tbe difitilling 
of certain of my herbs good for inward disorders> wben be 
told me tbat about an bour before tbere bad come from tbe 
way of tbe Castle all of a sudden tbe most ternble noise tbat 
ever buman ears were pierced witbal» as if every deyil in bell 
of dog or cat kind bad broken loose, and fierce battle was 
waging between tbem in tbe Yellow Tower. I said little, but 
bad my own fears for my Lord Herbert, and oame bome sad 
and slow and went to bed. Now wbat sbould wake me tbe 
next morning, just as dayligbt broke tbe neck of tbe darkness, 
but a pitiful wbining and obstinate scratcbing at my door ! 
And wbo sbould it be but tbat same lovely little lapdog of 
my young mistress now standing by tby knee i But bad tbou 
Seen bim tben, Master Bicbard ! It was tbe devil's backles 
be bad been tbrougb ! Sucb'a torn disbclout of a dog tbou 
neyer did see ! I understood it all in a moment. He bad 
made one in tbe figbt^ and wbetber be bad bad tbe better or 
tbe worse of it, like a wise dog as be always was, be knew 
wbere to find wbat would serve bis turn, and so wben the 
bouse was quiet, off be came to old Motber Bees to be plais- 
tered and pbysicked. But wbat perplexes my old brain is, 
bow, at tbat bour of tbe nigbt, for to reacb my door wben he 
did, and bim bardly able to stand wben I let bim in, it must 
bave been dead nigbt wben be left — ^it do perplex me, I say, 
to tbink bow at tbat time of tbe nigbt be got out of tbat 
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I»isoii, watched as ii is both night and day by them that 
sleep not." 

"He conldn't haye oome oyer the wallf saggested 
Sichard. 

"Had thoa seen 1dm thon would not make that the 
qnestion." 

«« Then he mnst haye oome throagh or imder it ; there are 
bat three irays," aaid Biohard to himaelt " He's a big dog," 
he added aloud, regarding him thonghtfully as he patted his 
sollen, afiectionate head. ^' He's a big dog," he repeated. 

**1 think a'most he bo the biggeit dog /eyersaw,** aasented 
MlstreflsBeea 

''I woold I were less abont the ahonlden/ taid Richaid. 

** Who eyer heard a man worth his mess of pottage wish 
him saeh a wish as that^ Master Heywood I What wottld 
Mistress Dorothy aay to hear theel I Warrant me ahe findeth 
no ianlt with the breadth of thy ahonldera.'* 

<'I am less in the oompass than I was befoie the kst fight," 
he went on, withont heeding his hostess^ and as if he talked 
to the dog, who stood with his chin on his knee, looking up 
in his £m». '* Where thoo, Matqnis, canst walk, I donbt not 
to creep; bntif thon most creepi what then is left for mel 
Yet how oonldst thoa creep with such woonds in thy throat 
and belly, my poor Marqois 1 " 

The dog whined, and moyed all his feet^ one aftw the other, 
bat withont taking his chin off Bichard's knee. 

''Hast Seen thy mistress, little Dick, Marquis t" asked 
Richard. 

Again the dog whined, moyed his feet, and tomed his head 
towards the door. Bat whether it was that he onderstood 
the qoestion, or only that he reoognised the name of his firiend, 
who ooold teilt 

*' Will thoa take me to Dick, Marqoist" 

The dog tomed and walked to the door, then stood and 
looked back, as if waiting for Sichard to open it and foQow 
him. 

''No, Marqois, we most not go before night," said Richard« 

The dog retnmed slowly to his knee, and again laid his 
chinupon iL 
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** What will the dog do nezt^ thinkest thou, mother — when 
he finde himself well again, I mean I Will he um firom thee \ " 
fiaid Bichard. 

" He would be like neither dog nor man I ever knew, did 
he not," retumed the old woman« ^ He will for sore go back 
where he got bis hurts — ^to revenge them if he may, for that 
ifl the custom also with both dogs and men." 

" Cooldst thou make sore of bim that he mn not awaj tiU 
I come again at night, mother f " 

** Gertain I can, my son. I will shat bim np whenoe he will 
not break so long as he hears me nigh bim." 

*'Do 80, then, an' thou lovest me, Mother Sees, and I will 
be here with the first of the darkness." 

''An' I loye thee, Master Bichard! Nay, bat I do loye 
thy good face and thy true words, be thou Poritan or Konnd- 
head, or fanatic, or what eyil name soeyer the wicked fashion 
of the times granteth to men to call thee." 

'' Hark in thine ear then, mother : I wül call no names ; 
but they of Kaglan have, as I truly belieye, stolen £rom me 
my Lady." 

''Nay, nay, Master Bichard," intermpted Mistress Bees; 
'* did I not teil thee with my own mouth that she went of her 
own free will, and in the Company of the reyerend Sir Matthew 
Herbert 1 " 

''AlasI thou goest not with me, Mother Bees. I meant 
not Mistress Dorothy. She is lost to me indeed ; but so also 
is my poor mare, which was stolen last night from Bedware 
Stahles as the watchers slept." 

'* Alack-a-day I " cried Qoody Bees, holding up her hands in 
sore trouble for her friend. " But what then dreams thou of 
doing f Not surely, before all the saints in heayen, will thou 
adyenture thy body within Baglan walls 1 Bat I speak like 
a fool. Thou canst not." 

''This good dog,'' said Bichard, stroking Marquis, ^'must, 
as thou thyself plainly seest, haye found some way of leaying 
Baglan without the knowledge or will of its wardera Where 
he gat him forth, will he not get bim in again) And where 
dog can go, man may at least endeavour to follow. — ^Mayhap 
he hath for himself scratched a way, as many dogs wilL" 
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"Bat, for the love of God, Master Heywood, what would 
thoa do inside that stone cage ? Thy mare, be she, as thou 
hast ofben vaanted her to me, the first for courage and wisdom 
and strength and fleetness of all mares created — be her fore 
feet like a man's hands and her heart like a woman's heart, 
as thou sayest, yet cannot she overleap Eaglan walls; and 
thinks thou they will raise portcullis and open gate and drop 
drawbridge to let thee and her ride forth in peace ? It were 
a fool's errand, my young master, and nowise befitting tby 
young wisdonu" 

'< What I sball do, when I am at length within the walls^ I 
cannot teil thee, mother. Nor have I ever yet known much 
good in forecasting. To have to think, when the hour is 
come, of what thou didst before resolve, instead of setting thy- 
self to understand what is aroand thee, and perchance the 
whole matter different from what thou had imagined, is to 
stand like Lazarus bound band and foot in thine own grare- 
clothes. It wiU be giren me to meet what comes ; or if not, 
who will bar me from meeting what follows ? " 

'^ Master Heywood,'' cried Qoody Eees, drawing herseif with 
rebuke, ^^ for a man that is born of a woman to talk so wisely 
and so foolishly both in a breath ! — But/' she added with a 
change of tone, '' I know better than bar the path to a Hey- 
wood. An' he will, he will And thou hast been vilely used, 
my young master. I will do what I can to help thee to thine 
own — and no more — no more than thine own. Hark in thine 
ear now. But first swear to me by the holy eross, Puritan as 
thou art, that thou wilt make no other use of what I teil thee 
but to free thy stolen mare. I know thou may be trusted 
even with the secret that would slay thine enemy. But I 
must have thy oath notwithstanding thereto." 

'' I will not swear by the cross, which was never holy, for 
thereby was the holy slain. I will not swear at all, Mother 
Bees« I wiU pledge thee the word of a man who fears Ood, 
that I will in no way dishonourable make use of that which 
thou teilest me. An' that suffice not, I will go without thy 
help, trusting in God, who never made that mare to carry the 
enemy of the truth into the battle." 

'' But what an' thou should take the staff of strife to measure 
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thy doiogs withal \ That may then seem honourabley done to 
an enemy, which tbou would Bcom to do to one of thme own 
part, even if he wronged thee.'' 

''Naj, mother; but I will do nothing Üum wonldst think 
diahonoarable — that I prcmdse thae. I will tue wbat thoa 
teilest me for no manner of hurt to my lord <rf Worceater or 
aught tbat ia hia. Bat Ladyis not hia, and her will Icairy, if 
I may, from Baglan stables back to Bedwara" 

'' I am content. Hearken, then, my son. Baglan watch- 
word for the rest of the month Sr^^U Oearge cmd SL Patriski 
May it stand theo in good stead.'* 

'' I thank thee, mother, with all my heart,^ said Bichard, 
rising jubilant. " Now shut up the dog, and let me ga One 
day it may lie in my power to requite theo." 

<' Thou hast requited me beforehand, Master Heywood. Old 
Mother Bees never forgets. I woold have done weU by thee 
with the maiden, an' thoa would but have hearkened to my 
worda Bat the day may yet come. Go now, and retum 
with the last of the twilight. Come hither, Marquis." 

The dog obeyedi and ehe shut him again in her diamber. 



CHAPTEE XXVIL. 

THB MO AT OF THE KEEP. 

BlOHARD left the cottage, and mounted Oliver. To pass the 
time and indulge a moumful memory, he rode round by Wy- 
fem. When he reached home, he found that his father had 
gone to pay a yisit some miles off. He went to his own room, 
cast himself on his bed, and tried to think. But his birds 
would not come at his call, or Coming would but perch for a 
moment, and again fly. As he lay thus, his eyes feil on his 
cousin, old Thomas Heywood*s little folio, lying on the wiudow 
seat where he had left it two years ago, and straightway his 
fluttering birds alighting there, he thought how the book had 
been lying unopened all the months, while he had been pass- 
ing through so many changes and commotions. How still 
had the room been around it, how silent the sunshine and the 
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•DOiTy wbile he had inhaUted tiiiiiiili-*tiiiniilt in his heart, 
Ummli in his ean, tmnnlt of sorrows, of vain longings, of 
tongnea and of aworda 1 Where was the gain to him? Was 
he neaxer to ihat eentre of peaee, wliieh the book, as it lay 
tliere so still, seemed to his ejes to typifyi The maiden 
lored firom diildhood had left him for a foolirii hing and a 
phantcRm chnieh : had he been himself pnrsalng anjthing 
bettert He had been fighting for the trath : had he then 
gained her? where was shel what was she if not a living 
thing in the heart % Wonld the wielding of the sword in its 
name erer embody an abstraction, call it from the yasty deep 
of metaphjsics np into self-conscions existence in the essence 
of a man's own vitality 1 Was not the question still, how, of 
all loves, to grasp the thing his sonl thirsted after 1 

To many a sermon, cleric and lay, had he listened sinee he 
left that Tolnme there— in chnrch, in bam, in the open field 
— bnt the religion which seemed to fill all the horizon of these 
preachers' Tision, was to him little better than another tnmnlt 
of words; while, far beyond all the tnmnlts, hang still, in the 
rast of thonght unarrired, nnembodied, that something with- 
ont a shape, yet bearing a name aroond which hovered a vagne 
light as of something dimly nnderstood^ after which, in every 
moment of inbreaking silence, his sonl straightway began to 
thirst. And if the Trath was not to be foundin his own heart, 
conld he think that the blows by which he had not gained 
her had yet giyen her % — that throagh means of the tumnlt he 
had helped to aronse in her name and for her sake, bat in 
which he had nerer caaght a sight of her beauteoos form, she 
DOW sat radiantly smiling in any one haman sool where she 
sat not before t 

Or shoald he say it was Freedom for which he had foaght 1 
Was he then one whit more free in the reality of his being 
than he had been before % Qr had eyer a battle wherein he 
had perilled his own lifo, striking for liberty, conyeyed that 
liberty into a single human heart? Was there one sonl the 
freer within, from the nearer presence of that fireedom which 
woald haye a man endare the heayiest wrong, rather than 
inflict the lightestf He coold not teil, bat he greatly 
doubted 



202 ST. GEORGE AND ST. MICHAEL. 

His thought went wandering away, and yision after yision, 
now of war and now of love, now of earthly yictory and now 
of what seemed unattainable felicity, arose and passed before 
him, filling its place. At length it came back: he would 
glance again into his cousin Thomas's book. He had bat to 
Stretch out his band to take it^ for his bed was close by the 
Window. Opening it at random, he came upon tiiis passage : 

And u the IGll, that droiimgyretli f asti 
Befiueih nothing that therein ia caat, 
Bul whatsoever ia to it aisign'd 
Gladly reeeires and willing ia to grynd, 
But if the violence be with nothing fed, 
It wasts itself e : e'en so the heart misled, 
StiU tnniing round, unatable aa the Ooean, 
Never at rest, bat in continuaU Motion, 
Sleepe or awake, is still in agitation 
Of Bome prcsonlonent in th' Imagination. 

If to the Mill-atone you shall oast in Sand, 
It troubles them, and makes them at a stand ; 
If Pitch, it chokcs them ; or if Chaffe let fall, 
They are employ'd, bat to no ase at all. 
So, bitter thoaghts molest, imcleane thoaghts staine 
And spot the Heart ; while those idle and vaine 
Weare it, and to no parpose. For when *tifl 
Drowsie and carelesse oi the fatare blisse. 
And to implore Heav'n's aid, it doth imply 
How f ar is it remote from the most High. 
For whilsi oar Hearts on Terrhen things we placej 
There cannot be leaat hope of Divine grace. 

'' Just such a mill is my mind,'^ he said to himsel£ " But 
can I suppose that to sit down and read all day like a monk, 
would bring me nearer to the thing I want 1 " 

He tumed over the voIume half thinking, half brooding. 

" I will look again," he thought, " at the verses which that 
day my father gave me to read. Truly I did not well under- 
stand them." 

Once more he read the poem through. It closes with these 
lines: 

So far thiB Light the Baies extends, 

As that no place It comprehends. 

So deepe this Sound, that thongh it speake, 

It cannot by a Sence so weake 

Be entertain'd. A Bedolent Orace 

The Aire blowes not from place to place. 
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A pleMaat Tastet ^ il>*^ delJghi 

It doih eonf oond all appetite, 

A itriet Bmbraee, not feit, yet leavei 

That rertne, where it takea it cleaTea. 

This Liffht, thiM Stmnd, thii Savattring Oraetf 

Tbl« TasUfuU Sweet, this Striet Bmbraee, 

Ko Place containet, no Epe can lee, 

Mj 6M ii ; and th«re*a none bat Hae* 

'' I &we gained somethingy'' he cried aload : ^ I anderstand 
it now — at least I think I do. What if, in fighting for the 
trath as men say, the doors of man's own heart shonld at 
length fly open for her entrance ! What if the nnderstanding 
of that which is nttered conceming her, be a sign tbat she 
herseif draweth nigh ! Then I will go ojl — ^And that I may 
go on, I mnst recorer my mare/' 

Honestljy howerer, he coold not quite justify the scheme. 
All the efforts of his imagination, as he rode home, to bring 
bis jndgment to the same side with itself, had failed, and he 
bad been driren to confess the project a foolhardy one. Bat, 
on the other band, had he not had a leading thitherward? 
Whence eise the sudden conviction that Scudamore had taken 
her, and the baming desire to seek her in Saglan stables ? 
And had he not heard mighiy argnments from the Ups of the 
most faroored preachers in the army for an nnqaestioning 
compliance with leadmgs f Nay, had he not had more than a 
leading f Was it not a sign to encoarage bim, eren a pledge 
of bappy resolt, that, within an boor of it, and in consequence 
of his first Step in partial compliance with it, he had come 
npon the only creatare capable of conducting bim into the 
robber's hold f And had he not at the same time leamed the 
Baglan password ? — He woM go. 

He rose, and descending the little creaking stair of black 
oak that led from bis room to the next story, songht bis 
father's study, where he wrote a letter informing bim of his* 
intended attempt, and the means to its accomplishment that 
had been already rouchsafed bim. The rest of bis time, after 
eating bis dinner, he spent in making oyersboes for his mare 
oat of an old baff jerkln« As soon as the twilight began to 
fall, he set out on foot for the witch's cottage. 
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When he arrived, he found her ezpecting him, bat prepared 
with no hearty welcome. 

'' I had liefer by much thee had not come so pat upon thy 
promise, Master Heywood. Then I might haye looked to 
move thee from thy purpose, for tmly I like it not But 
thou will never bring an old woman into trouble, Master 
Eichard]" 

'' Or a yonng one either, if I can help it, Mother Bees/' 
answered Richard. *^ Bat come no w, thoa moAt trast me, and 
teil me all I want to know." 

He drew from his pocket paper and pencil, and began to put 
to her qnestion after question as to the courts and the yarioos 
baildings forming them, with their chief doors and Windows, 
and ever as she gave him an answer, he added its porport to 
the rough plan he was drawing of the place. 

'* Listen to me, Master Heywood," said the old woman at 
length after a long silence, daring which he had been ponder- 
ing over his paper. 'An' thoa get once into the foantain 
coart thoa will know where thee is by the marble horse that 
Stands in the middle of it Tum then thy back to the horse, 
with the yellow tower aboye thee upon thy right band, and 
thee will be facing the great halL On the other side of the 
hall is the pitched court with its great gate and double port» 
cullis and drawbridge. Nearly at thy back, bat to thy right 
band, will lie the gate to the bowling-green. At which of 
these gates does thee think to lead out thy mare]" 

''An' I.pass at all, mother, it will be on her back, not at 
her head." 

"Thoa wilt not pass, my son. Be counselled. To thy 
mare, thoa wilt but lose thysel£" 

Bichard heard her as though he heard her not 

<' At what hour doth the moon rise, Mistress Bees ) " he 
asked. 

"Whatwoald thoa with the mooni" she retamed. "Is 
not she the enemy of him who royes for plunder ? Shines 
she not that the thief may be shaken out of the earth t " 

"I am not thief enough to steal in the dark, mother. How 
shall I teil without her help where I am or whither I go 1 " 

" She will be half-way to the top of her hill by midnight" 
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** An* tlioa ^eak }aj the caid, then is it time tliai Marquis 
and I wefe gomg." 

''Here, take thee aome fenirseed in thy pcmch, Üial thoa 
majwalk inTiaibley" said the old woman. '^If thee chanoe to 
be an lumgeied, then eat theieof," she added, as ehe tiana- 
fetied something from her pocket to hisL 

She caUed the dog and opened the Chamber door. Oat 
came Manjnis, walked to Bichard, and stood looking np in 
Üb fiice as if he knew perfectiy that his bnsinesB was to ac- 
Company hiuL Bichard bade Äe oid woman good-night, and 
at^ped firom the eottaga 

Ko aooner was he in the daikneas with the d<^ than, fear- 
ing he m^t lose sight of him, he tied his handkerehief round 
bis neck, and fastened to it the thong cf his riding whip — ^the 
Bole weapon he had bronght with bim — and so they walked 
together, Marquis pnlling Biehard ml Ere long the moon 
rose, and the coontry dawned into the dim creation of the 
lig^t. 

Qn and on they tmdged, Marqois polling at his leash as if 
he had been a blind man's dc^, and on and oq beside them 
crepi iheir shadows, flattened ontinto stränge distortion upon 
the road. Bot when they had oome within aboat two miles <^ 
Baglan, whether it was that the aense of prozimity to his 
misfcress grew strong in bim, or that he scented the Great 
Mognl, as the hone the batüe ftcmi a£ur, Marquis began to 
grow restless, and to aniff about on one side of the way. 
When at length they had by a narrow Mdge eroased a brodc, 
the dog insisted on kaiing the road and going down into the 
meadow to the left. Bidiaid made small resistanoe, and that 
odhf forezperimentnpon theanimal'sdetermination. Acrosa 
field after field hia goide led him, nntil, bot for the great keep 
towering dimly np into the moonlight sky, he conld hardly 
haTe eren conjectmed iriiere he was. Bot he was weU 
satisfied, fior, erer as they eame out of eopse or hoUow, there 
was the böge ihing in the sky, nearer than befora 

At last he was aUe to desery a short Stretch of the eastle 
ismpart^ past which, away to the westward, the dog was 
pnlling^ along a roogh cart-tiack throu^ a field. This he 
piesently finmd to be a qnazry road, and straight into the 
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quarry tbe dog went, pulling eagerly ; but Eichard was com- 
pelled to foUow with caution, for the ground was rough and 
broken, and tbe moon cast black misleading sbadows. To- 
wards tbe blackest of tbese tbe dog led, and entered a boUow 
way. Bicbard went straigbt after bim, guarding bis bead 
witb bis arm, lest be migbt meet a sudden descent of tbe 
roof, and lengtbening bis leasb to tbe utmost, tbat be migbt 
bave timely warning of any descent of tbe floor. 

It was a very rougb tunnel, tbe intent of wbicb will after- 
wards appear, forming part of one of Lord Herbert's later con- 
trivances for tbe safety of tbe Castle ; but so well had Mr. 
Salisbury, tbe surveyor, managed, tbat not one of tbe men 
employed upon it bad an idea tbat tbey were doing more tban 
working tbe quarry for tbe repair of the fortifications. 

From tbe darkness, and tbe cautious rate at wbicb he bad 
to proceed, bolding back tbe dog wbo tugged bard at tbe 
whip, Eicbard could not even bazard a conjecture as to tbe 
distance tbey bad advanced, wben be beard tbe noise of a 
small runnel of water, wbicb seemed from tbe sound to make 
abrupt descent from some little beigbt. He bad gone but a 
few paces furtber wben tbe bandle of tbe wbip received a 
great upward pull and was left loose in bis grasp ; tbe dog 
was away leaving bis bandkercbief at tbe end of tbe tbong. 
So now he bad to guido bimself, and began to feel about bim. 
He seemed at first to bave come to tbe end of tbe passage, for 
be could toucb both sides of it by stretching out bis arms, and 
in front a tiny stream of water came down tbe face of tbe 
rougb rock ; but wbat, tben, had become of Marquis % Tbe 
answer seemed piain : tbe water must come from somewbere, 
and doubtless its Channel bad spare room enougb for tbe dog 
to pass tbitber. He feit up tbe rock, and found tbat, at 
about tbe beigbt of bis bead, tbe water came over an obtose 
angle. Climbing a foot or two, be discovered tbat tbe open- 
ing wbence it issued was large enougb for bim to enter. 

Only one wbo bas at some time passed where lengtbened 
creeping was necessary, will know bow Bicbard feit, witb 
water under bim, pitch-darkness about bim, and tbe rock 
witbin an incb or two of bis body all round. By and by tbe 
Blope became steeper and tbe ascent more difficult. The air 
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grew very close, and he began to fear he should be stifled 
Then came a hot breath, and a pair of eyes gleamed a foot or 
two £rom his face. Had he then followed into the den of the 
animal by which poor Marquis had been so frightf ully tom % 
Bat no ; it was Marquis himself waiting for him ! 

'^ 60 on, Marquis/' he said, with a sigh of relief. 

The dog obeyed, and in another moment a waft of cool air 
came in. Presently a glimmer of light appeared. The open- 
ing through which it entered was a little liigher than his hori- 
zontally posed head, and looked alarmingly narrow. But as 
he crept nearer it grew wider, and when he came under it he 
fonnd it large enough to let him through« When cautionsly 
he poked up his head, there was the huge mass of the keep 
towering blank above himl On a leyel with his eyes, the 
broady lilied waters of the moat lay betwixt him and the 
citadel. 

Marqui& had bronght him to the one neglected, therefore 
forgotten, and thence undefended spot of the whole building. 
Before the well was sunk in the keep, the supply of water to 
the moat had been £eu: more bountif ol, and provision for a free 
overflow was necessary. For some reason, probably for the 
mere sake of facility in the construction, the passage for the 
superfluous water had been made larger than needful at the 
end next the moat. About midway to its outlet, howeyer — 
a mere drain-moath, in a swampy hollow in the middle of a 
field — ^it had narrowed to a third of the compass. But the 
qnarriers had cut across it above the point of contraction; 
and no danger of access occurring to Lord Herbert or Mr. 
Salisbury, whib they found a certain Service in the tiny 
waterfall, they had left it as it was. 



OHAPTER XXVIIL 

RAGLAN STABLES. 



The passage for the overflow of the water of the moat was 
nnder the sunk walk which, reaching from the gate of the stone 
court round to the gate of the fountain court, enclosed the 



208 ST. GEORGE AND ST. MICHAEL, 

keep.and its moat, looping them on as it were to the side of 
the double qtiadrangle of the Castle. The only way oni of 
this passage, at.wbose entrance Eichard now &aiid himself, 
was into the moat. As quietly therefore as he could, he got 
through the opening and into the water, amongst the Hlies, 
where, much impeded by their tangling roots, which eaused 
him m^üj a snbmergence, bat with a moon in her second 
qnarter oyer bis head to light him, he swam gently along. As 
he looked np from the water, however, to the huge crag-Uke 
tower oyer bis head, the soft moonlight smoothing the rigoor 
bat bringing out all the wasteness of the giim blank, it 
seemed a hopeless attempt he had undertaken. Not the less 
did he keep bis eje on the tower-side of the moat, and 
had not swam far before he oaught sight of the little stair, 
which, enclosed in one oi the six small roand bastions 
encircling it, led up from the moat to the walk immediately 
around the citadel. The foot of the stair was, strangely 
enough, one of the only two points in the defence of the moat 
not absolutely commanded from either one or the other of the 
two gates of the castle, The top of the stair, however, was 
visible from one extreme point oyer the westem gate, and the 
moment Richard, finding the small thick iron-studded door 
open, put bis head out of the bastion, he ean^t sight of a 
warder far away, against the moonlit sky. All of the castle 
except the spot where that man stood, was hidden bythe 
near bulk of the keep. He drew back, and sat down on the 
top of the stair — ^to think and let the water nm from bis 
clothes. When he issued, it was again on all-fours. He had, 
howeyer, only to creep an inch or two to Üie right to be 
coyered by one of the angles of the tower. 

But this shelter was merely momentary, for he must go 
round the tower in search of some way to reach the courts 
beyond ; and no sooner had he passed the next angle than he 
found himself within sight of one of tiiie towers of the main 
entrance. Dropping once more on bis hands and knees he 
crept slowly along, as close as he could squeeze to the root of 
the wall, and when he rounded the next angle, was in the 
shadow of the keep, while he had bat to cross tihe walk to be 
coyered by the parapet oa the edge of tiie moat This ho did. 
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and having crept round the curve of the nezt bastira, was just 
l)eginning to fear lest he shoald find only a lifted drawbridge, 
and have to take to the irater agam, when he came to the- 
stone bridge. 

It was well for him that Dorothy and Caspar had now 
omitted the setting of their water-trap» oüierwke he woirid 
have entered the fonntain coort in a manner unfavoarable to 
his project. As it was, he got over in safety, neyer ceasing 
bis slow crawl until he fonnd himself in the asohway. Here 
he stood np, straightened his limbs, went throu^ a few 
gymnastics, as silent as energetic, to send the blood through 
his chilled veins^ and the nezt moment was again on tha 
move. 

Peering from the mouth of the arehway.,. he saw to his left 
the fonntain conrt, with the gleaming head of the great horse 
rising ottt of the sea of shadow into the noonlight, and knew 
where he was. Nezt he diseorered close to him on his right 
an open door into a dim space, and knew that he was look« 
ing into the great hall. Opposite the door glimmered the 
large bay window of which Mr& Sees had spoken. 

There was now a point to be ascertained ere he coald deter- 
mine at which of the two gatea he shonld attempt his ezit — 
a qnestion which, np to the said point^ he had thoroughly con- 
sidered on his way. 

The Stahles opened npon the pitched conrt, and in that 
coort was the main en^rance : natnrally that was the one 
to be used. Bat in front of it was a great flight of 
Steps, the whole depth of the ditch, with the marble gate 
at the foot of them; and not knowing the carriage-way, 
he feared both snspicion and loss of time, where a Single 
moment might be all that divided failare from saccess. Also 
at this gate were a double portcnllis and drawbridge, the 
working of whose machinery took time, and of all things a 
quick execution was essential, seeing that at any moment 
sleeping snspicion might awake, and find enough to keep her 
so. At the other gate there was but one portcuUis and no 
drawbridge, while from it he perfectly knew the way to the 
brick gate. Clearly this was the preferable for his attempt. 
There was but one point to east in the other scale — nanLely» 



tlO ST, GBOHGE AND ST. MICHAEL. 

thaty if old Eccles were still the warder of it, there would be 
danger of his recogaition in respect both of himself and bis 
xnare. Bat, on the otber band, be tbougbt be could turn to 
account bis knowledge of tbe fact tbat tbe marquis's room 
was over it So bere tbe scale bad settled to rebound no 
more — ezcept indeed be sbould now discover any difficulty in 
passing from tbe stone coart in wbicb lay tbe TMyM of tbe 
ßtables, to tbe fountain court in wbicb stood tbe preferable 
gate. Tbis question be must now settle, for once on borse« 
back tbere must be no deliberation. 

One way at least tbere must be — tbrougb tbe ball : tbe ball 
must be accessible from botb courts. He puUed off his shoes 
and stepped sof tly in. Tbrougb tbe high window immediately 
over tbe buge fireplace, a little moönligbt feil on tbe nortbern 
gable-wall, turning tbe minstrel's gallery into an aerial bridge 
to some Strange region of loyeliness, and in tbe sbadow undei 
it be found at once tbe door be sougbt, standing open but 
dark under a deep porcb. 

Issuing and gliding along by tbe side of the ball and round 
tbe great bay window, be came to tbe stair indicated by Mrs. 
Bees, and descending a Httle way, stood and listened : plainly 
enougb to bis practised ear, wbat tbe old woman bad repre« 
sented as tbe Underground passage to tbe airiest of stables, 
was itself füll of horses. To go down amongst these in tbe 
dark, and xsl ignorance of tbe construction of tbe stable, was 
somewbat perilous ; but be bad not come tbere to ayoid risk. 
Step by Step be stole softly down, and, arrived at tbe bottom, 
seated himself on tbe last — ^to wait until bis eyes sbould get 
so far accustomed to tbe darkness as to distinguish tbe poor 
difference between the faint dusk sinking down the stair and 
tbe absolute murk. A little further on he could descry two 
or tbree grated openings into tbe fountain court, but by them 
notbing could enter beyond the faintest reflection of moönligbt 
from tbe Windows between tbe grand stair-case and the bell 
tower. 

As soon as his eyes bad grown capable of using wbat ligbt 
tbere was, wbicb, bowever, was scarcely sufficient to render 
bim tbe smallest Service, Richard began to whistle, yery softly, 
a certain tune well known to Lady, one be always whistled 
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when he fed or curried her himselfl He had not got more 
than half through it, when a low drowsy whinny made reply 
from the depths of the darkness before him, and the heart of 
Bichard leapt in his bosom for joy. He ceased for a moment, 
then whistled again. Again came the response, bat this time, 
althongh still soft and low, free from all the woolliness of 
sleep. Once more he whistled, and once more came the 
answer. Certain at length of the direction, he dropped on 
his hands and knees, and crawled carefolly along for a few 
yards, then stopped, whistled again, and listened. After a 
few more calls and responses, he found himself at Lady's heels, 
which had begnn to moye restlessly. He crept into the stall 
beside her, spoke to her in a whisper, got upon his feet, 
caressed her, told her to be quiet, and, pulling her buff shoes 
from his pockets, drew them oyer her hoofs, and tied them 
securely about her pastems. Then with one stroke of his knife 
he cut her halter, hitched the end round her neck, and telling 
her to follow him, walked sofbly throngh the stable and up 
the stair. She followed like a cat, though not withont some 
noise, to whose echoes Bichard's bosom seemed the beaten 
dronL The moment her back was leyel, he flong himself npon 
it, and rode straight throngh the porch and into the halL 

Bat here at length he was overtaken by the consequences 
of having an ally uneqnal to the emergency. Marquis, who 
had doubtless been occupied with his friends in the stable 
yard, came bounding up into the conrt just as Bichard threw 
himself on the back of his mare. At the sight of Lady, whom 
he knew so well, with her master on her back, a vision of older 
and happier times, the poor animal forgot himself utterly, 
Tushed through the haU like a whirlwind, and borst into a 
tempest of barking in the middle of the fountain court — 
whether to rouse his mistress, or but to relieye his own heart» 
matters little to my tale. There was not a moment to lose, 
and Bichard rode out of the haU and made for the gate. 
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OHAPTEE XXIX. 



THE APPARlTJOir. 



The Toice of her lost Marquis, which even in her dreams slie 
oould attribute to none but him, roused Dorothj at once, 
She sprang from bor bed, flew to tbe window, and flung it 
Wide. That same moment, from tbe sbadows about tbe ball- 
door, eame fortb a man on borseback^ and rode along tbo 
tiled patb to tbe fountain, wbere never bad boof of borse 
before trod. Stranger stiU, tbe tramp sounded far away, 
and woke no ecbo in tbe ecbo-baunted place. A pbantom 
surely — ^borse and man ! As tbey drew nearer wbere sbe 
stared witb wide eyes, tbe bead of tbe rider rose out of tbe 
sbadow into tbe moonlight, and sbe recognised tbe face of 
Riebard — very wbite and still, tbougb not, as sbe supposed, 
witb tbe wbiteness and stiUness of a spectre, but witb tbe 
concentration of eagemess and watcbful resolution. Tbe 
same moment sbe recognised Lady. Sbe trembled from bead 
to foot. Wbat could it mean but tbat beyond a doubt tbey 
were botb dead, slain in battle, and tbat Eicbard bad come 
to ]9ay ber a last visit ere be left tbe world. On tbey came. 
Her beart swelled up into ber tbroat, and tbe effort to queen 
it oyer berself, and neitber sbriek nor drop on tbe floor, was 
like struggling to support a falUng walL Wben tbe spectre 
reacbed tbe marble fountain, be gave a little start, drew 
bridle, and seemed to become aware tbat be bad taken a 
wrong patb, looked keenly around bim, and instead of con- 
tinuing bis advance towards ber window, tumed in tbe 
direction of tbe gate. One tbing was clear, tbat wbetber 
gbostly or mortal, wbetber already dead or only on tbe way 
to deatb, tbe apparition was regardless of ber presenca A 
pang of disappointment sbot tbrougb ber bosom, and for tbe 
moment quencbed ber sense of relief from terror. Witb it 
sank tbe typboon of ber emotion, and sbe became able to note 
bow draggled and soiled bis garments were, bow bis bair 
clung about bis temples; and tbat for all accoutrement bis 
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mare had bnt a halter. Yet Siebard sat erect and prond, 
and Lady stepped 1ül6 a mare fall of life and vigour. And 
there was Marquis, not cowering or hoirling as dogs do in 
spectral presence, but madlj bounding and barking as if in 
uncontrollable jubilation ! 

The acme of her bewilderment was reached wben the 
phantom came under the marquis's stady window, and she 
heard it call alond, in a voice whioh undoubtedly came from 
corporeal throat, and that throat Bichard's, ringing of the 
moming and the snnrise and the wind that shakes the wheat 
— anything rather than of the tomb : 

" Ho, Master Eccles ! " it cried ; " when f when 1 Must my 
lord's basiness cool while thou rubbest thy sleepy eyes awake ? 

What, I say ! When ? Yes, my lord, I will punctually 

attend to yonr lordship's Orders. !Ebq>ect me back within the 
hour.** 

The last words were nttered in a much lower tone, with the 
respect dne to him he seemed addressing, but quite loud enough 
to be distinctly heard by Eccles or any one eise in the court. 

Dorothy leaned from her window uid looked sideways to 
the gate, expecting to see the marquis bending oyer his 
window-sill^ and talking to Richard. Bat his window was 
dose shut, nor was there any H^t behind it 

A minute or two passed, during which she heard the com- 
bined discords of the rising portcullis. Then out came Eccles, 
slow and sleepy. 

" By St. George and St. Patrick ! " cried Richard, " why 
keep'st thou six legs here standing idlet Is thy master's 
basiness nothing to theo f " 

Eccles looked up at him. He was Coming to his senses. 

*^ Thou rides in stränge graith on my lord's business," he 
said, as he put the key in the lock. 

'^ What is that to thee % Open the gate. And make haste. 
If it please my lord that I ride thus to escape eyes that eise 
might see further than thine, keen as they are, Master Eccles, 
it is nothing to thee.'' 

The lock clanged, the gate swang open, and Richard rode 
ihrough. 

By this time a process of doubt and reasoning, rapid as 
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only thought can be, had produced in the mind of Dorothy 
the conviction that there was something wrong. By what 
authority was Bichard riding from Baglan with muffled hoofs 
between midnight and morning % His speech to the marquis 
was plainly a pretence, and doubtless that to Eccles was 
equally false. To allow him to pass unchallenged woiüd be 
treason against both her host and her king. 

"Eccles! Eccles I" she cried, her voice ringing clear 
through the court, " let not that man pass." 

" He gave the word, mistress," said Eccles, in dull response. 

" Stop him, I say," cried Dorothy again, with energy almost 
frantic, as she heard the gate swing to heavily. " Thou shalt 
be held to account.*' 

'*He gave the word." 

^'He's a true man, mistress,'' retumed Eccles, in tone of 
self-justification. " Heard you not my lord marquis give him 
his last Orders from his window ? " 

" There was no marquis at the window. Stop him, I say." 

" He*s gone," said Eccles quietly, but with waking uneasiness. 

" Run after him," Dorothy almost screamed. " Stop him 
at the gate. It is young Heywood of Bedware, one of the 
busiest of the Eoundheads.'' 

Eccles was already running and shouting and whistling. 
She heard his feet resounding from the bridge. With trem- 
bling hands she fluhg a cloak about her, and sped bare« 
footed down the grand staircase and along the north side of 
the court to the bell-tower, where she seized the rope of the 
alarm-bell, and pulled with all her strength. A horrid clang- 
cur tore the stiUness of the night, re-echoed with yelping 
response from the multitudinous buildings around. Window 
after window flew open, head after head was popped out — 
amongst the first that of the marquis, shouting to know what 
was amiss. But the question found no ans wer. The courts 
began to filL Some said the Castle was on fire ; others, that 
the wild beasts were all out ; others that Waller and Crom- 
well had scaled the rampart, and were now storming the 
gates ; others, that Eccles had tumed traitor and admitted the 
enemy. In a few moments all was outcry and confusion. 
Both courts and the great hall were swarming with men and 
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women and children, in every possible stage of attire. The 
main entrance was crowded with a tumolt of soldieiy, and 
scouts were mshing to dififerent stations of outlook, when the 
crj reached them that the westem gate was open, the portcullis 
np, and the goard gone. 

The moment Bichard was clear of the portcallis, he set off 
at a Sharp trot for the brickgate, and had ahnest reached it 
when he became aware that he was pursned. He had heard 
the Yoice of Dorothy as he rode out, and knew to whom he 
owed it. Bat yet there was a chance. Kousing the porter 
with such a noisy reyeill^ as drowned in his sleepy ears the 
cries of the warder and those that followed him, he gave the 
watchword, and the hnge key was jnst toming in the wards 
when the clang of the alarm-bell suddenly racked the air. 
The porter stayed his band, and stood listening. 

" Open the gate/' said Bichard in anthoritatire tone. 

" I will know first, master," began the man. 

"Dost not hear the belli" cried Bichard. "How long 
wilt thou endanger the Castle by thy dolness ? " 

"I shall know first/' repeated the man deliberately, '' what 
that bell" 

Ere he coold finish the sentence^ the butt of Bichard's whip 
had laid him along the threshold of the gate. Bichard flung 
himself from his horse, and tumed the key. But his enemies 
were now close at band — ^Eccles and the men of his guard. 
If the porter had bnt fallen the other way t Ere he coold 
drag aside his senseless body and open the gate, they were 
tipon him with blows and curses. Bat*the Puritan's blood 
was up, and with the heayy handle of his whip he had felled 
one and wonnded another ere he was hims^ stretched on the 
gronnd with a sword-cut in the head.. 



CHAPTEE XXX 

RICHARD AND THE MARQUIS. 



A VERT few strokes of the brazen-tongaed clamonrer had been 
enongh to wake the whole castle. Dorothy flew back to her 
Chamber, and hurrying on her clothes, descended again to the 
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coort It witö already in fall commotioiL The westem gaie 
fitood open, with the portcullis beyond it high in the wall, and 
there she took her stand, waiting the retum of Eccles «id 
his men. 

Presently Lord Charles came through the hall from the 
stone court, and seeing the gate open, called aloud in anger to 
know what it meant. ßeceiving no reply, he raja with an 
oath to drop the portcullis. 

<'Is there a mutiny amdngst the rascals?" he cried. 

'^ There is no cause for dread, my lord," said Dorothy from 
the shadow of the gateway. 

'< How know you that, fair mistressl" retumed Lord Charlesi 
who knew her yoice. "You must not inspire us with too 
much of your spare coqrage. That would be to make us fool- 
hardy." 

^'Indeed, there is nothing to fear, my lord,'^ persisted 
Dorothy. '^ The warder and his men haye bat this moment 
rushed out afber one on horseback, whom they had let pass 
with too little question. They are ten to one," added Dorothy 
with a shudder, as the sounds of the fray came up from below. 

" If there is then no cause of fear, cousin, why look you so 
pale 1 '* asked Lord Charles, for the gleam of a toroh had fallen 
on Dorothy's face. 

" I think I hear them returning, doubtless with a prisoner," 
said Dorothy, and stood with her face tumed aside, looking 
anxiously through the gateway and along the bridge. She 
had obeyed her conscience, and had now to fight her heart, 
which unreasonable member of the community would insist on 
hoping that her efforts had been foiled. But in a minute mor^ 
came the gathering noise of returning footsteps, and presently 
Lady's head appeared over the crown of the bridge ; then ro^e 
Eccles, leading her in grim silence ; and next came Richard, 
pale and bleeding, betwixt two men, each holding him by an 
arm ; the rest of the guard crowded behind. As they entered 
the court, Richard caught sight of Dorothy, and his face shone 
into a wan smile, to which her rebellious heart responded with 
a terrible pang. 

The Ycnce of Lord Charles reached them from the other side 
of the court 
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^' Bring the prisoner to the hall/' it cried. 

Eocies led l^e mare away, and the rest took Bichard to the 
hall, which now began to be lighted np, and was soon in a 
blase of candles all about the dais. When Dorothy entered, 
it was crowded with household and garrison, bat the marqois, 
who was tardy at dressing, had not yet appeared. Presently, 
however, he walked slowly in from the door at the back of the 
dais, breathing hard, and seated himself heavily in the great 
chaür. Dorothy pla<^ herseif near the door, where she could 
See the prison^. 

Lady Mary entered and seated herseif beeide her father. 

''What meanetii all this tumultr' the marquis began. 
« Who rang the alann-bell ? " 

" I did, my lord," answered Dorothy in a trembling voice. 

" Thoa, Mistress Dorothy ! ** exclaimed the marquis. '* Then 
I doubt not thou hadst good reason for so doing. Prithee, 
what was the reason 1 Yerily it seems thou wast sent hither 
to be the guardian of my honse ! " 

"It was not I, my lord, gave the first alarm, but" 

She hesitated, then added, '* my poor Marqai&" 

'^ Not so poor for a marquis, cousin Dorothy, as to be called 
the poor Marquis. Why dost thou call me poor % '* 

"My lord, I mean my dog." 

" The truth will still lie — between me and thy dog," said 
the marquis. " Bat come now, iustruct me, Who is this 
prisoner and how comes he here 1 " 

" He be young Mr. Heywood of Bedware, my lord^ and a 
pestilent Eoundhead," answered one of his captors. 

" Who knows him 1 " 

A moment's silence foUowed. Then came Dorothy's voice 
a^iin. 

"I do, my lord." 

"Teil me, then, all thou knowest from the beginning, 
ooufiini" said the marquis. 

" I was roused by the barking of my dog,'' Dorothy began. 

" How came he hither again 1 *' 

"My lord, I know not" 

" 'Tis passing stränge. See to it, Lord Charles. Go on, 
Mistress Dorothy." 
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*' 1 heaxd my dog bark in the court, my lord, and looking 
from my window saw Mr. Hey wood riding through on horse- 
back. Ere I could recover from my astonishment, he had 
passed the gate, and then I rang the alarm-bell/' said Dorothy 
briefly, 

" Who opened the gate for him 1 ** 

'' I did, my lord/' said Eccles. " He made me believe he 
vras talking to your lordship at the study window." 

'* Ha I a cunning foz ! " said the marqois. <' And th6n ) '' 

" And then Mistress Dorothy feil out upon me " 

"Let thy tongue wag civilly, Eccles." 

'^ He speaks true, my lord/* said Dorothy. " I did fall out 
upon him, for he was but half awake, and I knew not what 
mischief might be at hand." 

'^ Eccles is obliged to you, cousin. And so the lady brought 
you to your senses in time to catch him ? " 

"Yes, my lord." 

^'How comes he wounded] He was but one to a 
-score." 

" My lord, he would eise hare kiUed us alL** 

" He was armed, then 1 " 

Eccles was silent« 

''Was he armedl" repeated the marquis. 

" He had a heavy whip, my lord." 

*^ H'm 1 '' said the marquis, and tumed to the prisoner. 
Is thy name Hey wood, sirrah ) ** he asked. 
My lord, if you treat me as a clown, you shall have but 
clown's manners of me ; I will not answer." 

<' 'Fore heaven 1 " exclaimed the marquis, " our squires 
would rule the roast." 

" He that doth right, marquis or squire, will one day rule, 
my lord," said Eichard. 

" 'Tis well said," retumed the marquis. " I ask your par- 
don, Mr. Heywood. In times like these a man must be ex- 
cused for occasionally dropping his manners." 

" Assuredly, my lord, when he stoops to recover them so 
gracefully as doth the Marquis of Worcester." 

''What, then, wouldst thou in my house at midnight, Mr. 
Hey wood ? " asked the marquis courteously. 



et 
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'' Nothing save mine own, my lord. I came bat to look for 
a Stolen mare." 

'' What I thoa takest Baglan for a den of thieves 1 " 

'^ I foond the xnare in yoor lordship's stable." 

'' How then came the mare in my stable ) " 

'* That is not a question for me to answer, my lord." 

'^ Doubtless thoa didst lose her in battle against thy sove- 
reign." 

*' She was in Eedware stable last night, my lord." 

** Which of yoa, knaves, stole the gentleman's mare ? " cried 
the marqais. — '^Bat, Mr. Heywood, there can be no theft 
upon a rebeL He is by natare an oatlaw, and his lifo and 
goods forfeit to the king/' 

"He will hardly yield the point, my lori So long as 
Might, the sword, is in the hand of Eight, the " 

'' Of Eight the Eoandhead, I suppose yoa mean/' interrnpted 
the marqais. "Who carried off Mr; Hejrwood's mareT' he 
repeated, rising and looking abroad on the crowd« 

" Tom Fool," answered a voice from the obscare distance, 

A bazz of snppressed laiaghter followed, which as instantly 
ceasedy for the marqais looked angrily around. 

« Stand forth, Tom Fool," he said. 

Throngh the crowd came Tom, and stood before the dais, 
looking frightened and sheepish. 

'' Sare I am, Tom, thoa didst never go to steal a mare of 
thine own notion : who went with thee % " said the marqais. 

"Mr. Scudamore, my lord," answered Tom. 

** Ha, Eowland 1 Art thoa there ? " cried his lordship. 

" I gave him fair waming two years ago, my lord, and the 
king wants horses," said Scadamore canningly. 

" Eowland, I like not sach warfare. Yet can the Eoand- 
heads say noaght against it, who woald filch kingdom from 
king and charch from bishops," said the marqais, taming 
again to Heywood. 

"As they from the pope, my lord," rejoined Eichard. 

"Trae," answered the marqais; "bat the bishops are the 
fairer thieves, ^d may one day be broaght to reason and 
restitation." 

" As I trast yoar lordship will in respect of my mare." 
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** Nay, that can hardly be. She shall to Glouoester to the 
king. I would not have sent to Eedware to fetck her, bat 
finding thee and her in my honse at midnight, it would be 
piain treason to set sudi enemies at liberty. What ! hast 
thou fought against fais majesty I Thoa art seored like an old 
backler I " 

Richard had started on his adventure very thinly clad, for 
he had expected to find all possible freedom of mascle neces- 
sary, and indeed oould not in his buff coat have entered the 
Castle. In the scaffle at the gate, his garment had been torn 
open and the eye of the marquis had fallen on the scar of a 
great wound on his ehest, barely healed. 

^* What age art thou ) " he went on, finding Bichard made 
no answer. 

" One and twenty, my lord, — ahnest.^ 

^<And what wilt thou be by the time thou art one and 
thirty, an' FU let theego," said the marquis thoughtfiilly. 

''Dust and ashes, my lord, most likely. Faith, I care 
not." 

As he spoke he glanced at Dorothy, but she was looking on 
the ground 

''Nay, nay !" said the marquis feelingly. ''These are but 
wild and hurling words for a fine young fellow like theo. 
Long ere thou be a man, the king will have his own again, 
and all will be weil Come, promise me thou wilt nerer more 
bear arms against his majesty, and I will set thee and thy 
mare at liberty the moment thou shalt have eaten thy break- 
fast" 

"Not to sare ten Uves, my lord, would I gire such a 
promise." 

" Eoundhead hypocrite ! " cried the marquis, frowning to 
hide the gleam of satisfaction he feit breaking from his eyes. 
" What will thy father say when he hears thou liest deep in 
Baglan dungeon ) " 

" He will thank heaven that I lie there a free man instead 
of Walking abroad a slave," answered Richard. 

"'Fore heaven l'' said the marquis, and was silent for a 
moment "Owest thou then thy king nothing, boyl" he 
resumed. 



RICHARD AND TER MARQUIS. 221 

''I owe the trath eyerjthing," answered Bichard 

'' The truth ! " echoed the marqnis. 

"Now speaks my Lord Worcester Hke mj Lord Klate/' 
Said Bichaid 

''Hold thy peace, hoj" retumed the marqtiis atemiy. 
" Thy godly parentg have ill tanght thee thy manners. How 
Imowest thou what was in my thought when I did bat repeat 
after thee the sacred word thön didst misuse % " 

'^ My lord, I was wrong, and I beg yonr lordship's pardon. 
Bnt an' your lordship were standing here with yoor head 
half beaten in, and your clothes '* 

Here Kichard bethonght himself, and was silent 

*' Teil me then how gat'st thon in, lunatic/' said the msrqnis, 
not onkindly, ^'and thon shalt straight to bed." 

'< My lord," retumed Bichard, ''yon have taken mymare, 
and taken my liberty, bat the devU is in it if yoa take my 
Beeret'* 

'* I would thy mare had been poisoned ere she drew thee 
hither on sach a fool's errand ! I want neither thee nor thy 
mare, and yet I may not let you go ! " 

" A moment more, and it had been an ezploit, and no fooPs 
errand, my lord." 

** Then the fool's cap woold haye been thine, Eccles. How 
camest thon to let him oat % Thou a warder, and ope gate 
and np portcnllis 'twixt waking and sleeping ! " 

" Had he wanted in, my lord, it woold hare been different/' 
Said Eccles. ** Bat he only wanted oat, and gare the watch- 
word." 

" Where got'st thou the watchword, Mr. Hey wood 1 " 

" I will teil thee what I gave for it, my lord. More I will 
not" 

« What gavest thou then 1 " 

" My Word that I woald work neither thee nor thine any 
hurt withal, my lord." 

'* Then there are traitors within my gates ! " cried the 
marquiB. 

" Truly, that I know not, my lord," answered Bichard. 

'^Prithee teil me how thou gat thee into my house, Mr. 
Heywood 1 It were but neighbourly." 
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" It were but neighbourly, my lord, to hang young Scuda- 
more and Tom Fool for thieves," 

" Teil me how thou gat hold of the watchword, good boy, 
and I will Bet theo free, and give theo thy mare again/' 

" I will not, my lord." 

'^ Then the devil take thee ! *' said the marquis rising. 

The same moment Eichard reeled, and but for the men 
about him, would have fallen heavily. 

Dorothy darted forward, but could not come near him for 
the crowd. 

" My Lord Charles," eried the marquis, " see the poor fellow 
taken care of. Let him sleep, and perchance on the morrow 
he will listen to reason. Mistress Watson will see to his 
hurts. I would to God he were on our side 1 I like him 
well." 

The men took him up and foUowed Lord Charles to the 
housekeeper's apartment, where they laid him on a bed in a 
little turret, and left him, still insensible, to her care, with 
injunctions to turn the key in the lock if she went from the 
Chamber but for a moment. "For who can teil," thought 
Lord Charles, greatly perplezed, "but as he came he may 

gor» 

Some of the household had foUowed them, and several of 
the women would gladly have stayed, but Mrs. Watson sent 
all away. Oradually the crowd dispersed. The tumult 
ceased; the household retired. The castle grew still, and 
most of its inhabitants feil asleep again. 

" A damned hot-livered roundhead cozcomb I " said Lord 
Worcester to himself, pacing his room. "These pelting 
cockerel squires and yeomen nowadays go strutting and 
crowing as if all the yard were theirsl We shall see how 
far this heat will carry the rogue 1 I doubt not the boy woidd 
teil everything than see his rnare whipped. He's a fine fel- 
low, and it were a thousand pities he tumed coward and 
gave in. But the a£fair is not mine ; it is the king's majesty's. 
Would to God the rascal were of our side 1 He*s the right 
old English breed. A few such were very welcome, if only 
to show some of our dainty young lordlings of yesterday what 
breed can do. But an ass-foal it is t To run his neck into 
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a halter, and set honest people in mortal doubt whether to 
pull the end or no ! How on earth did be ever dream of 
carrying off a horse out of the v^ courts of Eaglan Castle ! 
And yet, by saint George ! he would have done it too, but 
for that brave wench of a Yaughan ! What a couple the two 
would make ! The/d give us a race of Arthurs and Orlandos 
between them. Ood be praised there are such left in England 1 
And yet the rogue is but a pestilent Roundhead — the more's 
the pity ! Those coward rascals need never have mauled him 
like that. Yet had the blow gone a little deeper it had been 
a mighty gain to oor side. Out he shall not go tili the war 
be over I It would be downright treason." 

So ran the thoughts of the marquis as he paced his Chamber. 
But at leugth be lay down once more, and sought refuge in 
«leep. 



CHAPTEE XXXI. 

THE SLEEPLESS, 

There were more than tiie marquis left awake and thinking ; 
amongst the rest one who ought to have been asleep, for the 
thoughts that kept her awake were evil thoughts. 

Amanda Serafina Füller was a twig or leaf upon one of 
many decaying branches, which yet drew what life they had 
from an ancient genealogical tree. Property gone, but the 
sense of high birth swollen to a vice, the one th ought in her 
mother's mind, ever since she grew capable of looking upon 
the social world in its relation to herseif, had been how, with 
stinted resources, to make the false impression of plentiful 
ease. For one of the most disappointing things in high de* 
scent is, that the descent is occasionally into depths of mean- 
ness. Some who are proudest of their lineage, instead of 
finding therein a spur to nobility of thought and action, find 
in it only a necessity for prostrating themselves with the more 
abject humiliation at the footstool of Mammon, to be admitted 
into the penetralia of which foul god's favours, they will hasten 
to mingle the blood of their pure descent with that of the very 
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kenneis, yellow with the gold to which a noble man, if poor 
as Jesus himself, would loathe to be indebted for a mea]. In 
^ the high countries" there will be a finding of lerela mxnre 
appalling tban stränge. 

Hence Amanda had been bom and brought isp in falsehood, 
had been all her life witness to a straining after the untrue so 
energetic, as to assume the appearance of conscience ; while sack 
was the tenor and spirit of the remarks she was constanüy 
hearing, that she grew up with the ingrained, undispated 
idea that she and her mother, whom she had only known as 
a widow, had been wronged, spoiled indeed of thehr lawfal 
rights, by a combination of their rieh relatives ; whereas in 
truth thej had been the objects of yery considerable genero- 
sity, which they resented the more that it had been chiefly 
exercised by such of the family as could least eadily afford it, 
yet accepted in their hearts, if not in their words, as their 
natural right. The intercession through which Amanda had 
been received into Lady Margaretes household, was the con- 
tribution towards their maintenance of one of their richer 
connections : the marquis himself, although distantly related, 
not having previously been aware of their ezistence. 

But Amanda feit degraded by her position, and was un- 
aware that to herseif alone she owed the degradation : she 
had not yet leamed that the only serviee which can degrade 
is that which is unwillingly rendered. To be paid for such, 
is degradation in its yery essence. Every one who gmmbles 
at his Position as degrading, yet accepts the wages thereof, 
brands himself a slave. 

The evil tendencies which she had inherited had then been 
nourished in her from her rery birth — chief of these envy, 
and a strong tendency to dislike. Mean herseif, she was füll 
of suspicions with regard to others, and found much pleasure 
in penetrating what she took to be disguise, and laying bare 
the despicable motives which her own character enabled her 
either to discover or imagine, and which, in other people, she 
hated. Moderately good people have no idea of the yileness 
of which their own nature is capable, or which has been de- 
veloped in not a few who pass as respectable persons, and 
hare not yet been accused either of tiiefb or poisoning. Such 
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8S St. Paul alone can folly understand the abyss of moral 
misery from which the in-dwelling Spirit of God has raised 
them. 

The one redeeming element in Amanda was her love to her 
mother, bat inasmuch as it was isolated and self-reflected^ 
their mutual attachment partook of the nature of a cultivated 
selfishness, and had lost much of its primal grace. The re- 
maining chance for such a woman, so to speak, seems — that 
she should either fall in love with a worthy man, if that be 
still possible to her, or, by her own conduct^ be brooght into 
dismal and incontroyertible disgrace. 

She had stood in the hall within a few yards of Dorothy, 
and had intently watched her face all the time Richard was 
before the marquis. Bat not because she watched the field 
of their play was Amanda able to read the heart whence as- 
cended those strangely altemating lights and shadaws. She 
had, by her own confession, conceived a streng disllke to 
Dorothy the moment she saw her, and without love there can 
be no understanding. Hate will sharpen Observation to the 
point of microscopic yision, afibrding opportunity for many a 
shrewd gaess, and revealing facts for the construction of the 
cleverest and falsest theories, bat will leave the observer as 
blind as any bat to the scope of the whole, or the meaning 
of the parts which can be understood * only from the whole ; 
for love alone can Interpret. 

As she gazed on the signs of conflicting emotion in Doro- 
thy's changes of coloar and expression, Amanda came qaickly 
enough to the conclusion that nothing woald accoant for them 
bat the assamption that the sly puritanical minx was in love 
with the handsome young Eoundhead. How eise could the 
deathly pallor of her coontenance while she fixed her eyes 
Wide and unmoving upon his face^ and the fiash that ever and 
anon swept its red shadow over the pallor as she cast them 
on the ground at some brave word from the lips of the cant- 
ing psalm-singer, be in the least intelligible 1 Then came the 
difficalty : how in that case was her share in his captare to 
be explained ? Bat here Amanda feit herseif in her own pro- 
vince, and before the marquis rose, had constructed a very 
clever theory, in which ezercise of ingenuity, however, an« 

P 



226 ST. GEORGE AND ST. MICHAEL. 

luckily for its trutli, she had taken for granted that Dorothy's 
nature corresponded to her own, and reasoned freely from the 
character of the one to the conduct of the other. This was 
her theory : Dorothy had expected Eichard, and contrived his 
admission. His presence betrayed by the mastiff, and his 
departure challenged by the warder, she had flown instantly 
to the alarm bell, to screen herseif in any case, and to secore 
the chance, if he should be taken, of liberating him without 
Buspicion under cover of the credit of his capture. The theory 
was a bold one, but then it accounted for all the points — 
amongst the rest, how he had got the password and why he 
would not teil — and was indeed in the fineness of its inven- 
tion equally worth of both the keart and the intellect of the 
theorist. 

Nor were Mistress Fuller's resolves behind her conclusions 
in merit : of all times since first she had learned to mistrust 
her, this night must Dorothy be watched ; and it was with a 
gush of exultation over her own acuteness that she saw her 
follow the men who bore Eichard from the hall. 

If Dorothy knew more of her own feelings than she who 
watched her, she was far less confident that she under- 
stood them. Indeed she found them strangeiy complicated, 
and as difficult to control as to anderstand, while she stood 
gazing on the youth who through her found himself helpless 
and wounded in the hands of his enemies. He was all in the 
wrong, no doubt — a rebel against his king, and an apostate 
from the chureh of his country ; but he was the same Eichard 
with whom she had played all her childhood, whom her 
mother had loved, and between whom and herseif had never 
fallen shadow before that cast by the sudden outblaze of the 
Star of childish preference into the sun of youthful love. 
And was it not when the very mother of shadows, the black- 
ness of darkness itself, swept between them and separated them 
for ever, that first she knew how much she had loved him 1 
What if not with the love that could listen entranced to its 
own echo ! — ^love of child or love of maiden, Dorothy never 
asked herseif which it had been, or which it was now. She 
was not given to self-dissection. The cruel fingers of analysis 
had never puUed her flower to pieces, had never rubbed the 
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bloom from the sun-dyed glow of her feelings. Bat now she 
could not help the yaporous rise of a question : all was over, 
for Eichard had taken the path of presumption, rebellion, and 
yiolence — ^how then came it that her heart beat with such a 
Strange delight at every answer he made to the expostulations 
or enticements of the marquis % How was it that his approval 
of the intrader, not the less evident that it .was nnspoken, 
made her heart swell with pride and satisfaction, causing her 
to forget the rüde rebellion housed within the form whose 
youth alone prevented it from looking grand in her eyes ? 

For the moment her heart had the better of — ^her conscience, 
shall I say ? Yes, of that part of her conscience, I will allow, 
which had grown weak by the wandering of its roots into the 
poor soil of opinion. In the delight which the manliness of 
the yonng fanatic awoke in her, she even forgot the dull pain 
which had been gnawing at her heart ever since first she saw 
the blood Streaming down his face as he passed her in the 
gateway. But when at length he feil fainting in the arms of 
his captors, and the fear that she had slain him writhed 
sickening through her heart, it was with a grim struggle indeed 
that she kept silent and conscious. The voice of the marquis, 
committing him to the care of Mistress Watson instead of the 
rough ministrations of the guard, came with the power of a 
welcome restorative, and she hastened after his bearers to 
satisfy herseif that the housekceper was made understand 
that he was carried to her at the marquis's bebest. She then 
retired to her own Chamber, passing in the corridor Amanda, 
whose room was in the same quarter, with a salute careless 
from weariness and preoccupation. 

The moment her head was on her pillow the great fight 
began — on that only battle-field of which all others are but 
outer types and pictures, upon which the thoughts of the same 
spirit are the combatants, accusing and excusing one another. 

She had done her duty, but what a remorseless thing that 
duty was ! She did not, she could not, repent that she had 
done it, but hex* heart would complain that she had had it to 
do. To her, as to Hamlet, it was a cursed spite. She ha<l 
not yet leamed the mystery of her relation to the Etemal, 
whose nature in His children it is that first shows itself in the 
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feeling of duty. Her religion had not as yet been shaken, to 
test whether it was of the things that remain or of those that 
pass. It is easy for a simple natare to hold b^ what it has 
been taught, so long as out of that faith Springs no demand 
of bitter obedience ; bat when the very hiding-place of lifo 
begins to be laid bare under the scalpel of the law, when the 
heart must forego its love, when conscience seems at war 
with kindness, and duty at strife with reason, then most good 
people, let their devotion to what they call their religion be 
what it may, prove themselves, although generally without 
recognising the fact, very much of pagans after alL And good 
reason why I For are they not devoted to their church or 
tbeir religion tenfold more than to the living Love, the father 
of their spirits ? and what eise is that, be the chiirch or religion 
what it will, bat paganism 1 Gentle and strong at once as 
Dorothy was, she was not yet capable of knowing that, how- 
ever like it may look to a hardship, no duty can be other than 
a privilege. Nor was it any wonder if she did not perceive 
that she was already rewarded for the doing of the painfal 
task, at the memory of which her heart ached and rebelled, 
by the fresh outbarst in that same troubled heart of the half« 
choked spring of her love to the playmate of her childhood. 
Had it fallen, as she would have judged so much fairer, to 
some one eise of the many in the populous place to defeat 
Bichard's intent and secure his person, she would have both 
sufiTered and loved les& The love, I repeat, was the reward 
of the duty done. 

, For a long time she tossed sleepless, for what she had just 
passed through had so thoroughly possessed her Imagination 
that, ever as her wearied brain was sinking under the waves 
of sleep, up rose the face of Richard from its depths, death- 
like, with matted curls and bloodstained brow, and drove her 
again ashore on the rocks of wakefulness. By and by the 
form of her suffering changed, and then instead of the face of 
Bichard it was his voice, ever as she reached the point of 
oblivion, calling aloud for help in a tone of mingled entreaty 
and reproach, until at last she could no longer resist the im- 
pression that she was warned to go and saye him from some 
unpending evil This once admitted, not for a moment would 
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she delay response. She rose, threw on a dressing-gown, and 
set out in the dim light of the breaking day to find again the 
room into which she had seen him carried. 

There was yet another in the house who could not sleep, 
and that was Tom Fool. He had a streng suspicion that 
Bichard had leamed the watchword from his mother, who, 
like most people desirous of a reputation for superior know- 
ledge, was always looking out for scraps and orts of peculiar 
information. In such persons an imagination after its kind 
has considerable play, and when mother Bees had succeeded, 
without much difficulty on her own, or eense of risk on her 
son's part, in drawing from him the watchword of the week, 
she was aware in herseif of a huge accession of importance ; 
she feit as if she had been intrasted with the keys of the main 
entrance, and trod her clay floor as if the fate of Baglan was 
hid in her bosom, and the great pile rested in safety under 
the shadow of her wings. But her imagined gain was 
likely to prove her son's loss; for, as he reasoned with 
himself, would Mr. Heywood, now that he knew him for the 
thief of his mare, persist, upon reflection, in refusing to betray 
his mother 1 If not, then the fault would at once be traced 
to him, with the result, at the very least, of disgraceful ex- 
pulsion from the marquis's Service. Almost any other risk 
would be preferable. 

But he had yet another ground for uneasiness. He knew 
well his mother's attachment to young Mr. Heywood, and 
had taken care she should have no suspicion of the way he 
was going after leaving her the night he told her the watch- 
word; for such was his belief in her possession of super- 
natural powers, that he feared the punishment she would 
certainly inflict for the wrong done to Bichard, should it 
come to her knowledge, even more than the wrath of the 
marquis. For both of these weighty reasons, therefore, he 
must try what could be done to strengthen Bichard in his 
silence, and was prepared with an ofifer, or promise at least, 
of assistance in making his escape. 

As soon as the house was once more quiet, he got up, and, 
thoroughly acquainted with the " crenkles " of it, took his 
way through dusk and dark, through narrow passage and 
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-Wide Chamber, withont encountering the slightest risk of 
being heard or seen, until at last he stood, breathless with 
anxiety and terror, at the door of the turret-chamber, and laid 
his ear against it 



CHAPTER XXXII. 

THE TÜR RET CHAMBER. 

When Mistress Watson had, as gently as if she had been his 
mother, bound up Richard's wounded head, she gave him a 
composing draught, and sat down by his bedside. But as 
soon as she saw it begin to take effect, she withdrew, in the 
certainty that he would not move for some hours at least. 
Although he did fall asleep, however, Eichard's mind was too 
restless and anxious to yield itself to the natural influence 
of the potion. He had given his word to his father that he 
would ride on the morrow ; the morrow had come, and here 
he was ! Hence the condition which the drug superinduced 
was rather that of dreaming thau sleep, the'more valuable 
element, repose, having little place in the result. 

The key was in the lock, and Tom Fool as he listened 
softly tumed it, then lifted the latch, peeped in, and entered. 
Bichard started to his elbow, and stared wildly about him. Tom 
made him an anxious sign, and, fevered as he was and but half 
awake, Eichard, whether he understood it or not, anyhow 
kept silence, while Tom Fool approached the bed, and began 
to talk rapidly in a low voice, trembling with apprehension. 
It was some time, however, before Richard began to compre- 
hend even a fragment here and there of what he was saying. 
When at length he had gathered this much, that his visitor 
was running no small risk in Coming to him, and was in 
mortal dread of discovery, he needed but the disclosure of 
who he was, which presently foUowed, to spring upon him 
and seize him by the throat with a gripe that rendered it im- 
possible for him to cry out, had he been so minded. 

"Master, masterl" he gurgled, "let me go. I will swear 
any oath you please " 
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" And break it any moment ycm please," returned Eichard 
through his set teeth, and caught with his other band the 
coverlid, dragged it from the bed, and, twisting it first round 
bis face, flung the remainder about his body ; then threaten- 
ing to knock his brains out if he made the least noise, pro- 
ceeded to tie him np in it with his garters and its own corners. 
No sound escaped poor Tom beyond a eontinuoos mumbled 
entreaty through its folds. Richard laid him on the floor, pulled 
all the bedding upon the top of him, and gliding out, closed the 
door, but, to Tom's unspeakable relief, as his ears, agonizedly 
listening, assured him, did not lock it behind him. 

Tom's sole anziety was now to get back to his garret un* 
Seen, and nothing was farther from his thoughts than giving 
the alarm. The moment Eichard was out of hearing — out ot 
sight he had been for some stifling minutes — he devoted his 
energies to getting clear of his entanglement, which he * did 
not find very difficult ; then stepping softly from the Chamber, 
he crept with a heavy heart back as he had come through a 
labyrinth of by-ways. 

About half an homr after, Dorothy came gliding through 
the house, making a long circuit of corridors. Gladly would 
she have avoided passing Amanda's door, and involuntarily 
held her breath as she approached it, stepping as lightly as a 
thief. But, alas l nothing save incorporeity could have availed 
her. The moment she had passed, out peeped ^Amanda and 
crept after her barefooted, saw her to her joy enter the 
Chamber and close the door behind her, then " like a tiger of 
the wood," made one noiseless bound, turned the key, and sped 
back to her own Chamber — with the feeling of Mark Antony 
when he said, " Now, let it work ! " 

Dorothy was startled by a slight click, but concluded at 
once that it was nothing but a further fall of the lateh, and 
was glad it was no louder. The same moment she saw, by 
the dim rushlight, the signs of struggle which the room pre- 
sented, and discovered that Eichard was gone. Her first 
emotion was an undefined agony : they had murdered him, 
er carried him off to a dungeon ! There were the bedclothes 
in a tumbled heap upon the floor ! And — ^yes — it was blood 
with which they were marked ! Sickening at the thought. 
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and forgetting all about her own Situation, she sank on the 
chair by the bedside. 

Knowing the Castle as she did, a yery little reflection 
convinced her that if he had met with yiolence it must have 
been in attempting to escape ; and if he had made the attempt^ 
might he not have succeeded 7 There had certainly been no 
fresh alarm given. Bat upon this consoling supposition 
followed instantly the pang of the question : what was now 
required of her? The same hard thing as before? Oaght 
she not again to give the alarm, that the poor wounded boy 
might be recaptured 1 Alas ! had not evil enough already 
befallen him at her band ? And if she did — ^horrible thought i 
— what account could she give this time of her discovery? 
What indeed bat the truth ? And to what vile comments 
would not the confession of her secret visit in the first grey 
of the dawn to the Chamber of the prisoner ezpose her 1 Would 
it not naturally rouse $uch suspicion as any modest woman 
must shudder to face, if but for the one moment between 
utterance and refutation. And what refutation could there 
be for her, so long as the fact remained f If he had escaped, 
the alarm would serve no good end, and her shame could be 
spared ; but he might be hiding somewhere about the Castle, 
and she must choose between treachery to the marquis — ^was 
it \ — on the one band, and renewed hurt, wrong, perhaps, to 
Bichard, coupled with the bitterest disgrace to herseif, on the 
other. To weigh such a question impartially was impos* 
sibloj for in the one alternative no hurt would befall the 
marquis, while from the other her very soul recoiled sicken- 
ing. Thus tortured, she sat motionless in the yery den of the 
dragon, the one moment vainly endeavouring to rouse up her 
courage and look her duty in the face that she might know 
with certainty what it was; the next, feeling her whole 
nature rise rebellious against the fate that demanded such a 
sacrifice. Ought she to be thus punished for an intent of the 
purest humanity ? 

There came a lull, and with the lull a sense of her position : 
she sat in the very jaws of slander 1 Any moment Mistress 
Watson or another might enter and find her there, and what 
then more natural or irrefutable than the accusation of having 
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liberated him \ She sprang to her feet^ and darted to tho 
door. It was locked 1 

Her first thought was relief : she had no longer to decide ; 
her second, that she was a piisoner — tili, horror of horrors ! 
the soldiers of the guard came to seek Eichard and found her, 
er Stern Mistress Watson appeared, grim as one of the Fates ; 
er, perhaps, if Bichard had been carried away, until she was 
compelled by honger and mlsery to call aloud for release. Bat 
no .! she would rather die. Now in this case, now in that, her 
thoughts pursued the horrible possibilities, one or other of 
which was inevitable, through all the windings of the torture 
of anticipation, until for a time she miist have lost conscious- 
ness, for she had no recollection of falling where she found 
herseif — on the heap in the middle of the floor. The gray 
heartless dawn had begun to peer in through the dull green 
glass that closed the one loophole. It grew and grew, and its 
growth was the approach of the grinning demon of shame. 
The nearer a man can arrive to the knowledge of such feelings 
as hers is the conviction that he never can comprehend them. 
The cruel light seemed gathering its strength to publish her 
shame to the universe. Blameless as she was, she would have 
gladly accepted death in escape from the misery that every 
moment grew nearer. Now and then a faint glimmer of com- 
fort reached her in the thought that at least the escape of 
Bichard, if he had escaped, was thus ensured, and that with- 
out any blame to her. And perhaps Mistress Watson would 
be nerciful — only she too had her obligations, and as house- 
keeper was seyerely responsible. And even if she should 
prove pitiful, there was the locking of the door I It followed 
so quickly, that some one must have seen her enter, and 
wittingly snared her, believing most likely that she was not 
alone in the Chamber. 

The terrible holt at length slid back in the lock, gently, yet 
with tearing sound ; Mistress Watson entered, stood, stared. 
Before her sat Dorothy by the side of the bedstead, in her 
dressing-gown, her hair about her neck, her face like the moon 
at sunrise, and her eyelids red and swollen with weeping, 
She stood speechless, staring first at the disconsolate maiden, 
and then at the disorder of the room. The prisoner was 
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nowhere. What her thoughts were, I must only imagine. 
That she should stare and be bewildered, finding Dorothy 
where she had left Eichard, was at least natural. 

The moment Dorothy found herseif face to face with her 
doom, her presence of mind retumed. The blood rushed 
from her heart to her brain. She rose, and ere the astonished 
inatron, who stood before her erect, high-nosed, and open- 
mouthed like Michael Angelo's Clotho, could find utterance, 
Said, 

" Mistress Watson, I swear to you by the sonl of my mother, 
that although all seeming is against me, Wh " 

"Where is the young rebeU*' interrupted Mistress Watson 
sternly. 

" I know not," answered Dorothy. " When first I entered 
the Chamber, he had already gone." 

" And what then hadst thou to do entering it 9 " asked the 
housekeeper, in a tone that did Dorothy good by angering her. 

Mistress Watson was a kind soul in reality, but few natures 
can resist the debasing iniiuence of a sudden sense of supe- 
riority. Besides, was not the young gentlewoman in great 
wrong, and therefore before her must she not personify an 
awful Purity % 

"That I will teil to none but my lord marquis," answered 
Dorothy, with sudden resolve. 

" Oh, by all means, mistress ! but an' thou think to lead him 
by the nose while I be in Raglan," 

" Shall I inform bis lordship in what high opinion his house- 
keeper holds him 1 " said Dorothy. " It seems to me he will 
hardly savour it." 

" It would be an ill tum to do me, but my lord marquis did 
never heed a tale-bearer." 

"Then will he not heed the tale thou wonldst yield him 
conceming me." 

"What tale should I yield him but that I find — thee here 
and the prisoner gone 1 " 

"The tale I read in thy face and thy voice. Thou lookest 
and talkest as if I were a false woman." 

" Verily to my eyes the thing looketh ilL" 

** It would look ill to any eyes, and therefore I need kind 
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eyes to read, and just ears to hear my tale. I teil theo this is 
a matter for my lord, and if thon spread any report in the 
Castle ere bis lordship hear it, whatever eyfl Springs therefrom 
it will lie at thy door." 

^'My life ! what dost take me for, Mistress Dorothy) 
My age and holding deserves some consideration at tby hands 1 
Am I one to go tattling about the courts forsooth % " 

*' Pardon me, madam, bat a maiden's good name may be as 
precious to Dorothy Yaughan as a matron's respectability to 
Mistress Watson. An' you bad left me with that look on 
your face, and bad bat spoken my name to it, some one would 
bave guessed ten times more than yoa know — or I either for 
that gear." 

^' I mast teil the trath,'' said Mistress Watson, relenting a 
little. 

"Thon must, or I will teil it for thee — bat to the marquis. 
Thoü shalt be there to hear, and if, after that, thoa teil it to 
another, then hast thou no mother's heart in thee." 

Dorothy gave way at last and barst into tears. Mistress 
Watson was toached. 

"Nay, child, I woold do thee no wrong, she rejoined. 
*' Get thee to bed. I most rouse the guard to go look for the 
prisoner, bat I will say nothing of thee to any bat my lord 
marquis. When he is dressed and in bis study, I will come 
for thee myself." 

Dorothy thanked her warmly, and betook herseif to her 
Chamber, considerably relieved. 



CHAPTEE XXXm 

yUDGS GOUT. 

DOROTHT had hardly reached her room when the Castle was 
once more asür. The rush of the gyard across the stone court, 
the clang of opening lattices, and the voices that called from 
out-shot heads, again fiUed her ears, bat she never once peeped 
from her window. A moment, and the news was all over the 
Castle that the prisoner had escaped. 
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Lord Charles went at once to his father's room. The old 
man woke instantly. He had bat just laid his hand on his 
mane, not moanted the shadowy steed, and was ill pleased to 
be already, and the second time, startled back to conscious 
weariness. When he heard the bad tidings he was silent for 
a few moments. 

<'I would Herbert were at home, Charles, to stop this rat. 
hole for me," he said at length. ** Let the Eoundhead go— I 
care not. I had but half a right to hold him, and he deserves 
his freedom. But what a govemor art thou, my lord 1 Prithee, 
dost know the rents in thine own hose, who knowest not when 
thy gingerbread bulwarks gape 1 Find me out this rat-hole, 
I say, or I will depose thee and send for thy brother John, 
whom the king can ill spare." 

" Have patience with me, father," said Lord Charles gently. 
<* I am more ashamed than thou art angry." 

'' Thou know'st I did but jest, my son. But in truth an' 
thou find it not I will send for Lord Herbert If he find what 
thou canst not, that will be no disgrace to thee. But find it 
we must" 

" Think you not, my lord, it were best set Mistress Dorothy 
on the searchl She hath a wondrous gift of discovery." 

'^ A good thought, Charles 1 I will even do as thou sayest 
But search the castle first, from yane to dungeon, that we may 
be assured the Boundhead hath indeed vanished.'' 

As he spoke the marquis turned him round, to search the 
wide gray fields again for the shadowy horse that roamed 
them tetherless. But the steed would not come to his call; 
he grew chilly and asthmatic, tossed to and fro, and began to 
dread an attack of the gout. 

The sun rose higher ; the hive of men and women was astir 
once more ; the clatter of the day*s work and the buzz of the 
day's talk began, and nothing was in anybody's mouth but 
the escape of the prisoner. His capture and trial were already 
of the past, forgotten for the time in the nearer astonishmentt 
Lord Charles went searching, questioning, peering about every- 
where, but could find neither prisoner nor the traitorous hole. 

Meantime Mistress Watson was not a little anzious until 
ehe should have revealed what she knew to the marquis, for 
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the prisoner was in her charge when he disappeared. In the 
course of the^moming Lord Charles came to her apartment 
to question her, bnt she begged to be excused, because of a 
certain disclosare she was not at liberty to make to any but 
bis father. Lord Charles, whom she had known from his 
boyhood, readily yielded, and Mistress Watson, five minntes 
after he had left bis room, followed the marqois to his study, 
whither it was his costom always to repair before breakfast. 
He was looking pale from the trouble of the night, which had 
resulted in unmistakeable Symptoms of the gout, listened to 
all she had to teil him without comment, looked grave, and 
told her to fetch Mistress Dorothy. As soon as she was gone, 
he called Scndamore from the antechamber, and sent him to 
request Lord Charles's presence. He came at once, and was 
there when Dorothy entered. 

She was very white and wom, and her eyes were heavily 
downcast. Her face wore that expression so much resembling 
guilt, which indicates the misery the most innocent feel the 
most under the consciousness of snspicion. At the sight of 
Lord Charles she crimsoned : it was one thing to confess to 
the marquis, and quite another to do so in the presence of his 
son. 

The marqnis sat with one leg on a stool, already in the 
gradually contracting gripe of his ghonlish enemy. Before 
Dorothy could recoyer from the .annoyance of finding Lord 
Charles present, or open her moath to beg for a more private 
interview, he addressed her abraptly. 

'' Gar young rebel friend hath escaped, it seems, Mistress 
Dorothy ! " he said, gently büt coldly, looking her füll in the 
eyes with searching gaze and hard expression. 

'^ I am glad to hear it, my lord,'' retumed Dorothy, with a 
sndden inflox of coorage, Coming, as the wind blows, she knew 
not whence. 

** Ha !" said the marqnis qnickly ; " then is it news to thee, 
Mistress Dorothy ? *' 

His lip, as it seemed to Dorothy, curled into a mocking 
smile ; but the gout might have been in it. 

'' Indeed, it is news, my lord. I hoped it might be so, I 
confess, but I knew not that so it was.^' 
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" What, Mistress Dorothy ! knewest thou not that tho 
young thief was gone 1 " 

" I knew that Eichard Heywood was gone from his Cham- 
ber — ^whether from the Castle I knew not. He was no thief, 
my lord. Your lordship's page and fool were the thieves." 

" Cousin, I hardly kno'v^f myself in the change I find in 
thee ! Truly, a marvelloüs change 1 In the dark night thou 
takest a Roundhead prisoner; in the gray of the morning 
thou sottest him free again ! Hath one visit to his Chamber 
so wrought upon thee ? To an old man it seemeth less than 
maidenly." 

Again a burning blush overspread poor Dorothy's counten- 
ance. But she governed herseif, and spoke bravely, although 
she' could not keep her voice from trembling. 

** My lord," she said, " Richard Hey wood was my playmate. 
"We were as brother and sister, for our fathers' lands bordered 
each other." 

" Thou didst say nothing of these things last night \ " 

" My lord ! Before the whole hall 1 Besides, what mat- 
tered it ? All was over long ago, and I had done my part 
against him." 

" Fell you out together, then ? " 

" What need is there for your lordship to ask ? Thou seest 
him of the one part, aiid me of the other." 

** And from loving thou didst fall to hating ] " 

" God forbid, my lord ! I but do my part against him." 

" For the which thou hadst a noble opportunity unsought, 
raising the hue and cry upon him within his enemy's walls ! " 

" I would to God, my lord, it had not fallen to me." 

"Thinking better of it, therefore, and repenting of thy 
harshness, thou didst seek his Chamber in the night to teil him 
so ? I would fain know how a maiden reasoneth with herseif 
when she doth such things." 

" Not so, my lord. I will teil you all. I could not sleep 
for thinking of my wounded playmate. And as to what he 
had done, after it became clear that he sought but his own, 
and meant no hair's-breadth of härm to your lordship, I con- 
fess the matter looked not the same." 

'' Therefore you would make him amends and nndo what 
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jon liad done % Tou had canght the bird, and had therefore 
a right to free the bird when 70a wooldl All well, Mistress 
Dorothy, had he been indeed a bird ! But being a man, and 
in thy friend's house, I doubt thy logic. The thing had passed 
from thy hands into mine, yonng mistress," said the marquis, 
into the ball of whose foot the gout that moment ran its 
nnicom-horn« 

^'I did not set him free, my lord. When I entered the 
prison-chamber, he was already gone." 

'' Thon hadst the will and didst it not ! Is there yet another 
in my honse who had the will and did it ? " cried the marqnis, 
who, although more than annoyed that she shoold have so 
eommitted herseif, yet was willing to giye such scope to a 
loyer, that if she had bat confessed she had liberated him, he 
wonld have pardoned her heartily. He did not yet know how 
incapable Dorothy was of a lie. 

''Bat, my lord, I had not the will to set him free," she 
said. 

** Wherefore, then, didst go to him l** 

'^My lord, he was sorely wonnded, and I had seen him fall 
fiunting," said Dorothy, repressing her tears with mach ado. 

*' And thoa didst go to comfort him 1" 

Dorothy was silent. 

*'How camest thoa locked into his roomf Teil me that» 
nustress." 

'' Yonr lordship knows as mach of that as I do. Indeed, 
I have been sorely punished for a little fault." 

« Thou dost confess the fault, then % " 

*' If it was a fault to visit him who was sick and in prison, 
my lord*" 

The marquis was silent for a whole minate. 

f'And thoa canst not teil how he gat him forth of the 
walls) Mast I believe him to be forth of them, my lordl" 
he said, taming to his son« 

''I cannot imagine him within them, my lord, afber such 
search as we haye made." 

'' Still," retumed the marquis, the acuteness of whose wits 
had not been swallowed up by that of the gout, "so long as 
thoa canst not teil how he gat forth, I may doubt whether he 
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be forth. If the manner of his exit be acknowledged hidden, 
wherefore not the place of his refugel Mistress Dorothy," he 
continuedy altogether averse to the supposition of treachery 
amongst his paople^ "thou art bound by all obligations of 
loyalty and shelter and truth, to teil what thou knowest An' 
thoa do not, thou art a traitor to the house, yea, to thy king, 
for when the worst comes, and this his castle is besieged, mach 
härm may be wrought by that secret passage, yea, it may be 
taken thereby." 

" You say true, my lord : I shoiüd indeed be so bound, an' 
I knew what my lord would have me disclose." 

'' One may be bound and remain bound," said the marquis, 
spying prevarication. " Now the thing is over, and the youth 
safe, all I ask of thee, and surely it is not much^ is but to bar 
the door against his return — except indeed thou didst from 
the first conti'ive so to meet thy Boundhead loyer in my loyal 
house. Then, indeed, it were too much to require of thee 1 
Ah ha ! Mistress Dorothy, the little blind god is a rascally 
deceiver. He is but blind nor* nor* west. He playeth hood- 
man, and peepeth over his bandage.'^ 

"My lord, you wrong me much," said Dorothy, and burst 
into tears, while once more the red lava of the human centre 
rushed over her neck and brow. " I did think that I had done 
enough both for my lord of Worcester and against Eichard 
Heywood, and I did hope that he had escaped : there lies the 
worst I can lay to my charge even in thought, my lord, and I 
trust it is no more than may be found pardonable." 

'^ It sets an ill example to my quiet house if the ladies 
therein go anights to the gentlemen's Chambers." 

" My lord, you are cruel," said Dorothy. 

" Not a soul in the house knows it but myself, my lord," 
said Mistress Watson. 

"Hold there, my good woman ! Whose band was it tumed 
the key upon her? More than thou must know thereof. 
Hear me, Mistress Dorothy : I would be heart-loath to quarrel 
with thee, and in all honesty I am glad thy lover " 

" He is no lover of mine, my lord I At least " 

" Be he what he may, he is a fine fellow, and I am glad he 
hath escaped. Do thou but find out for my Lord Charles 
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here the cursed rat-hole by which he goes and comes, and I 
will gladly forgive thee all the trouble thou hast brought into 
xny sober house. For truly never bath been in my day such 
confusion and uproar therein as since thou camest hither, and 
thy dog and thy lover and thy lover's mare followed thee." 

"Alas, my lord! if I were fortonate enough to find it, 
what would you bat say I found it where I knew well to look 
for it 1 " 

" Find it, and I promise thee I will neyer say word on the 
matter again. Thou art a good girl, and thou do venture a 
hair too far for a laver. The still ones are always the worst, 
Mistress Watson." 

" My lord I my lord ! " cried Dorothy, but ended not, for 
bis lordship gave a louder cry. His face was contorted with 
anguish, and he writhed under the tiger fangs of the gout. 

'^Go away/' he shouted, ^^or I shall disgrace my manhood 
before women, God help me ! " 

^' I trust thee will bear m& no malice/' said the hoosekeeper, 
as they walked in the direction of Dorothy's Chamber. 

" You did but your duty," said Dorothy quietly. 

'< I will do all I can for thee/' continued Mistress Watson^ 
mounted again, if not on her high horse then on her palfrey, 
by her master's behaviour to the poor girl — " if thou but con- 
fess to me how thou didst contrive the young gentleman's 
escape, and wherefore he locked the door upon thee." 

At the moment they were close to Dorothy's room j her 
answer to the impertinence was to walk in and shut the door ; 
and Mistress Watson was thenceforward entirely satisfied of 
her guilt. 
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AN EVJL TlMEn. 

And now was an eril time for Dorothy. She retired to 
her Chamber more than disheartened by Lord Woroester's 
behaviour to her, yexed with herseif for doing what she would 
haye been more yexed with herseif for having lefb undone, 
feeling wronged, lonely, and disgraced^ conscious of honestyi 

Q 
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yet ashamed to show herself — and all for the saike of a pre- 
samptuous boy, whose opinions were a disgast to lier and his 
actions a horror 1 Tet not only did she not repent of what 
she had done, bat, fact as stränge as natural, began, with 
mingled pleasoce and annoyance, to feel her heart drawn 
towards the fanatic as the only one left her in the world 
capable of doing her justice, that was, of understanding her. 
She thus unknowingly made a step towards the discovery 
that it is infinitely better to think wrong and to act right 
upon that wrong thinking, than it is to think right and not 
to do as that thinking requires of us. In the former case the 
man^s house, if not built upon the rock, at least has the rock 
beneath it ] in the latter, it is founded on not^ing but sand. 
The former man may be a Saul of Tarsus ; the latter a Judas 
Iscariot. He who acts right will soon think right ; he who 
acts wrong will soon think wrong. Any two persons acting 
faithfully upon opposite convictions, are divided but by a 
bowing wall ; any two, in belief most harmonious, who do not 
aet upon it, are divided by in£nite gulfs of the blackness of 
darkness, across which neither ever beholds the real seif of 
the other. 

Dorothy ought to have gone at onee to Lady Margaret and 
told her all 3 but she naturally and rightly shrank from what 
might seem an appeal to the daughter against the judgment 
of her father ; neither could she dare hope that, if she did, 
her judgment would not be against her alsa Her feelings 
were now in danger of being tumed back upon herself, and 
growing bitter ; for a lasting sense of injury is, of the human 
moods, one of the least favourable to sweetness and growth. 
There was no one to whom she could tura Had good Dr. 
Bayly been at home — ^but he was away on some important 
mission from his lordship to the king : and indeed she could 
scarcely have looked for refuge from such misery as hers in 
the judgment of the rather priggish old-bachelor ecclesiastia 
Oladly would she haye forsaken the castle, and retumed to 
all the dangers and fears of her lonely home ; but that would 
be to yield to a lie, to flee from the devil instead of facing 
him, and with her own hand to fix the imputed smirch upon 
her forehead, ezposing herself besides to the suspicion of 
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haying fled to join her lover, and cast in her lot with his 
amongst the traitors. Besides, she had been left by Lord 
Herbert in charge of his fire-engine and the water of tho 
Castle, which trust she could not abandon. "Whatever might 
be yet to come of it, she must stay and encounter it, and 
would in the meantime set herseif to discover, if she might, 
the secret pathway by which dog and man came and went 
at their pleasura This she owed her friends, even at the 
risk, in case of success, of confirming the marquis's worst 
suspicions. 

She was not altogether wrong in her unconscious judgment 
of Lady Margaret. Her nature was such as, its nobility tinc- 
tured with römance, rendered her perfectly capable of under- 
ßtanding either of the two halves of Dorothy's behaviour, 
bat was not sufficient to the reception and understanding of 
the two parts together. That is, she could have understood 
the heroic capture of her former lover, or she could have 
understood her going to risit him in his trouble, and even, 
what Dorothy was incapable of, his release ; but she was not 
yet equal to understanding how she should set herseif so 
against a man, even to his wounding and capture, whom she 
loved so much as, immediately thereupon, to dare the loss of 
her good name by going to his Chamber, so placing herseif in 
the power of a man she had injured, as well as running a 
great risk of discovery on the part of her friends. Hence she 
was quite prepared to accept the Solution of her stränge con- 
duct, which, by and by, it was hard to say how, came to be 
offered and received all over the Castle — that Dorothy first 
admitted, then captured, and finally released the handsome 
young Eoundhead. 

Her first impressions of the affair, Lady Margaret received 
from Lord Charles, who was certainly prejudiced against 
Dorothy, and no doubt jealous of the r^lation of the fine 
young rebel to a loyal maiden of Eaglan ; while the suspicion, 
almost belief, that she knew and would not reveal the flaw in 
his Castle, the idea of which had begun to haunt him like some 
spot in his own body of which pain made him unnaturally 
conscious, annoyed hün more and more. To do him justice, 
I must not omit to mention that he never made a commuuica« 
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tion on the matter to any but his sister-in-law, who would 
however haye certainly had a more kindly as well as excalpa- 
tory feeling towards Dorothy, had ehe first heard the truth 
from her own Ups. 

For some little time, not perceiving the difficulties in her 
way, and perhaps from unlikeness not understanding the dis- 
inclination of such a girl to self-defence, Lady Margaret con- 
tinued to expect a visit from her, with excose at least, if not 
confession and apology upon her lips, and was hurt by her 
silence as much as offended by her behaviour. She was yet 
more annoyed, when they first met, that, nötwithstanding her 
evident suffering, she wore such an air of reticence, and thence 
she both regarded and addressed her coldly ; so that Dorothy 
was confirmed in her disinclination to confide in her. Besides, 
as she said to herseif, she had nothing to teil but what sLe 
had already told ; everything depended on the interpretation 
accorded to the facts, and the right interpretation was just the 
one thing she had found herseif unable to convey. K her 
friends did not, she could not justify herseif. 

She tried hard to behave as she ought, for, conscious how 
much appearances were against her, she feit it would be 
unjust to allow her afifection towards her mistress to be in the 
least shaken by her treatment of her, and was if possible more 
submissive and eager in her service than before. But in this 
slie was every now and then rudely checked by the fear that 
Lady Margaret would. take it as the endeavour of guilt to win 
favour ; and, do what she would, instead of getting closer to 
her, she feit every time they met, that the hedge of Separation 
which had sprung up between them had in the interval grown 
thicker. By degrees the mistress had assumed towards the 
poor girl that impervious manner of self-contained dignity, 
which, according to her who wears it, is the carriage either of 
a wing-bound angel, the galt of a stork, or the hobble of a 
crab. 

Of a different kind was the change which now be^an to 
take place towards her on the part of another member of the 
household. 

While she had been intent upon Eichard as he stood before 
the marquis, not Amanda only but another as well had been 
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intent upon her. Poor creature as Scadamore yet was, he 
possessed, besides no small generosity of nature, a good deal 
of snrface sympathy, and a ready interest in the shows of 
humanity. Hence as he stood regarding now the face of the 
pnsoner and now that of Dorothy, whom he knew for old 
friends, he coold not help noticing that every phase of the 
pnsoner, so to speak, might be read on Dorothy. He was too 
shallow to attribute this to anything more than the interest 
she must feel in the results of the exploit she had performed. 
The mere Suggestion of what had afforded such wide ground 
for speculation on the part of Amanda, was to Scudamore 
rendered impossible by the meeting of two things — the fact 
that the only time he had seen them together, Eichard was 
Fery plainly out of favour, and now the all-important share 
Dorothy had had in his capture. But the longer he looked, 
the more he found himself attracted by the rieh changefulness 
of expression on a countenance usually very still. He sur- 
mised little of the conflict of emotions that sent it to the 
surface, had to construct no theory to calm the restlessness of 
intellectual curiosity, discoyered no secret feeding of the flame 
from behind. Yet the flame itself drew him as the candle 
draws the moth. Emotion in the face of a woman was enough 
to attract Scudamore ; the prettier the face, the strenger the 
attraction, but the source or character of the emotion mattered 
nothing to him: he asked no questions any more than the 
moth, but circled the flame. In a word, Dorothy had now all 
at once become to ßim interesting. 

As soon as she found a safe opportunity, Amanda told him 
of Dorothy's being found in the turret Chamber, a fact she 
pretended to have heard in confidence from Mistress Watson, 
concealing her own part in it. But as Amanda spoke, Dorothy 
became to Eowland twice as interesting as ever Amanda had 
been. There was a real romance about the girl, he thought. 
And then she lookei so quiet 1 He never thought of defending 
her or playing the true part of a cousin. Amanda might 
think of her as she pleased : Eowland was content Had he 
cared ever so much more for her judgment than he did, it 
would have been all the same. How far Dorothy had been 
right or wrong in visiting Heywood, he did not even conjeo- 
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tore, not to say consider. It was enough that she who had 
been to him lÜke the blank in the centre of the African map, 
was now a region of marvels and poasibilities, vague bat not 
the less interesting, or the less worthy of beholding the interest 
she had awaked. As to her loving Üie roundhead fellow, that 
would not stand long in the way. 

In this period then of gloom and wretchedness, Dorothj 
became aware of a certain increase of attention on the part 
of her Cousin. This she attributed to kindness generated of 
pitj. £ut to accept it, and so confess that she needed it, would 
have been to place herseif too much on a level with one whom 
she did not respect^ while at the same time it would confirm 
him in whatever probably mistaken grounds he had for offer- 
ing it. She therefore met his advances kindly but coldly, a 
treatment under which his feelings towards her began to ripen 
into something a little deeper and more genuine. 

During the next ten days or so Dorotby could not help 
feeling that she was regarded by almost eyery one in the 
Castle as in disgrace, and that deservedly. The most unplea- 
sant proof she had of this was the behaviour of the female 
servants, some of them assuming airs of injured innocence, 
others of offensive familiarity in her presence, while only one, 
a kitchen-maid she seldom saw, Tom Fool's bride in the 
marriage-jest, showed her the same respect as formerly. This 
girl came to her one night in her room, and with tears in her 
eyes besought permission to carry her meals thither, that she 
might be spared eating with the rüde ladies, as in her indig- 
nation she called them. But Dorothy saw that to forsake 
Mistress Watson's table would be to fly the field, and there- 
fore, hateful as it was to meet the looks of those around it, she 
did so with unvailed lids and an enforced dignity which made 
itself feit. But the effort was as exhausting as painful, and 
the reflex of shame, feit as shame in spite of innocence, was 
eating into her heart. In yain she said to herseif that she 
was guiltless ; in vain she folded herseif round in the cloak of 
her former composure ; the consciousness that, to say the least 
of it, she was regarded as a young woman of questionable re» 
finementy weighed down her yery eyelids as she crossed the 
court. 
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Bat she was not left utterly forsaken ] ahe had still one 
refuge — ^the Workshop, where Caspar Kaltoff wrought like an 
" artificial god ; " for the worthy Grerman altered his manner 
to her not a whit, bat continned to behave with the mingled 
kindness of a father and devotion of a senrant. His respect 
and trustfui sympathy showed, without word said, that he, if 
no other, believed nothing to her disadvantage, bat was as 
mach her homble friend as ever; and to the hitherto self- 
reliant damsel, the blessedness of human sympathy, embodied 
in the looks and tones of the hard-handed mechanic, brought 
such healing and such schooling together, that for a long time 
she never said her prayers by her bedside without thanking 
God for Caspar Kaltoff. 

Ere long her wom look, thin cheek, and weary eye began 
to work on the heart of Lady Margaret, and she relented in 
spirit towards the favourite of her husband, whose anticipated 
disappointment in her had sharpened the arrows of her resent- 
ment Bat to the watery dawn of fayour which followed, the 
poor girl coald not throw wide her Windows, knowing it arose 
from no change in Lady Margaretes judgment conceming 
her: she could not as a culprit accept what had been as a 
culprit withdrawn from her. The conviction burned in her 
heürt like cold fire, that, but for compassion upon the desolate 
State of an orphan, she would have been at once dismissed 
from the Castle. Sometimes she ventured to think that if 
Lord Herbert had been at home, all this would not have hap- 
pened ; but now what could she expect other than that on his 
retum he would regard her and treat her in the same way as 
bis wife and father and brother \ 



CHAPTER XXXV. 

THE DEUVERER. 



BxTT she found some relief in applying her mind to the task 
which Lord Worcester had set her \ and many a night as she 
tossed sleepless on her bed, would she turn from the thoughts 
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that tortured her, to brood upon tlie castle, and invent if sbe 
might some new possible way, however difficult, of getting out 
of it unseen : and many a moming after tbe night thus spent, 
would she hasten, ere the household was astir, to examine 
some spot which had occurred to her as perhaps containing 
the secret she sought. One time it was a chinmey that might 
have door and stair concealed within it ; another, the stables, 
where she examined every stall in the hope of finding a trap 
to an Underground way. Had any one eise been in question 
but Eichard, the traitor, the Eoundhead, she might bare 
imagined an associate within the walls, in which case farther 
Solution would not have been for her ; but somehow, she did 
not make it clear to herseif how, she could not entertain the 
idea in connection with Richard. Besides, in brooding over 
everything, it had grown piain to her that both Eichard and 
Marquis had that night been through the moat. 

Some who caught sight of her in the early dawn, wandering 
about and peering here and there, thought that she was losing 
her senses; others, more ingenious in the thinking of evil, 
imagined she sought to impress the household with a notion 
of her innocence by pretending a search for the concealed flaw 
in the defences. 

Ever since she had been put in Charge of the water-works, 
she had been in the habit of lingering a little on the roof of 
the keep as often as occasion took her thither, for she delighted 
in the far outlook on the open country which it afforded ; and 
perhaps it was a proof of the general healthiness of her nature 
that now in her misery, instead of shutting herseif up in her 
own Chamber, she oftener sought the walk around the resenroir, 
looking abroad in shadowy hope of some lurking deliverance, 
like captive lady in the stronghold of evil knight. On one of 
these occasions, in the first of the twilight, she was leaning 
over one of the battlements looking down upon the moat and 
its white and yellow blossoms and great green leaves, and 
feeling very desolate. Her young lifo seemed to have crumbled 
down upon her and crushed her heart, and all for one gentle 
imprudence. 

"Oh, my mother !" she murmured, "an* thou couldst hear 
me, thou wouldst help me an* thou couldst. Thy poor Dorothy 
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is dorely sad and forsaken, and she knows no way of escape. 
Oh, my mother^ hear me 1'' 

As she spoke, she looked away from the moat to the sky, 
and spread out her arms in the pain of her petition. 

There was a step behind her. 

'' What ! what 1 My little Protestant prajring to the naughty 
saints 1 That will never do." 

Dorothy had tumed with a great start, and stood speechless 
and trembling before Lord Herbert. 

"My poor child ! " he said, holding out both his hands, and 
taking those which Dorothy did not ofifer — '' did I startle thee 
then so much 9 I am truly sorry. I heard but thy last words ; 
be not afndd of thy Beeret. But what hath come to thee 1 
Thou art white and thin, there are tears on thy face, and it 
seems as thou wert not so glad to see me as I thought thou 
wouldst have been. What is amissl I hope thou art not 
sick — but plainly thou art ill at ease 1 60 not yet after my 
MoUy, cousin, for truly we need thee here yet a while." 

" Would I might go to MoUy, my lord I " said Dorothy. 
**Molly would believe me." 

"Thou need'st not go to Molly for that, cousin. I will 
believe thee. Qnly teil me what thou wouldst have me 
believe, and I will believe it. What ! think'st thou I am not 
magician enough to know whom to believe and whom not t 
Fye, fye, mistress ! Thou, on thy part, wilt not put faith in 
thy cousin Herbert ! " 

His kind words were to her as the voice of Hirn that calleth 
for the waters of the sea that He may pour them out on the 
face of the earth. The poor girl burst into a passion of 
weeping, feil on her knees before him, and holding up her 
clasped hands, cried out in a voice of sob-choked agony — for 
she was not used to tears, and it was to her a rending of the 
heart to weep— 

"Save me, save me, my lord! I have no friend in the 
World who can help me but thee." 

"No friend 1 What meanest thou, Dorothy?" said Lord 
Herbert, taking her two clasped hands between his. " There 
is my Margaret and my father ! " 

" Alas, my lord 1 they mean well by me, but they do not 
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believe me; and if your lordship believe me no more than 
they, I must go from Eaglan. Yet believing me, I know not 
how you coTÜd any more help me." 

"Dorothy, my child, I can do nothing tili thou take me 
with thee. I cannot even comfort theo." 

« Your lordship is weary," said Dorothy, rising and wiping 
her eyes. " You cannot yet have eaten since you came. Gro, 
my lord, and hear my tale first from them that believe me not. 
They will assure you of nothing that is not true, only they 
understand it not, and wrong me in their conjecturea. Let 
my Lady Margaret teU it you, my lord, and then if you have 
yet faith enough in me to send for me, I will come and answer 
all you ask. If you send not for me, I will ride from Baglan 
to-morrow." 

"It shall be as thou sayest, Dorothy. An' it be not fit for 

the judge to hear both sides of the tale, or an' it boots the 

innocent which side he first heareth, then were he no better 

Judge than good King James, of blessed memory, when he 

was so sore astonished to find both sides in the righi" 

" A king, my lord, and judge foolishly ! " 

"A king, my damsel, and judged merrily. But fear me 
not ; I trust in God to judge fairly even betwixt friend and 
foe, and I doubt not it will be now to the lightening of thy 
trouble, my poor storm-beaten dove." 

It Startled Dorothy with a gladness that stung like pain, 
to hear the word he never used but to his wife thus flit from 
his Ups in the tendemess of his pity, and alight like the dove 
itself upon her head. She thanked him with her whole soul, 
and was sUent. 

" I will send hither to thee, my child, when I require thy 
presence; and when I send come straight to my Iad3r's 
parlour." 

Dorothy bowed her head, but could not speak, and Lord 
Herbert walked quickly from her. She heard him run down 
the stair almost with the headlong speed of his boy Henry. 

Half an hour passed slowly — then Lady Margaret's page 
came lightly up the steps, bearing the request that she would 
favour his mistress with her presence. She rose from the 
battlement where she had seated herseif to watch the moon, 
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already far up in the heayens, as she brightened ihrough the 
gathering dusk, and foUowed him with beating heart. 

When she entered the parlour, where as jet no oandles had 
been lighted, she saw and knew nothing tili she found her- 
seif clasped to a bosom heaving with emotion. 

" Forgive me, Dorothy," sobbed Lady Margaret. " I have 
done thee wrong. But thou wilt love me yet again — wilt 
thou not, Dorothy ? " 

'' Madam 1 madam i '' was all Dorothy coald answer, kissing 
her hands. 

Lady Margaret led her to her husband, who kissed her on 
the forehead, and seated her betwixt himself and bis wife ; 
and for a space there was silence. Then at last said Dorothy : 

^\ Teil me, madam, how is it that I find myself once more 
in the garden of your favour f How know you that I am not 
all unworthy thereof 1 " 

'' My lord teils me so," retumed Lady Margaret simply. 

^ And whence doth my lord know it 1 '' asked Dorothy, 
tuming to Lord Herbert. 

" An* thou be not satisfied of thine own innocence, Doro- 
thy, I will ask thee a few questions. Listen to thine answers, 
and judge. How came the young Puritan into the castle that 
night % Bat stay : we must hare candles, for how can I, the 
judge, or my lady, the Jury, see into the heart of the prisoner 
save through the window of her face % '* 
. Dorothy laughed— her first laugh since the evil fog had 
ascended and swathed her. Lady Margaret rang the bell on 
her table. Candles were brought from where they stood ready 
in the antechamber, and as soon as they began to bum clear, 
Lord Herbert repeated his question. 

" My lord," answered Dorothy, " I look to you to teil me 
so much, for before God I know not." 

" Nay, child ! thou need'st not buttress thy words with an 
oath," said his lordship. " Thy fair eyes are worth a thousand 
oaths. But to the question : teil me wherefore didst thou not 
let the young man go when first thou spied him % Wherefore 
didst ring the alarm-bell ? Thou sawest he was upon his own 
mare, for thou knewest her-^didst thou not ? " 

" I did, my lord; but he had no business there, and I was 
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of my Lord Worcester*s household. Here I am not Dorothy 
Vaughan, but my lad/s gentlewoman." 

"Then why didst thou go to bis room thereafterl Didst 
thou not know it for the most perilous adventure maiden 
could undergo 1 " 

"Perilous it hath indeed proved, my lord." 

** And might have proved worse than perilous." 

"No, my lord. Other danger was none where Bichard 
was," returned Dorothy with vehemence. 

''It beareth a look as if maybap thou dost or mightst one 
day love the young man ! " said Lord Herbert in slow ponder- 
ing tone, 

" My spirit hath of late been driven to hold him Company, 
my lord. It seemed that, save Caspar, I had no friend Jeft 
but him. God help me ! it were a fearful thing to love a 
fanatic I But I will resist the devil." 

"Truly we are in lack of a few such devils on what we 
count the honest side, Dorothy ! " said Lord Herbert, laughing. 
" Not every man that thinks the other way is a rogue or a 
fool. But thou hast not told me why thou didst run the 
lieavy risk of seeking him in the night." 

" I could not rest for thinking of him, my lord, with that 
terrible wound in the head I had as good as given him, and 
from whose efifects I had last seen him lie as one dead. He 
was my playmate, and my mother loved him." 

Here poor Dorothy broke down and wept, but recovered 
herseif with an eflfort, and proceeded. 

" 1 kept starting awake, seeing him thus at one time, and 
at another hearing him utter my name as if entreating me to 
go to him, until at last I believed that I was called." 

« Called by whom, Dorothy 1 " 

" I thought — I thought, my lord, it might be the same that 
called Samuel, who had opened my ears to hear lüchard's 
voice." 

"And it was indeed therefore thou didst go 1 " 

"I think so, my lord. I am sure, at least, but for that I 
would not have gone. Yet surely I mistook, for see what 
hath come of it," she added, turning to Lady Margaret. 

" We must not judge from one consequence where there are 
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a thousand yet to foUow," said his lordship. " — And thou 
sayest^ wheu thou didst enter the room thou didst find no 
one there?'' 

"I say so, my lord, and it is true." 

" That I know as well as thou. What, then, didst thou 
think of the matter 1 " 

"i was filled with fear, my lord, when I saw the bedclothes 
all in a heap on the floor, but upon reflection I hoped that he 
had had the better in the struggle^ and had escaped ; for now 
at least he could do no härm in Eaglan, I thought. But when 

I found the door was locked, 1 dare hardly think of that, 

my lord ; it makes me tremble yet." 

" Now, who thinkest thou in thy heart did lock the door 
upon thee ] " - 

" Might it not have T^een Satan himself, my lord 1 " 

" Nay, I cannot teil what might or might not be where such 
a one is so plainly concerned. But I beliöve he was only 
acting in his usual fashion, which, as a matter of course, must 
be his worst — I mean through the heart and hands of some 
one in the house who would bring thee into trouble." 

**I would it were the other way, my lord." 

" So would I heartily. In his own person I fear him not a 
whit. But hast thou no suspicion of any one owing thee a 
grudge, who might be glad on such opportunity to pay it thee 
with interest 1 " 

" I must confess I have, my lord ; but I beg of your lordship 
not to question me on the matter further, for it reaches only 
to suspicion. I know nothing, and might, if I uttered a word, 
be guilty of grievous wrong. Pardon me, my lord." 

Lord Herbert. looked hard at his wife. Lady Margaret 
dropped her head. 

" Thou art right, indeed, my good cousin 1 " he said, turning 
again to Dorothy ; " for that would be to clo by another as 
thou sufferest so sorely from others doing by thee. I must 
send my brains about and make a discovery or two for myself. 
It is well I have a few days to spend at home. And now to 
the first part of the business in hand. Hast thou any special 
way of calling thy dog) It is a moonlit night, I be- 
lieve." 
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of my Lord Worceater's household. Here I am not Dorothy 
Vaughan, but my lady's gentlewoman." 

"Then why didst thou go to bis room thereafterl Didst 
thou not know it for the most perilous adventure maiden 
could undergo ? " 

" Perilous it hath indeed proved, my lord." 

'* And might have proved worse than perilous." 

** No, my lord. Other danger was none where Richard 
was," returned Dorothy with vehemence. 

^^It beareth a look as if mayhap thou dost or mightst one 
day love the young man ! " said Lord Herbert in slow ponder- 
ing tone. 

" My spirit hath of late been driven to hold him Company, 
my lord. It seemed that, save Caspar, I had no friend .left 
but him. God help me ! it were a fearful thing to love a 
fanatic I But I will resist the devil." 

"Truly we are in lack of a few such devils on what we 
count the honest side, Dorothy ! " said Lord Herbert, laughing. 
" Not every man that thinks the other way is a rogue or a 
fool. But thou hast not told me why thou didst run the 
heavy risk of seeking him in the night." 

" I could not rest for thinking of him, my lord, with that 
terrible wound in the head I had as good as given him, and 
from whose efifects I had last seen him lie as one dead. He 
was my playmate, and my mother loved him." 

Here poor Dorothy broke down and wept, but recovered 
herseif with an eflfort, and proceeded. 

'' I kept starting awake, seeing him thus at one time, and 
at another hearing him utter my name as if entreating me to 
go to him, until at last I believed that I was called." 

" Called by whom, Dorothy 1 " 

" I thought — I thought, my lord, it might be the same that 
called Samuel, who had opened my ears to hear Kichard's 
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"And it was indeed therefore thou didst go 1 " 
" I think so, my lord. I am sure, at least, but for that I 
would not have gone. Yet surely I mistook, for see what 
hath come of it," she added, turning to Lady Margaret. 
" We must not judge from one consequence where there are 
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a thousand yet to follow/' said bis lordship. " — And tliou 
sayest, wheu thou didst enter the room thou didst find no 
one there 1 " 

" I say so, my lord, and it is trae/' 

" That I know as well as thou. What^ then, didst thou 
tbink of the matter ? " 

''I was filled with fear, my lord, when I sawthe bedclothes 
all in a heap on the floor, bat upon reflection I hoped that he 
bad bad the better in the struggle, and bad escaped ; for now 
at least he coold do no barm in Eaglan, I tbought But when 

I found the door was locked, 1 dare bardly tbink of that, 

my lord ; it makes me tremble yet" 

'' Now, who tbinkest thou in thy beart did lock the door 
npon tbee 1 " 

" Might it not have "been Satan bimself, my lord 1 " 

'^Nay, I cannot teil what might or might not be where such 
a one is so plainly concerned. Bat I beli^ve he was only 
acting in bis asaal fasbion, which, as a matter of course, must 
be bis worst — I mean througb the beart and hands of some 
one in the hoase who would bring thee into troable." 

**I would it were the other way, my lord." 

'' So would I beartily. In bis own person I fear bim not a 
whit But hast thou no suspicion of any one owing thee a 
grudge, who might be glad on such opportunity to pay it thee 
with interest ? " 

" I must confess I have, my lord ; but I beg of your lordship 
not to question me on the matter further, for it reaches only 
to suspicion. I know notbing, and might, if I uttered a word, 
be guilty of grievous wrong. Pardon me, my lord." 

Lord Herbert. looked bard at bis wife. Lady Margaret 
dropped her bead. 

'* Thoa art right, indeed, my good cousin ! " he said, turning 
again to Dorothy; ^'for that would be toclo by another as 
thoa sufferest so sorely from others doing by thee. I must 
send my brains about and make a discovery or two for myself. 
It is well I have a few days to spend at home. And now to 
the first part of the business in band. Hast thou any special 
way of calling thy dog) It is a moonlit night, I be- 
lieve." 
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He rose and went to Ihe window, over wliich hung a.heavy 
curtain of Flemish tapestry. 

" It is a three-quarter old moon, my lord," said Dorothy, 
" and very bright. I did use to call my dog with a whistle 
my mother gave me when I was a child." 

" Ganst thou lay thy hand upon it ? Hast thouit with theo 
in Raglan 1 " 

" I have it in my hand now, my lord." 

'^ What then with the moon and thy whistle, I think wo 
shall not fall.'' 

" Hast lost thy wits, Ned % " said his wife. " Or what fiend 
wouldst thou raise to-night % " 

" I would lay one rather," retumed Lord Herbert, " But 
first I would discover this same perilous fault in the armour 
of my house. Is thy genet still in thy control, Dorothy % " 

" I have no reason to think otherwise, my lord. The 
frolicker he, the merrier ever was I." 

^^ Darest thou ride him alone in the moonlight — outside the 
wallsl" 

" I dare anything on Dick's back — that Dick can do, my 
lord." 

"Doth thy dog know Caspar — ^in friendly fashion, I 
mean 1 " 

^' Caspar is the only one in the castle he is quite friendly 
with, my lord." 

" Then is all as I would have it And now I will teil theo 
what I would not have : I would not have a soul in the place 
but my lady here know that I am searching with thee after 
this dog-and-man hole. Therefore I will saddle thy little 
horse for thee my seif, and " ■ 

" No, no, my lord ! " interrupted Dorothy. " That / can 
do." 

" So much the better for thee. But I am no boor, fair 
damsel. Then shalt thou mount and ride him forth, and 
Marquis thy mastiff shall see thee go from the yard. Then 
will I mount the keep, and from that point of vantage look 
down upon the two courts, while Caspar goes to stand by thy 
dog. Thou shalt ride slowly along for a minute or two, until 
these preparations shall haye been made; then shalt. thou 
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blow tlij whistle, and sei off at a gallop to round the Castle, 
still ever and anon blowing thy whistle ; by which means, if 
I shonld fall to see thy Marqois leave the Castle, thou mayest 
perchance discorer at least &om which side of the Castle he 
comes to thee." 

Dorothy sprang to her feet. 

" I am ready, my lord," she said. 

" And so am I, my maiden," retumed Lord Herbert, rising. 
** Wut go to the top of the keep, wife, and grant me the light 
of eyes in aid of the moonshine 1 I will come thither pre- 
sently." 

'* Thon shalt find me there, Ned, I promise thea Mother 
Mary, speed thy quest 1 " 



CHAPTER XXXVL 

THE DISCOVERY, 

All was done aa had been arranged. Lord Herbert saddied 
Dick, not unaided of Dorothy, lifted her to his back, and led 
her to the gate, in fall vision of Marquis, who went wild at 
the sight, and threatened to pull down kennel and all in his 
endeayours to foUow them. Lord Herbert himself opened 
the yard gate, for the horses had already been suppered, and 
the men were in bed. He then walked by her side down to 
the brick gate. A moment there, and she was free and alone, 
with the wide green fields and the yellow moonlight all about 
her. 

She had some difficulty in making Dick go slowly — quietly 
she could not — for the first minute or two, as Lord Herbert 
had directed. He had had but little exercise of late, and 
moved as if his four legs feit lilce wings. Dorothy had ridden 
him yery little since she came to the Castle, but being very 
handy, Lord Charles had used him, kcA one of the grooms had 
always taken him to ride messages. He had notwithstanding 
had but little of the pleasure of speed for a long time, and 
when Dorothy at length gave him the rein, he flew as if every 
member of bis body frpm tail to ears and eyelids had been an 
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engine of propulsion. Bat Dorothy had more wings than 
Dick. Her wliole being was fall of wings. It was a small thing 
that she had not had a light gallop since she left Wyfem ; 
the strength she had been putting forth to bear the Atlas 
barden that night lifted from her soul, was now left free to 
npbear her, and she seemed in spirit to soar aloft into the 
regions of aßther. With her horse ander her, the moon over 
her, " the wind of their own speed " around them, and her 
heart beating with a joy sach as she had neyer known, she 
coald hardly help doabting sometimes for a moment whether 
she was not out in one of those delightfal dreams of liberty 
and motion which had so frequently visited her sleep since 
she came to Eaglan. Three shnll whistles she had blown, 
aboat a hundred yards from the gate, had heard the eager 
crowded bark of her dog in answer, and then Dick went flying 
over the fields like a water-bird over the lake, that Scratches 
its smooth surface with its feet as it flies. Around the ram- 
part they went. The still night was jubilant around them as 
they flew. The stars shone as if they knew all about her joy, 
that the shadow of guilt had been lifted from her, and that 
to her the world again was fair, She feit as the freed Psyche 
must feel when she drops the clay, and lo ! the whole chry- 
salid World, which had hitherto hung as a clog at her foot, 
fast by the inexorable chain our blindness calls grayitation, 
has dropped from her with the clay, and the uniyerse is her 
own. 

At interyals she blew her whisüe, and ever kept her keen 
eyes and ears awake, looking and listening before and behind, 
in the hope of hearing her dog, or seeing him come bounding 
through the moonlight 

Meantime Lord Herbert and his wife had taken their stand 
on the top of the great tower, and were looking down — ^the 
lady into the stone court, and her husband into the grass one. 

Dorothy's shrill whistle came once, twice and just as it 

began to sound a third time, 

'^ Here he comes 1 " cried Lady Margaret. 

A black shadow went from the foot of the library tower, 
tearing across the moonlight to the hall door, where it van- 
ished. Bat in yain Lord Herbert kept his eyes on the foun- 
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tain court, in the hope of its reappearance there. PresenÜj 
they heard a heavy plunge in the water on the other side of 
the keep, and, running round, saw plainly the moat there 
lying broad in the moonlight, a little black object making its 
way across it. Throngh the obstructing floate of water-lilj 
leaves, it held steadUj over to the other side. There for a 
moment thej saw the whole body of the animal, as he scram- 
bled out of the water up against the steep side of the moat — 
when suddenly, and most unaccountably to Lady Margaret, 
he disappeared. 

'' I have it ! " cried Lord Herbert. '^ What an ass I was 
not to think of it before 1 Come down with me, my doye^ 
and I will show thee. Dorothy's Marquis hath got into the 
drain of the moat. He is a large dog, and beyond a doubt 
that is where the young Roundhead entered. Who could have 
dreamed of such a thing ! I had no thought it was such a 
size." 

Dorothy having made the circuit^ and arrived again at the 
brick gate, found Lord Herbert waiting there, and pulled up. 

''I have Seen nothing of him, my lord/' she said, as he 
came to her side. '' Shall I ride round once more % " 

" Do, prithee, for I see thou dost enjoy it But we have 
already leamed all we want to know, so far as goeth to the 
security of the Castle. There is but one marquis in Eaglan, 
and he is, I believe, in the oak parlour." 

" You saw my Marquis make his exit then, my lordT' 

*' My lady and I both saw him." 

" What th^n can have become of him % — We went very fast, 
and I suppose he gave up the chase in despair." 

" Thou wilt find him the second round. But stay — I will 
get a horse and go with thee." 

Dorothy went within the gate, and Lord Herbert ran back 
to the Stahles. Li a few minutes he was by her side again,. 
and together they rode around the huge nest. The moon was 
glorious, with a few large white clouds around her, like great 
mrrrors hung up to catch and reflect her light. The stars 
were few, and doubtful near the moon, but shone like dia- 
monds in the dark Spaces between the clouds. The rugged 
fortress lay swathed in the softness of the creamy light. No 
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noise broke^the stillness, save the dull dnim-beat of their 
horses' hoofs on the turf, or their cymbal-clatter where they 
crossed a road, and the occasional shrill call from Dorothy's 
whietle. 

On all eides the green fields, cow-cropped, divided by hedge- 
row8, and «potted with trees, single and in clumps, came close to 
the Castle walls, except in one or two places where the comer 
of a red-ploughed field came wedging in. All was so quiet 
and so soft that the gaunt old walls looked as if, having at 
first with harsh intrusion forced their way up into the sweet 
realm of air from the stony regions of the earth beneath, by 
slow degrees, yet long since, they had snffered an air change, 
and been charmed and gentled into harmony with soft winds 
and odours and moonlight. To DoroHiy it seemed as if peace 
itself had taken form in th« feathery weight that filled the 
flaky air ; and as her horse galloped along, flying like a bird 
over ditch and mound, her own heart so light that her body 
seemed to float above the saddle rather than rest upon it, she 
feit like a soul which, having been dragged to hell by a lurk- 
ing fiend, a good and strong angel was bearing aloft into bliss. 
Few delights can equal the mere presence of one whom we 
trust utterly. 

No mastiff came to Dorothy's whistle, and having finished 
their round, they rode back to the stables, put up their horses, 
and rejoined Lady Margaret, where she was still pacing the 
sunk walk aroond the moat. There Lord Herbert showed 
Dorothy where her dog vanished, comforting her with the 
assurance that nothing should be altered before the faith- 
ful animal retumed, as doubtless he would the moment he 
despaired of finding her in the open country. 

Lord Herbert said nothing to his father that night lest he 
should spoil his rest, for he was yet far from well, but finding 
him a good deal better the next moming, he laid open the 
whole matter to him according to his convictions conceming 
Dorothy and her behaviour, ending with the words : '' That 
maideu, my lord, hath truth enough in her heart to serve the 
whole Castle, an' if it might be but shared. To doubt her is 
to wrong the very light. I fear there are not mäny maidens 
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in England wlio wonld liave the courage and honesty, neces- 
sary both, to act as she hath done." 

The marquis listened attentivelj, and when Lord Herbert 
had ended, sat a few moments in silence ; then, for all answer, 
Said, 

*' Go and fetch her, my lad." 

When Dorothy entered, — 

**Come hither, maiden," he said from bis chair. "Wilt 
thou kiss an old man who hath wronged thee — for so my son 
hath taught me f " 

Dorothy stooped, and he kissed her on both cheeks, with 
the tears in his eyes. 

'' Thou shalt dine at my table," he said, " an' thy mistress 
-will permit thee, as I doubt not she will when I ask her, 
until — thou art weary of our dull Company. Hear me, cousin 
Dorothy : an' thou wilt go with us to mass next Sunday, thou 
shalt sit on one side of me and thy mistress on the other, and 
all the Castle shall see thee there, and shall know that thou 
art our dear cousin, Mistress Dorothy Yaughan, and shall do 
thee honour." 

" I thank you, my lord, with all my heart," said Dorothy, 
with troubled look, " but — may I then speak without ofifence 
to your lordship, where my heart knoweth nought but honour, 
love, and obediencer* 

"Speak what thou wilt, so it be what thou would'st," 
answered the Marquis. 

"Then pardon me, my lord, that which would have made 
my mother sad, and would make my good Master Herbert 
sorry that he brought me hither. He would fear I had for- 
saken the church of my fathers." 

"And retumed to the church of thy graudfathers — eh, 
Mistress Dorothy ) And wherefore, then, should that weigh 
so much with thee, so long as thou wert no traitor to our 
blessed Lord 1 " 

" But should I be no traitor, sir, an' I served Him not with 
my best 1 " 

" Thou hast nothing better than thy heart to give Him, and 
nothing worse will serre His tum ; and that we two have 
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offered where I wonld hmre ihee offer thine — ^and I tnut^ 
Herbert^ the offering bath not Lun nnaccepted.'' 
I tnut not, mj lord," responded Herberte 
Bnty mj lord," said Dorothj, with hot cheek and trem- 
bling Toice, '* if I brongbt it bim npon a disb wbicb I believed 
to be of brass, wben I bad one of silyer in the bonse, wonld 
it ayail witb bim tbat yonr loidsbip knew tbe disb to be no 
brassy bat the finest of goldl I shonld be nnworthj of jonr 
lordsbip's faTOor, i( to be repbiced in the hononr of men, I 
did tbat wbicb needed the paidon of Grod." 

''I told thee so, rir!" cried Loid Herbert^ who bad been 
listening witb radiant connteoanceL 

^'Thonartagoodgirl^Dorotbj,'* said the Marquis. ^^Verily 
I spoke bnt to tiy thee, and I thank God tbon hast stood the 
trial, and answered aright. Now am I sare of thee; and I 
will no more donbt thee — not if I wake in the night and find 
thee Standing orer me witb a diawn dagger like Judith. 
An' mj worthj Baylj bad been at home^ perchance this bad 
not happened ; but forgiTe me, Doiothj, for the gout is the 
sting of the devil's own tail, and driyeüi men mad. Yeifly, 
it seemeth now as if I could neyer bare bebared to thee as I 
baye done. Whj, one might saj the foolish fat old man was 
jealous of the bandsome joung Puritan ! The wheel will oome 
round, Dorothy. One day thou wilt many bim.'' 

Neyer, my lord,** exclaimed Dorothy with yebemenoei 
And wben thou dost," the Marquis went on, ''all I beg 
of thee is, tbat on thy wedding-day thou whisper thy bride- 
groom : ' My lord of Worcester told me so;' and therewith 
thou shalt baye my blessin^ whether I be down here in 
Eaglan, or up the great stair witb little MoUy." 

Dorothy was süent The Marquis held out bis band* She 
kissed it^ left the room, and flew to the top of the keep^ 
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OHAPTER XXXVIl 

THE HOROSCOPB, 

Erb the next day was oyer, it was understood throughout the 
Castle that Lord Herbert was constnicting a horoscope — ^not 
that there were niany in the place who understood what a 
horoscope really was, or had any knowledge of the modes of 
that astrology in whose results they firmly believed; yet 
Kaltoff haying been seen carrying seyeral mysterious-looking 
Instruments to the top of the library tower, the word was 
presently in everybody's mouth. Nor were the lovers of 
manrel likely to be disappointed, for no sooner was the sun 
down than there was Lord Herbert, his head in an outlandish 
Persian hat, visible over the parapet from the stone-court, 
while from some of the higher Windows in the grass-court 
might be seen through a battlement his long flowing gown of 
a golden tint, wrought with hieroglyphics in blue. Now ho 
would stand for a while gazing up into the heavens, now would 
he be shifting and adjusting this or that instrumenta then peer- 
ing along or through it, and then re-arranging it, or kneeling 
and drawing lines, now circular, now straight, upon a sheet 
of paper spread flat on the roof of the tower, There he still 
was when the household retired to rest, and there, in the gray 
dawn, his wife, waking up and peeping from her window, saw 
him still, against the cold sky, pacing the roof with beut 
head and thoughtful demeanour. In the morning he was 
gone, and no one but Lady Margaret saw him during the 
whole of the foUowing day. Nor indeed could any but her- 
seif or Gaspar have found him, for the tale Tom Fool told the 
rustics of a magically-concealed armoury had been suggested 
by a rumour current in the house, believed by all without any 
proof, and yet not the less a fact, that Lord Herbert had a 
Chamber of which none of the domestics knew door or 
window, or even the locality. That recourse should have 
been had to spells and incantations for its concealment, how« 
ever, as was also commonly accepted, would have seemed 
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trouble unnecessary to any one who knew the mechanical 
means bis lordship had employed for the pnrpose. The 
toach of a pin on a certain spot in one of the bookcases in the 
library, admitted him to a wooden stair which, with the aid 
of Caspar, he had constmcted in an ancient disused chimney, 
and which led down to a small Chamber in the roof of a sort 
of porch boilt over the stair from the stone-coort to the 
Stahles. There was no other access to it, and the place had 
never been used, nor had any window, but one which they 
had constructed in the roof so cnnningly as to attract no 
notice. All the household supposed the hidden Chamber, 
whose ezistence was nnquestioned, to be in the great tower, 
somewhere near the Workshop. 

In this place he kept his books of alchemy and magic, and 
some of his stranger instruments. It would have been hard 
for himself eyen to say what he did or did not believe of such 
things. In certain moods, especially when uniler the influ- 
ence of some fact he had just discovered without being able to 
account for it, he was ready to believe everything ; in others, 
especially when he had just succeeded, right or wrong, in ex- 
plaining any thing to his own satisfaction, he doubted them all 
considerably. His Imagination leaned lovingly towards them ; 
his intellect required proofs which he had not yet found. 

Hither then he had retired — ^to work out the sequences of 
the horoscopes he had that night constructed. He was far 
less doubtful of astrology than of magia It would have 
been difficult, I suspect, to find at that time a man who did 
not more or less believe in the former, and the influence of 
his mechanical pursuits upon Lord Herberts mind had not in 
any way interfered with his capacity for such belie£ In the 
present case, however, he trusted for success rather to 
his knowledge of human nature than to his questioning of the 
Stars. 

Before this, the second day, was over, it was everywhere 
whispered that he was occupied in discovering the hidden 
way by which entrance and exit had been found through the 
defences of the castle ; and the nezt day it was known by 
everybody that he had been successful — as who could doubt 
be must, with such powers at his command ? 
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For a time curiosity got the better of fear, and there was 
not a soul in the place, except one bedridden old woman, who 
did not that day accept Lord Herbert^s general invitation, 
and pass over the Gothic bridge to see the opening from the 
opposite side of the moät. To seal the conviction that the 
discovery had indeed been made, permission was given to 
any one who chose to apply to it the test of his own person, 
but of this only Shafto the groom availed himself. It was 
enough, however: he disappeared, and while the group 
which saw him enter the opening was yet anxiously waiting 
his retum by the way he had gone, having re-entered by the 
westem gate, he came upon them from behind, to the no 
small consternation of those of weaker nerves, and so settled 
the matter for ever. 

As soon as curiosity was satisfied, Lord Herbert gave 
Orders which, in the course of a few days, rendered the drain 
as impassable to manor dog as the walls of the keep 
itself. 

In the middle of the previous night, Marquis had returned, 
and announced himself by scratching and whining for admit- 
tance at the door of Dorothy*s room. She let him in, but 
not until the morning discorered that he had a handkerchief 
tied round his neck, and in it a letter addressed to herseif. 
Curious, perhaps something more tban curious, to open it, 
she yet carried it straight to Lord Herbert. 

'' Ganst not break the seal, Dorothy, that thou bringest it 
to me 1 I will not read it first, lest thou repent,'^ said his 
lordship. 

"Will you open it then, madamT' she said, turning to 
Lady Margaret 

"What my lord will not, why should H" rejoined her 
mistress. 

Dorothy opened the letter without more ado, crimsoned, 
read it to the end, and handed it again to Lord Herbert 

" Pray read, my lord," she said. 

He took and read. It ran thus-— 

" Mistress Dorothy, I think, and yet I know not, but I 
think thou wilt be pleased to learn that my Wound hath not 
proved mortal, though it hath brought me low, yea, very nigh 
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to Death's Door. Think not I feared to enter. Bat it grieveth 
me to the Haart to ride another than my own Mare to the 
Wars, and it will pleasure thee to know that without my Lady 
I shall be bat Half the Man I was. Bat do thoa the Like 
again when thou mayest, for thou bot didst thy Daty accord- 
ing to thy Lights ; and according to what eise should any one 
do ? Mistaken as thou art, I love thee as mine own Soul. 
As to the Bing I left for thee, with a safe Messenger, con- 
ceming whom I say Nothing, for thou wilt con her no Thanks 
for the doing of aught to pleasare me, I restored it not because 
it was thine, for thy mother gave it me, but because, if for 
Lack of my Mare I should fall in some Battle of those that are 
to foUow, then would the Bing pass to a Hand whose Heart 
knew nought of her who gave it me. I am what thou knowest 
not, yet thine old Play-fellow Bichard. When thou hearest 
of me in the Wars, as perchance thou mayest, then curse me 
not, but sigh an thou wilt, and say he also would in his 
Blindness do the Thing that lay at his Door. God be with 
thee, Mistress Dorothy. Beat not thy Dog for bringing thee 
this. Bichard Heywood." 

Lord Herbert gave the letter to his wife, and paced up and 
down the room while she read. Dorothy stood silent^ with 
glowing face and downcast eyes. When Lady Margaret had 
finished it she handed it to her, and tumed to her husband 
with the words, — 

" What sayest thou, Ned 1 Is it not a brave epistle 1 " 

"There is matter for thought therein," he answered. 
" Wilt show me .the ring whereof he writes, cousin 1 " 

" I never had it, my lord." 

'^ Whom thinkest thou then he calleth his safe messenger % 
Not thy dog — plainly, for the ring had been sent thee before.** 

"My lord, I cannot even conjecture," answered Dorothy. 

" There is matter herein that asketh attention. My Lady, 
and cousin Dorothy, not a word of all this until I shall have 
considered what it may Import ! Beat not thy dog, Dorothy : 
that were other than he deserveth at thy band. But he is a 
dangerous go-between, so prithee let him be at once chained 
up. 
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''I will not beat him, my lord, and I will chain him up/' 
answered Dorothy laaghing. 

Having then announced the discovery of the hidden passage 
and giyen Orders conceming it, Lord Herbert retired yet again 
to bis secret Chamber, and that night was once more seen of 
many Consulting the stars from the top of the library tower. 

The following moming another romonr was abroad — to the 
effect that bis lordship was now occnpied in questioning the 
Stars as to wbo in the Castle had aided the young Bonndhead 
in matdng bis escapa 

In the evening, soon after sapper, there came a gentle tap 
to the door of Lady Ma^aret's parloor. At that time she 
was nnderstood to be disengaged, and willing to see any of 
the honsehold. Harry happened to be witb her, and she sent 
bim to the door to see wbo it was. 

'^ It is Tom Fool," he said, retuming. ^* He begs speech of 
yon, madam — ^witb a face as long as the baker's shoyel, and a 
mouth as wide as an oyen-door.'^ 

With their Irisb stepmother the children took far greater 
freedoms than wonld have beenpermitted them by the jealons 
care of their own mother over their manners. 

Lady Margaret smiled : this was probably the first froit of 
ber bosband's astrological inyestigations. 

'< Teil him he may enter, and do thou leaye him alone with 
me, Harry," she said. 

Allowing for exaggeration, Harry had tmly reported Tom's 
appearance. He was trembling from bead to foot, and yery 
white. 

" What aileth thee, Tom, that thoa lookest as thon had seen 
a hobgoblin % " said Lady Margaret. 

^'Please yon, my lady," answered Tom, ^I am in mortal 
terror of my Lord Herbert." 

^'Then hast thou been doing amiss, Tom t for no well-doer 
eyer yet was afeard of my lord. Comest thoa becaase thou 
woaldst confess the trath 1 " 

«'Ab, my lady," faltered Tom. 

" Come, then ; I will lead thee to my lord." 

"No, no, an*t please you, my lady !" cried Tom, trembling 



266 ST. GEORGE AND ST. MICHAEL. 

yet more. " I will confess to you, my lady, and then do you 
confess to my lord, bo that he may forgive me." 

" Well, I will venture so far for thee, Tom," returned her 
ladyship ; *' that is, if thou be honest and teil me all/' 

Thus encouraged, Tom cleansed his stuffed bosom, telling 
all the part he had bome in Eichard's escape, even to the dis- 
closure of the watchword to his mother. 

Is there not this peculiarity about the fear of the snper- 
natural, even let it be of the lowest and most slavish kind, 
that under it men speak the truth, belieying that alone can 
shelter them % 

Lady Margaret dismissed him with hopes of forgiveness, 
and going straight to her husband in his secret Chamber, 
amused him largely with her vivid representation, amounting 
indeed to no sparing mimicry of Tom's looks and words as he 
made his confession. 

Here was much.gained, but Tom had cast no ray of light 
upon the matter of Dorothy's imprisonment. The- next day 
Lord Herbert sent for him to his Workshop, where he was 
then alone. He appeared in a state of abject terror. 

''Now, Tom," Said his lordship, ''hast thou made a clean 
breast ofiti" 

" Yes, my lord,'' answered Tom ; " there is but one thing 
more." 

« What is that 1 Out with it." 

''As I went back to my Chamber, at the top of the stair 
leading down from my lord's dining parlour to the hall, cona- 
monly called my lord's stair," said Tom, who delighted in the 
pseudo-circumstantial, "I stopped to recover my breath, of 
the which I was sorely bereft, and kneeling on the seat of the 
little window that commands the archway to the keep, I saw 
the prisoner " - 

" How knewest thou the prisoner ere it was yet daybreak, 
and that in the darkest comer of all the court 9 " 
. " I knew him by the way my bones shook at the white 
sleeves of his shirt, my lord," said Tom, who was too far gone 
in fear to make the joke of pretending couragei 

" Hardly eyidence, Toul But go on." 

" And with him I saw Mistress Dorothy "• 
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" Hold there, Tom 1 '^ cried Lord Herbert. " Wherefore 
^idst not impart this last night to mj lady ? " 

'' Because my lady loveth Mistress Dorothy, and I dreaded 
ehe would therefore refuse to believe me." 

'' What a heap of cunning goes to the making of a down- 
right fool ! " said Lord Herbert to himself, bat so as Tom could 
not fail to hear him. " And what sawest thou pass between 
them 9 " he asked. 

" Only a whispering with their heads together/' answered 
Tom. 

« And what heard'st thou 1" 

" Nothing, my lord." 

" And what foUowed \ " 

" The Eoundhead left her, and went through the archway. 
She stood a moment and then foUowed him. £ut I, fearful of 
her Coming up the stair and finding me, gat me quickly to my 
own place." 

" Tom, Tom ! I am ashamed of thee. What ! Afraid 
of a woman 1 Verily, thy heart is of wax." 

'' That can hardly be, my lord, for I find it still on the 
wane." 

" An* thy wit were no better than thy courage, thou hadst 
never had enough to play the fool with." 

" No, my lord ; I should have had to tum philosopher." 

*' A fair hit, Tom ! Bat teil me, why wast thou afeard of 
Mistress Dorothy % " 

'* It might have come to a quarrel in some sort, my lord ; and 
there is one thing I have remarked in my wanderings through 
this Valley of Baca," said Tom, speaking through his nose, and 
lengthening his face beyond even its own nature, '^namely, 
that he who quarreis with a woman goes ever to the walL" 

''One thing perplexes me, Tom; if thou saw Mistress 
Dorothy in the coart with the Eoundhead, how came she 
thereafter, thinkest thou, locked up in his Chamber?" 

" It behoves that she went into it again, my lord." 

" How knowest thou she had been there before ?" 

" Nay, I know not, my lord. I know nothing of the matter." 

"Why say*st it then? Take heed to thy words, Tom. 
Who then, thinkest thou, did lock the door upon herl" 
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yet more. " I will confess to you, my lady, and then do you 
confess to my lord, 80 that he may forgive me." 

"Well, I will venture so far for thee, Tom," retorned her 
ladyship ; " that is, if thou be honest and teil me all." 

Thus encouraged, Tom cleaused his stuffed bosom, telling 
all the part he had bome in Eichard*s escape, even to the dis- 
closure of the watchword to his mother. 

Is there not this peculiarity about the fear of the snper- 
natural, even let it be of the lowest and most slavish kind, 
that under it men speak the truth, belieying that alone can 
shelter them % 

Lady Margaret dismissed him with hopes of forgiveness, 
and going straight to her husband in his secret Chamber, 
amused him largely with her vivid representation, amounting 
indeed to no sparing mimicry of Tom's looks and words as he 
made his confession. 

Here was much.gained, but Tom had cast no ray of light 
upon the matter of Dorothy's imprisonment. The- nezt day 
Lord Herbert sent for him to his Workshop, where he was 
then alone. He appeared in a State of abject terror. 

"Now, Tom/' Said his lordship, "hast thou made a clean 
breast ofiti" 

" Yes, my lord/' answered Tom ; " there is but one thing 



more." 



" What is that 1 Out with it." 

"As I went back to my Chamber, at the top of the stair 
leading down from my lord's dining parlour to the hall, com- 
monly called my lord's stair," said Tom, who delighted in the 
pseudo-circumstantial, "I stopped to recover my breath, of 
the which I was sorely bereft, and kneeling on the seat of the 
little window that commands the archway to the keep, I saw 
the prisoner " 

" How knewest thou the prisoner ere it was yet daybreak, 
and that in the darkest comer of all the court ) " 
. " I knew him by the way my bonos shook at the white 
sleeves of his shirt, my lord," said Tom, who was too far gone 
in fear to make the joke of pretending couraga 

" Hardly evidence, Tom. But go on." 

*' And with him I saw Mistress Dorothy "• 
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** Hold there, Tom I '' cried Lord Herbert " Wherefore 
^idst not impart this last night to mj lady 1 " 

<' Becaose my lady loveth Mistress Dorothy, and I dreaded 
ehe would therefore refuse to believe me." 

'' What a heap of cunning goes to the making of a down- 
right fool ! " 8aid Lord Herbert to himself, bat so as Tom could 
not fail to hear him. '^ And what sawest thon pass between 
them 1 " he asked. 

'^ Only a whispering with their heads together/' answered 
Tom. 

« And what heard'st thou 1" 

" Nothing, my lord." 

" And what followed r' 

" The Eoundhead left her, and went through the archway. 
She stood a moment and then followed him. Bat I, fearfal of 
her Coming ap the stair and finding me, gat me qaickly tö my 
own place." 

'' Tom, Tom ! I am ashamed of thee. What ! Afraid 
of a woman % Verily, thy heart is of wax." 

'' That can hardly be, my lord, for I find it still on the 
wane." 

'' An' thy wit were no better than thy coarage, thoa hadst 
never had enoagh to play the fool with." 

" No, my lord ; I should have had to tarn philosopher." 

*' A fair hit, Tom ! Bat teil me, why wast thoa afeard of 
Mistress Dorothy 1 " 

'< It might haye come to a qoarrel in some sort, my lord ; and 
there is one thing I have remarked in my wanderings throngh 
this Valley of Baca," said Tom, speaking throagh his nose, and 
lengthening his face beyond even its own natare, ''namely, 
that he who qaarrels with a woman goes ever to the walL" 

'^One thing perplexes me, Tom; if thoa saw Mistress 
Dorothy in the coart with the Eonndhead, how came she 
thereafter, thinkest thoa, locked up in his Chamber 1" 

" It behoves that she went into it again, my lord." 

''How knowest thoa she had been there before ?" 

" Nay, I know not, my lord. I know nothing of the matter." 

"Why say'st it then? Take heed to thy words, Tom. 
Who then, thinkest thoa, did lock the door upon her)" 
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" I know not, my lord, and dare hardly say what I think. 
Bat let your lordship's wisdom determine whether it might 
not be one of those demons whereof the house hath been ^11 
ever since that night when I Baw them rise from the water of 
the moat — that even now surroonds us, my lord ! — ^and rosh 
into the fountain court/' 

"Meddle thou not, even in thy thoughts, with things that 
are beyond thee" said Lord Herbert '^ £y what signs knewest 
thou Mistress Dorothy in the dark as she stood taUdng to the 
Eoundhead 1 " 

"There was light enough to know woman from man, my 
lord." 

^' And were there then that night no woman in the Castle 
but Mistress Dorothy 1 " 

" Why, who eise could it have been, my lord?" 

" Why not thine own mother, Tom — rode thither on her 
broomstick to deliver her darling ? " 

Tom gaped with fresh terror at the awful Suggestion. 

"Now, hear me, Thomas Rees," his lordship went on, 

" Yes, my lord," answered Tom. 

" An' ever it come to my knowledge that thou say thou then 
saw Mistress Dorothy, when all thou sawest was, as thou 
knowest, a woman who might have been thine own mother 
talking to the Koundhead, as thou callest a man who might 
indeed have been Caspar Kaltoff in his shirt sleeves, I will set 
every devil at my command upon thy back and thy belly, thy 
sides and thy soles. Be warned, and not only speak the 
truth, as thou hast for a whole half-hour been trying hard to do, 
but learn to distinguish between thy fancies and God's facts ; 
for verily thou art a greater fool than I took thee for, and 
that was no small one. Get thee gone, and send me hither 
Mistress Watson." 

Tom crawled away, and presently Mistress Watson appeared, 
looking offended, possibly at being called to the Workshop, 
and a little frightened. 

"I cannot but think thee somewhat remiss in thy ministra- 
tions to a sick man, Mistress Watson," he said, " to leave him 
so long to himself Had he been a king's officer now, wouldst 
thou not have shown him more favourT' 
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'^ That indeed maj be, my lord," retamed Mistress WatsoD 
with dignity. '^ But an' the young fellow had been yerj sick 
he had not made his escape." 

''And left the blame thereof with thee« Berides, that he 
did for his escape he may have done in the strength of the 
fever that followeth on such a wonnd." 

^'My lord, I gave him a potion, wherefrom he should have 
slept until I sought him again." 

*' Was he or thou to blame that he did not feel the Obliga- 
tion % When a man instead of sleeping ronneth away, the 
potion was ill mingled, I doubt, Mistress Watson — drove him 
crazy, perchance." 

'* She who waked him when he onght to have slept hath to 
bear the blame, not I, my lord." 

'' ThoQ shonldst, I say, have kept better watch. But teil 
me whom meanest thou by that same shtV^ 

^She who was found in his Chamber, my lord," said 
Mistress Watson, compressing her Ups, as if, come what 
might, she would stand on the foundation of the trutL 

"Ahf — ^By the way, I would gladly understand how it 
came to be known tluroughout the Castle that thou didst find 
her there % I have the assurance of my lady, my Lord Marquis, 
and my Lord Gharles, that never did one of them utter word 
so to slander an orphan as thou hast now done in my hearing. 
Who, then, can it be but her who is at the head of the meinie 
of this house, who hath misdemeaned herseif thus to the 
spreading amongst those under her of evil reports and 
surmises affecting her lord's cousin, Mistress Dorothy 
Vaughan % " 

'^You wrong me grieyously, my lord," cried Mistress 
Watson, red with the wrath of injury and undesenred re- 
proof. 

''Thou hast thyself to thank for it then, for thou hast this 
night said in mine own ears that Mistress Dorothy waked thy 
prisoner, importing that she thereafter set him free, when 
thou knowest that she denies the same, and is therein belieyed 
by niy Lord Marquis and all his house.'' 

"Therein I belieye her not, my lord; but I swear by all 
the saints and angels, that to none but your lordship have I 
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ever said the word; neither have I ever opened my Ups 
against her, lest I should take from her the chance of better- 
ment." 

" I wQI be more just to thee than thou hast been to mj 
Cousin, Mistress Watson, for I will believe thee that thoa 
didst only harbour evil in thy heart, not send it from the 
doors of thy Ups to enter into other bosoms. Was it thou, 
then, that did lock the door upon her 1 " 

" God forbid, my lord ! " 

^' Thinkest thou it was the Eoundhead 1 " 

" No, surely, my lord, for where would be the need % " 

" Lest she should issue and give the alarm." 

Mistress Watson smiled an acid smile. 

" Then the doer of that evil deed," pursued Lord Herbert, 
"must be now in the Castle, and from this moment every 
power I possess in earth, air, or sea, shall be tazed to the 
uttermost for the discovery of that evil person. Let this vow 
of mine be known, Mistress Watson, as a thing thou hast 
heard me say, not commission thee to report. Frithee take 
heed to what I desire of thee, for I am not altogether power- 
less to enforce that I would." 

Mistress Watson left the Workshop in humbled mood. To 
her Spiritual benefit Lord Herbert had succeeded in punishing 
her for her cruelty to Dorothy ; and she was not the less willing 
to mind his injunction as to the mode of mentioning his in- 
tent, that it would serve to the quenching of any suspicion that 
she had come under his disapprovaL 

And now Lord Herbert, depending more upon his wits than 
his leaming, found himself a good deal in the dark. Confident 
that neither Eichard, Tom Fool, nor Mistress Watson had 
locked the door of the turret Chamber after Dorothy*s entrance, 
he gave one moment to the examination of the lock, and was 
satisfied that an enemy had done it He then started his 
thoughts on another track, tending towards the same point : 
how was it that the Eoundhead, who had been canied 
insensible to the turret-chamber, had been able, ere yet more 
than a film of grey thinned the darkness, without alarming a 
Single sleeper, to find his way from a part of the house where 
there were no stairs near, and many rooms, all occupied) 
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Clearly by the help of her, whoever ehe was, whom Tom Fool 
had scen with him by the hall door. She had guided him down 
my lord's stair, and thus avoided the risk of crossing the 
paved conrt to the hall door within sight of the warders of 
the main entrance. To her indubitably the young Eoundhead 
had committed the ring for Dorothy. Here, then, was one 
Beeret agent in the affair : was it likely there had been two 1 
If not, this woman was one and the same with the person 
who tumed the key upon Dorothy, She probably had been 
approaching the snare while the traitress talked with the 
prisoner. What did her presence so soon again in the vicinity 
of the torret-chamber indicate? Possibly that her own 
Chamber was near it The next step then was to leam from 
the housekeeper who slept in the neighbourhood of the tiirret* 
Chamber, and then to narrow the ground of search by inquiring 
which, if any of them, slept alone. 

He found there were two who occnpied each a Chamber by 
herseif; one of th«m was Amanda, the other Mistress 
Watson. 

Now therefore he knew distinctly in what direction first he 
must point his tentatives. Before he went further, however, 
he drew from Dorothy an accurate description of the ring to 
which Bichard's letter alladed, and immediately set aboat 
making one after it, from stage to stage of its progress bring- 
ing it to her for ezamination and criticism, uutil, before the 
day was over, he had completed a model sufficiently like to 
pass for the same. 

The greater portion of the next day he spent in getting into 
perfect condition a certain mechanical toy which he had con- 
structed many years before, and familiarising himself with its 
working. This done, he found himself ready for his final 
venture^ to give greater solemnity to which he ordered the 
alarm-bell to be rung, and the herald of the Castle to call 
aloud, first from the bell-tower in the grass-court, next from 
the roof of the hall-porch in the stone-court, communicating 
with the minstrePs gallery, that on the following day, after 
dinner, so soon as they should hear the sound of the alarm- 
bell, every soul in the castle, to the infant in arms, all of what- 
ever condition, save old Mother Prescot, who was bed-ridden, 
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shoold appear in the great hall, that Lord Herberb might per- 
ceive which amongst them had insulted the lord and the rule 
of the house by the lockingof one of its doors to the imprison- 
ment and wrong of his lordship's cousin, Mistress Dorothy 
Vaughan. Three strokes of the great bell opened and closed 
the announcement, and a great hush of ezpectancy, not 
unmingled with fear, feil upon the place. 

There was one in the household, however, who at first 
objected to the whole proceeding. That was Sir Toby 
Matthews, the Catholic chaplain. He went to the Marquis 
and represented that, if there was to be any exercise whatever 
of unlawfol power, the obligations of the sacred office with 
which he was invested would not permit him to be present or 
connive thereat. The Marquis merrily insisted that it was a 
case of ezorcism ; that the devil was in the Castle, and out he 
must go ; that if Satan assisted in the detection of the guilty 
and the purging of the innocent, then was he divided against 
himself, and what could be better for the Church or the World f 
But for his own part he had no band in it, and if Sir Toby 
had anything to say against it, he must go to his son. This 
he did at once; but Lord Herbert speedily satisfied him, 
pledging himself that there should be nothüig done by aid 
from beneath, and making solemn assertion that if ever he 
had employed any of the evil powers to work out his designsy 
it had been as their master and not their accomplice. 



OHAPTEE XXXVIIL 

THE EXORCISM. 

It was the custom in Baglan to close the gates at eleven 
o'clock eyery morning, and then begin to lay the tables for 
dinner ; nor were they opened again until the meal was over, 
and all had dispersed to their yarious duties. Upon this 
occasion directions were given that the gates should remain 
closed until the issue of further Orders. 

There was little talk in the hall during dinner that day, and 
not mnch in the Marquis's dining-room« 
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In the midst of the meal at the hoosekeeper's table, Mistresa 
Amanda was taken suddenly iU, and nearly feil from her chair. 
A spoonful of one of Mistress Watson's strong waters revived 
her, bat she was compeUed to leaye the room. 

When the remains of the dinner had been deared away^ 
the tables lifted from the trestles, and all removed, solemn 
preparations began to be made in the halL The dais was 
coyered with crimson cloth» and chairs were arranged on 
each side against the wall for the lords and ladies of the 
family, while in the wide space between was set the Marq.ais'8 
chair of stata Immediately below the dais chairs were placed 
by the walls for the ladies and offioers of the household. The 
minstrels' gallery was hang with crimson ; long ladders were 
broaght, and the Windows, the great bay window^ and all saye 
the painted one, were hang with thick cloth of the same 
coloar, so that a dall red light filled the hage place. The 
floor was then strewn with fresh roshes, and candles were 
placed and lighted in sconces on the walls, and in two large 
candlesticks, one on each side of the Marqais's chair. So 
nameroas were the hands employed in these preparations, 
that aboat one o'clock the alarm-bell gave three great toUs, 
and then silence felL 

Almost noiselessly, and with faces more than grave, the 
people of the Castle in their Sanday clothes began at once to 
come trooping in, — ^amongst the rest Tom Fool, the very 
pictare of dismay. Mrs. Prescot had refased to be left behind,, 
partly from terror, partly from cariosity^ and sapine on a 
hand-barrow was bome in, and laid apon two of the table- 
trestles. Order and what arrangement was needfal were 
enforced amoDgst them by Mr. Gook^ one of the ashers. 
In came the garrison also, with dank and clang, and took 
their places with coantenances expressive neither of hardi- 
hood nor merriment, bat a grave expectancy. 

Mostly by the other door came the ladies and ofScers» 
amongst them Dorothy, and seated themselves below the 
dais. When it seemed at length that all were present, the 
two doors were dosed, and silence reigned. 

A few minutes more and the ladies and gentlemen of the 
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family, in fall dress, entered bj the door at the back of the 
dais, and were shown to their places by Mr. Moyle, the first 
usher. Next came the Marquis, leaning on Lord Charles, and 
Walking worse than usual He too was, wonderful to teil, in 
füll dress, and, notwithstanding his corpulency and lameness, 
looked every inch a marquis and the head of the house. He 
placed himself in the great ehair, and sat upright, looking 
serenely around on the multitude of pale-ezpectant faces, while 
Lord Charles took his Station erect at his left band. A 
moment yet, and by the same door, last of all, entered Lord 
Herbert, alone, in his garb of astrologer. He came before 
his father, bowed to him profoundly, and taking his place by 
his right band, a little in front of the chair, cast a keen eye 
around the assembly. His look was grave, even troubled, 
and indeed somewhat anzious. 

" Are all present ? " he asked, and was answered only by 
silence. He then waved his right band three times towards 
heaven, ea(^ time throwing open his palm outwards and np^ 
wards. At the close of the third wafture, a roar as of thunder 
broke and roUed about the place, making the huge hall 
tremble, and the Windows rattle and shake fearfiilly. Some 
thought it was thunder, others thought it more like the con< 
secutive discharge of great guns. It grew darker, and through 
the dim stained window inany saw adense black smoke rising 
ffom the stone-conrt, at sight of which they trembled yet 
more, for what could it be but the chmot upon which Modo, 
or Mahu, or whatever the demon might be called, rode up 
from the infernal lake ? Again Lord Herbert waved his arm 
three times, and again the thunder broke and rolled yibrating 
about the place. A third time he gave the sign, and once 
more, but dow close over their heads, the thunder broke, and 
in the midst of its echoes, high in the oak roof appeared a 
little cloud of smoke. It seemed to catch the eye of Lord 
Herbert. He made one step forward, and held out his band 
towards it, with the gesture of a falconer presenting his wrist 
to a bird. 

" Ha ! art thou here 1 " he said 

And to the eyes of all, a creatnre like a bat was plainly 
visible, perched upon his forefinger, and waviDg up and down 
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its filmy wiDgs. He looked at it for a moment, bent liis head 
to it, seemed to whisper, and then addressed it aloud. 

"60," he Said, "alight upon the head of him or of her 
who hath wrought the evil thou knowest in this house. For 
it was of thine own kind, and would have smirched a fair 
brow." 

As he spoke he cast the ci^atnre aloft. A smothered cry 
came from some of the women, and Tom Fool gave a great 
Bob and held his breath tight Once round the wide space 
the bat flew, midway between floor and roof, and retuming, 
perched again upon Lord Herbert's band. 

<* Ha ! " Said his lordship, stooping his head over it, '* what 
meanest thou ? Is not the evil-doer in presence 1 What % — 
Nay, but it cannot be % Not within the walls 1 — Ha ! * Not 
in the hüly thou sayest 1 " 

He lifted his head, tumed to his father, and said, 

" Your lordship's commands have been disregarded. One 
of your people is absent." 

The Marquis turned to Lord Charles. 

" Call me the ushers of the hall, my lord,'' he said. 

In a moment the two officers were before him. 

'^ Search and see, and bring me word who is absent,'' said 
the Marquis. 

The two gentlemen went down into the crowd, one from 
each side of the dais. 

A minute or two passed, and then Mr. Cook came back and 
said, 

*' My lord, I cannot find Caspar Kaltoff." 

" Caspar I Art not there, Caspar % " cried Lord Herbert. 

** Here I am, my lord," answered the voice of Caspar from 
somewhere in the hall. 

"I beg your lordship's pardon," said Mr. Cook. " I failed 
to find him." 

<* It matters not, master usher. Look again," said Lord 
Herbert. 

At the moment, Caspar, the sole attendant spirit, that day 
at least, upon his lord's commands, stood in one of the deep 
Windows behind the crimson cloth, more than twenty feet 
aboye the heads of the assembly. The Windows were con« 
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Bected by a narrow gallery in the thickness of the wall, com- 
municating also with the minstrels' gallery, by means of 
\7hich, and a ladder against the porch, Caspar could come and 
go unseen. 

As Lord Herbert spoke, Mr. Moyle came up on the dais, 
and brought his report that Mistress Amanda FuUer was not 
with the rest of the ladies. 

Lord Herbert turned to his wife. 

" My lady," he said, " Mistress Amanda is of your people : 
knowest thou wherefore she cometh not 1 " 

" I know not, my lord, but I will send and see," replied 
Lady Margaret. "My Lady Broughton, wilt thou go and 
inquire wherefore the damsel disregardeth my Lord of 
Worcester's commands % " 

She had chosen the gentlest-hearted of her women to go on 
the message. 

Lady Broughton came back pale and trembliug — indeed 
there was much pallor and trembling that day in Eaglan — 
with the report that she could not find her. A shudder ran 
through the whole body of the hall. Plainly the Impression 
was that she had been fetched, The thunder and the smoke 
had not been for nothing : the devil had claimed and carried 
off his own ! On the dais the Impression was somewhat dif- 
ferent ; but all were one in this, that every eye was fixed on 
Lord Herbert, every thought hanging on his pleasure. 

For a whole minute he stood, apparently lost in meditation. 
The bat still rested on his band, but his wiugs were still. 

He had intended causing it to settle on Amanda's head, 
but now he must alter his plan. Nor was he sorry to do so, 
for it had involved no small risk of failure, the toy requiring 
most delicate adjustment, and its management a circumspec- 
tion and nicety that occasioned no little anziety. It had 
indeed been arranged that Amanda should sit right under the 
window next the dais, so that he might haye the assistance of 
Caspar from above ; but if by any chance the mechanical bat 
should alight upon the head of another, Mistress Doughty or 
Lady Broughton instead of Amanda — ^what then ? He was 
not sorry to find himself rescued from this jeopardy, and 
scarcely more than a minute had elapsed ere he had devised 
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a plan by which to turn the check to the advantage of all — 
even that of Amanda herself^ towards whom, while he feit 
boond to bring her to shame should she prove guilty, he was 
yet wiHing to remember mercy; while, should she be 
innocenty no härm would now result from his mistaken sus- 
picion. He tumed and whispered to his father. 

"I will back thße, lad. Do as thou wilt/' retumed the 
Marquis, gravely nodding his head. 

" Ushers of the hall," cried Lord Herbert, " close and lock 
both its doors. Lock also the door to the minstrels' gallery, 
and, with my lord's leave, that to my lord's stair. My Lord 
Charles, go thou prithee, and with chalk draw me a pentacle 
upon the threshold of each of the four ; and do thou, Sir Toby 
Matthews, make the holy sign thereabove upon the lintel and 
the doorposts, For the door to the pitched court, however, 
leave that until I am gone forth and it is closed behind me, 
and then do thereunto the same as to the others, after which 
let all sit in silence. Move not, neither speak, for any sound 
of fear or smell of horror. For the gift that is in him from 
his mother, Thomas Bees shall accompany me. 60 to the 
door, and wait until I come." 

Having thus spoken he raised the bat towards his face, and, 
approaching his lips, seemed once more to be talking to it in 
whispers. The menials and the garrison had no doubt but 
he talked to his familiär spirit. Of their superiors, Mistress 
Watson at least was of the same conyiction. Then he beut 
his ear towards it as if he were listening, and it began to 
flutter its wings, at which Sir Toby's faith in him began 
to waver. A moment more and he cast the creature from 
him. It flew aloft, traversed the whole length of the roof, 
and vanished. It had, in fact, as its master willed, alighted 
in the farthest corner of the roof, a little dark recess. Then, 
bowing low to his father, the magician stepped down from 
the dais, and walked through a lane of awe-struck domestics 
and soldiery to the door, where Tom stood waiting his ap- 
proach. The fool was in a stränge flutter of feelings, a con- 
flict of pride and terror, the latter of which would, but for 
the former, have unnerved him quite ; for not only was he 
doubtful of the magician's intent with regard to himself, but 
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tbe hall seemed now the only place of security, and all outside 
it given over to goblins or worse. 

The moment they crossed the threshold, the door was closed 
behind them, the holy sign was signed over the one, and the 
pentacle drawn upon the other. 

All eyes were tumed upon the Marquis. He sat motionless. 
Motionless, too, as if they had been carved in stone like the 
leopard and wyyern over their heads, sat all the lords and 
ladies, embodying in themselves the words of the motto there 
graven, Puta» 9t\ %mnt Sptrno. Motionless sat the ladies 
beneath the dais, but their faces were troubled and pale, for 
Amanda was one of them, and their imaginations were busy 
with what might now be befalling her. Dorothy sat in much 
distress, for although she could lay no evil intent to her own 
Charge, she was yet the cause of the whole fearful business«- 
As for Scudamore, though he too was white of blee, he said 
to himself, and honestly, that the devil might fly away with 
her and welcome for what he cared. One woman in the crowd 
fainted and feil, but uttered never a moan. The very children 
were hushed by the dread that pervaded the air, and the smell 
of sulphur, which from a suspicion grew to a piain presence, 
increased not a little the high-wrought awe. 

After about half an hour, during which ezpectation of 
something frightful had been growing with every moment^ 
three great knocks came to the porch door. Mr. Moyle opened 
it, and in walked Lord Herbert as he had issued, with Tom 
Fool, in whom the importance had now at length banished 
almost every sign of dread, at bis heels. He re-ascended the 
dais, bowed once more to bis father, spoke a few words to 
him in a tone too low to be overheard, and then tuming to 
the assembly, said with solemn yoice and stem countenance : 

" The air is clear. The sin of Eaglan is purged. Every 
one to bis place.*' 

Had not Tom Fool, who had remained by the door, led the 
way from the hall, it might have been doubtful when any one 
would venture to stir ; but, with mauy a deep-drawn breath 
and sigh of relief, they trooped slowly out after him, until the 
body of the hall was empty. In their hearts keen curiosity 
and vague terror contended like fire and water. 
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From tliat hour, while Eaglan stood, the face of Amanda 
Serafina was no more seen within its walls. At midnight 
shrieks and loud wailings were heard, but if they came from 
Amanda, they were her last signs. 

I shall not, however, hide the proceedings of Lord Herbert 
without the hall any more than he did himself when he reached 
the oak parlour with the members of his own family, in which 
Dorothy seemed now included. He had taken Tom Fool both 
becanse he knew the Castle so weU, and might therefore be 
useful in searching for Amanda, and because he believed he 
might depend, if not on his discretion, yet on his dread, for 
secrecy. They had scarcely left the hall before they were 
joined by Caspar, who, while his master and the fool went in 
one direction, set off in another, and after a long search in 
vain, at length found her in an empty stall in the sabterranean 
Stahle, as if, in the agony of her terror at the awfhl noises and 
the impending discovery, she had sought refuge in the com- 
panionship of the innocent animals. She- was cronching, the 
very image of fear, under the manger, gave no cry when he 
entered, bat seemed to gather a little eourage when she 
foand that the approaching steps were those of a human 
being. 

^^MiBtress Amanda Füller," said his lordship with awful 
severity, '* thou hast in thy possession a jewel which is not 
thine own." 

** A jewel, my lord 1 " faltered Amanda, betaking herseif by 
the force of inbom propensity and habit, even when hopeless 
of saccess in concealmeni, to the falsehood she carried with 
her like an atmosphere ; ^ I know not what yoor lordship 
means. Of what sort is the jewel % " 

"One very like this," returned Lord Herbert, prodacing 
the false ring. 

"Why, there you hare it, my lord !" 

''Tndtress to thy king and thy lord, out of thine own 
mouth have I conricted thee. This is not the ring. See ! ^ 

As he spoke he squeezed it betwixt his finger and thamb to 
a shapeless mass, and threw it from him — ^then continued : 

'' Thou art she who did show the rebel his way from the 
prison into which her lord had cast him.*^ 
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** He took me by the throat, my lord/' gasped Amanda^ 
<' and put me in mortal terror." 

"Thou slanderest him," returned Lord Herbert. "The 
Boundhead is a gentleman, and would not, to save bis life, 
have harmed thee, even had be known what a wortbless tbing 
tbou art. I will grant tbat be put tbee in fear. But wbere- 
fore gavest tbou no alarm wben be was gone 1 " 

** He made me swear that I would not betray bim." 

"Let it be so. Why didst tbou not reveal tbe way he 
took ? " 

"I knew it not." 

"Yet tbou wentest alter bim wben he left tbee. And 
wberefore didst tbou not deliver tbe ring be gave tbee for 
Mistress Dorotby ?" 

" I feared sbe would betray me, tbat I had beld talk with 
tbe prisoner." 

" Let tbat too pass as less wicked tban cowardly. But wbere- 
fore didst tbou lock tbe door upon her wben tbou sawest her 
go into tbe Eoundbead's prison 1 Tbou knewest tbat tbere- 
from sbe must bear tbe blame of baving set bim free, with 
otber blame, and worse for a maiden to endure." 

" It was a sudden temptation, my lord, wbicb I knew not 
bow to resist, and was carried away tbereby. Haye pity upon 
me, dear my lord," moaned Amanda. 

" I will believe tbee there also, for I fear me tbou hast had 
so little practice in tbe art of resisting temptation, tbat tbou 
mightst well yield to one tbat urged tbee towards such mere 
essential evil. But bow was it tbat, after tbou badst had 
leisure to reflect, tbou didst spread abroad tbe report tbat sbe 
was found tbere, and tbat to tbe hurt not only of her loyal 
fame, but of her maidenly bonour, understanding well tbat no 
one was tbere but berself, and tbat be alone wbo could bear 
testimony to her innocence and tby guilt was parted from her 
by everytbing tbat could divido tbem except batred 1 Was 
the temptation to tbat also too sudden for tby resistance ) " 

At lengtb Amanda was speecbless. Sbe bung her bead for 
tbe first time in her lifo asbamed of berself. 

" Go before to tby Chamber. I foUow tbee." 

Sbe rose to obey, but sbe could scarcely walk, and he 
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ordered the men to assist her. Arrived in her room she de- 
livered up the ring, and at Lord Herbert's command proceeded 
to gather together her few possessions. That done, they led 
her away to the rüde Chamber in the watch tower, where 
stood the arblast, and there, seated on her ehest, they left her 
with the assurance that if she cried out or gave any alarm, it 
vroold be to the publisbing of her own shame. 

At the dead of night Caspar and Tom, with four picked 
men from the gnard, came to lead her away. Wom out by 
that time, and with nothing to sustain her from within, she 
fancied they were going to kill her, and giving way utterly, 
cried and shrieked aload. Obdurate however, as gentle, they 
gaye no ear to her petitions, but bore her through the westem 
gate, and so to the brick gate in the rampart, placed her in a 
carriage behind six horses, and set out with her for Gaerleon, 
where her mother lived in obscurity. At her door they set 
her down, and leaving the carriage at Usk, retumed to Eaglan 
one by one in the night^ mounted on the horses. By the war- 
ders who admitted them they were supposed to be retumed 
from distinct missions on the king's business. 

Many were the speculations in the Castle as to the fate of 
Mistress Amanda Serafina Füller, but the common belief con- 
tinued to be that she had been carried off by Satan, body and 
souL 



CHAPTER XXXIX. 

NEWBURY, 

Early the nezt moming, after Eichard had left the cottage 
for Eaglan Castle, Mistress Eees was awaked by the sound 
of a heayy blow against her door. When with difficulty she 
had opened it, Eichard or his dead body, she knew not which, 
feil across her threshold. Like poor Marquis, he had come 
to her for help and healing. 

When he got out of the quany, he made for the highroad, 
but nüssing the way the dog had brought him, had some hard 
work in reaching it ; and long before he arrived at the cottage, 
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what with bis wound, bis loss of blood, bis double wetiingy 
bis sleeplessnesB after Mistress Watson's potion, want of food, 
disappointment, and fatigue, be was in a bigh feyer. Tbe last 
mile or two be bad walked in delirium, bat bappilj witb tbe 
one dominant idea of getting belp from Motber Kees. Tbe 
poor woman was greatly sbocked to find tbat tbe teetb of 
tbe trap bad closed upon ber favourite and mangled bim so 
terribly. A drop or two of one of ber restoratives, bowever, 
soon brougbt bim round so far tbat be was able to crawl to 
tbe cbair on wbicb be bad sat tbe nigbt before, now ages 
agone as it seemed, wbere be now sat sbivering and glowing 
alternately, until witb trembling bands tbe good woman bad 
prepared ber own bed for bim. 

'' Tbou bast left tby doublet bebind tbee," sbe said, " and 
I Warrant me tbe cake I gave tbee in tbe poucb tbereof ! 
Hadst tbou eaten of tbat, tbou badst not come to tbis pass." 

But Eicbard scarcely beard ber voice. His one mental 
consciousness was tbe longing desire to lay bis acbing bead 
on tbe pillow, and end all e£fbrt. 

Finding bis wound appeared very tolerably dressed, Mrs. 
Rees would not disturb tbe bandages. Sbe gare bim a cooling 
draugbt, and watcbed by bim tili be feil asleep. Tben sbe 
tidied ber bouse, dressed berself, and got eyerytbing in order 
for nursing bim. Sbe would bave sent at once to Eedware 
to let bis fatber know wbere and in wbat condition be was, 
but not a Single person came near tbe cottage tbe wbole day, 
and sbe dared not leave bim before tbe fever bad subsided. 
He raved a good deal, generally in tbe delusion tbat be was 
talking to Dorotby — wbo sougbt to kill bim, and to wbom 
be kept giving directions, at one time bow to guide tbe knife 
to reacb bis beart, at anotber bow to mingle ber poison so 
tbat it sbould act witb speed and certainty. 

At lengtb one fine evening in early autumn, wben tbe red 
sun sbone level tbrougb tbe window of tbe little room wbere 
be lay, and made a red glory on tbe wall, be came to bimself 
a little. 

" Is it blood % " be murmured. ** Did Dorotby do it ? — 
How foolisb I am ! It is but a blot tbe sun bas left bebind 
bim ! — Ab 1 I see ! I am dead and lying on tbe top of my 
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tomb. I am only marble. This is Redware church. Oh, 
Mother Rees, is it you I I am yerj glad 1 Cover me over a 
little. The pall there." 

His eyes closed, and for a few hours he lay in a deep sleep, 
from which he awoke very weak, but clear-headed. He re- 
membered nothing, however, sinöe leaving the quarry, except 
what appeared a confused dream of wandering throogh an 
interminable night of darkness, weariness, and pain. His 
first words were, — 

'^ I must get up, Mother Rees : my father will be anzious 
about me. Besides, I promised to sei out for Gloucester to- 
day." 

She sought to qoiet him, but in vain, and was at last com- 
pelled to inform him that his father, finding he did not retum, 
had armed himself, mounted Oliver, and himself led his little 
Company to join the Earl of Essex — who was now on his way, 
at the head of an army consisting chiefly of the trained bands 
of London, to raise the siege of Gloucester. 

Richard started up, and would have leaped from the bed, 
but feil back helpless and unconscious. When at length his 
nurse had succeeded in restoring him, she had much ado to 
convince him that the best tHing in all respects was to lie still 
and submit to be nursed — so to get well as soon as possible, 
and join his father. 

'^ Alas ! mother, I have no horse," said Richard, and hid his 
face on the pillow. 

" The Lord will provide what thee wants, my son," said the 
cid woman with emotion, neither asking nor caring whether 
the Lord was on the side of the King or of the Parliament, but 
as little doubtin^ that He must be on the side of Richard. 

He soon began to eat hopefully, and after a day or two she 
found pretty nearly employment enough in cooking for him. 

At last, weak as he still was, he would be restrained no 
longer. To Gloucester he must go, and relieve his father. 
Expostulation was unavailing: go he must, he said, or his 
soul would tear itse]f out of his body, and go without it 

"Besides, mother, I shall be getting better all the way,*' 
he continued. '*I must go home at once and see whether 
there is anything left to go upon.'' 
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He rose the same instant, and, regardless of the good 
woman's entreaties, crawled out to go to Kedware. She 
foUowed him at a little distance, and before he had walked a 
quarter of a mile, he was ready to accept her offered arm to 
help him back. Bat his recovery was now very rapid, and 
after a few days he feit able for the journey. 

At home he found a note from his father, telling him where 
to find money, and informing him that he was ready to yield 
liim Oliver the moment he should appear to claim hirn . 
Richard put on his armour, and went to the stable. The 
weather had been fine, and the harvest was wearing graduaUy to 
a close ; but the few horses that were left were overworked, 
for the necessities of the war had been severe, and that part 
of the country had responded liberally on both sides. Besides, 
Mr. Hey wood had scarce left an animal judged at all fit to 
carry a man and keep up with the troop. 

When Eichard reached the stable, there were in it bat 
tliree, two of which, having brought loads to the bam, were 
now having their mid-day meal and rest The first one was 
ancient in bones, with pits profound above his eyes, and gray 
hairs all about a face which had once been black. 

'*Thou art but fit for old Father Time to lay his scythe 
across when he is aweary," said Eichard, and tarned to the 
next. 

She was a huge-bodied, short-legged punch, as fat as butter, 
with lop ears and sleepy eyes. Having finished her com, she 
was chuming away at a mangerful of grass. 

'* Thou wouldst bnrst thy belly at the first charge," said 
Eichard, and was approaching the third, one he did not 
recognise, when a vicious, straightoat kick informed him that 
here was temper at least, probably then spirit. But when he 
came near enough to see into the stall, there stood the ugliest 
brüte he thought that ever ate barley. He was very long- 
bodied and rather short-legged, with great tufts at his fetlocks, 
and the general look of a huge rat, in part doubtless from 
having no hair on his long undocked taiL He was biting 
vigoronsly at his manger, and Eichard could see the white of 
one eye glaring at him askance in the gloom. 

'* Dunnot go nigh him, sir," cried Jacob Fortune, who had 
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cozne up behind. " Thou knows not liis tricks. His name be 
his nature, and we call him Beelzebub when Master Stopchase 
be not by. I be right glad to see your hononr up again.'' 

Jacob was too old to go to the wars, and too indifferent to 
regtet it ; but he was faithful, and had authority over the few 
men left. 

''I thank yon, Jacob/' said Bichard. '< What brate is this 1 
I know him not." 

'' We all knows him too well, Master Richard, though verily 
Stopchase bought him bat the day before he rode, thinking 
belike he might carry au ear or two of wheat. If he be not 
very good he was not parlous dear ; he paid for him but an old 
song. He was warranted to bare work in him if a man but 
knew how to get it out." 

"Heisugly." 

'' He is the ugliest horse, cart-horse, nag, or courser, on this 
creation side," said the old man, " — ugly enough to fright to 
death where he doth fail in his endeayour to kill. The men 
are all mortal feared on him, for he do kick and he do bite 
like the living Satan. He wonnot go in no cart, bat there he 
do stand eating on his head off as fisust as he can. An' the 
brüte were mine, I would slay him; I would, in good sooth." 

'' An' I had but time to eure him of his evil kicking ! I fear 
I must ever ride the last in the troop/' said Eichard. 

" Why for sure, master, thee never will ride such a devil- 
pig as he to the wars ! Will Farrier say he do believe he take 
his strain from the swine the devils go into in the miracle. 
All the children would make a mock of thee as thou did ride 
through the villages. Look at his legs : they do be like stile- 
posts ; and do but look at his tail 1 " 

^'Lead him out, Jacob, and let me see his head.'' 

'' I dare not go nigh him, sir. I be not nimble enough to 
get out of the way of his hoof. I be too old, master." 

Bichard polled on his thick buff gloye and went straight 
into his stall. The brüte made a grab at him with his teeth, 
met by a smart blow from Bichard's fist, which he did not 
like, and, rearing, would haye Struck at him with his near 
fore<foot ; but Bichard canght it by the pastem, and with his 
left hand again Struck him on the aide of the moath. The 
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brate then submitted to be led out by the halter. And verily 
he was ugly to behold. His neck stuck straigbt out, and so 
did his tail, but the latter went off in a point, and the former 
in a hideous knob. 

*' Here is Jack ! " cried the old man. <' He lets Jack ride 
him to the water. Here, Jack ! Get thee upon the hog-back 
of Beelzebub, and mind the bristles do not flay thee, and let 
Master Eichard see what paces he hath." 

The animal tried to take the lad down with his bind foot as 
he mounted, but scarcely was he seated when he set off at a 
swinging trot, in which he plied his posts in manner astonish« 
ing. Spirit indeed he must have had, and plenty, to wield 
such clubs in such a fashion. His joints were so loose that 
the bonos seemed to fly about, yet they always came down 
right. 

"He is guilty of *hypocrisy against the devil,'" said 
Richard : " he is better than he looks. Anyhow, if he but 
carry me thither, he will as well ^ £11 a pit ' as a handsomer 
horse. I'U take him. Have you got a saddle for him 1 '' 

'^ An' he had not brought a saddle with him, thou would 
not find one in Gwent to fit him," said the old man. 

Yet another day Eichard found himself compelled to tarry 
^which he spent in caparisoning Beelzebub to the best of his 
ability, with the result of making him, if possible, appear still 
uglier than before. 

The eye of the day of his departure, Marquis paid Mistress 
Eees a second visit. He wanted no healing or help this time, 
seeming to have come only to offer his respects. But the 
knowledge that here was a messenger, dumb and discreet, 
ready to go between and make no sign, set Eichard longing 
to use him : what message he did send by him I have already 
recorded. Although, however, the dog left them that night, 
he did not reach Eaglan tili the second moming after, and 
must have been roaming the country or paying other visits 
all that night and the nezt day as well, with the letter about 
him, which he had allowed no one to touch. 

At last Eichard was on his way to Oloucester, mounted on 
Beelzebub, and much stared at by the inhabitants of every 
village he passed through. Apparently, however, there was 
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something about the centanr-compound which prevented their 
radeness from going farther. Beelzebub bore him well, and, 
though not a comfortable horse to ride, threw the road behind 
him at a wonderful rate, as often and as long as Eichard was 
able to bear it. Bat he found himself stronger after eyery 
rest, and by the time he began to draw nigh to Gloucester, 
he was nearly as well as ever, and in excellent spirits ; one 
painful thought only haunting him — the fear that he might, 
mounted on Beelzebub, haye to enconnter some one on his 
beloved mare. He was consoled, however, to think that the 
brüte was less dangerous to one before than one behind him, 
heels being worse than teeth. 

He soon became aware that something decisive had taken 
place : either Gloucester had fallen, or Essex had raised the 
siege, for army there was none, though the signs of a lately 
upbroken encampment were visible on all sides. Presently, 
inquiring at the gate, he learned that, on the near approach 
of Essex, the besieging army had retired, and that, after a 
few days' rest the general had tumed again in the direction 
of London. Eichard, therefore, having fed Beelzebub and 
eaten his own dinner, which in his present condition was 
more necessary than usual to his being of service, mounted 
his hideouB charger once more, and pushed on to get up with 
the army. 

Essex had not taken the direct road to London, but kept 
to the southward. That same day he followed him as far as 
Swindon, and found he was Coming up with him rapidly. 
Having rested a short night, he reached Hungerford the next 
moming, which he found in great commotion because of the 
intelligence that at Newbury, some seven miles distant only, 
Essex had found his way stopped by the king, and that a 
battle had been raging ever since the early morning. 

Having given his horse a good feed of oats and a draught 
of ale, Eichard mounted again and rode hard for Newbury. 
Nor had he rode long before he heard the straggling reports 
of carbines, looked to the priming of his pistols, and loosened 
his sword in its sheath. When he got under the wall of 
Craven park, the sounds of conflict grew suddenly plainer. 
He could distinguish the noise of horses' hoofs, and now and 
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then the confused cries and shouts of hand-to-hand conflict. 
At Spein lie was all bat in it, for there he met wounded men, 
retiiing slowly or carried by their comrades. These were of 
bis own pari, bat he did not stop to ask any questions. Beel- 
zebab snufifed at the fumes of the ganpowder, and seemed 
theFefrom to derive fresh yigoar. 

The lanes and hedges between Spein and Newbury had 
been the scenes of many a sangoinaiy tassle that momingy 
for nowhere had either army found room to deploy. Some 
of them had been fought over more than once or twice. Bat 
just before Richard came up, the tide had ebbed from that 
part of the way, for Essex's men had had some advantage, 
and had driven the king's men through the town and over 
the bridge, so that he found the road clear, save of wounded 
men and a few horses. As he reached Spinhamland, and 
tumed Sharp to the right into the main street of Newbury, a 
ballet from the pistol of a royalist officer who lay wounded 
Struck Beelzebub on the crest— what of a crest he had — ^and 
without injuring made him so furious that his rider had much 
ado to keep him from mischief. For, at the very moment^ 
they were met by a rush of Parliament pikemen, retreating, 
as he could see, over their heads, from a few of the king's 
cavalry, who came at a sharp trot down the main street. 
The pikemen had got into disorder pursuing some of the 
enemy who had divided and gone to the right and left up the 
two diverging streets, and when the cavalry appeared at the 
top of the main street, both parts, seeing themselves iu danger 
of being surrounded, had retreated. They were now putting 
the Kennet with its narrow bridge between them and the 
long-feathered cavaliers, in the hope of gaining time and fit 
ground for forming and presenting a bristled front. In the 
midst of this confused mass of friends Richard found himself, 
the maddened Beelzebub every moment lashing out behind 
him when not rearing or biting. 

Before him the bridge rose steep to its crown, contracting 
as it rose. At its foot^ where it widened to the street, stood 
a Single horseman, shouting impatiently to the 'last of the 
pikemen, and spurring his horse while holding him. As the 
last man cleared the bridge, he gave him rein, and with a 
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bonnd and a scramble reached the apex, and stöod — within 
half a neck of the foremost of the cavalier troop. A fierce 
combat instantly began between them. The bridge was wide 
enongh for two to have fought side by side, but the Eound- 
head contrived so to work his antagonist, who was a younger 
bat less capable and less powerful man, that no comrade 
could get up beside him for the to-and-fro shifting of his 
horse. 

Meantime Richard had been making his slow way throngh 
the swarm of horrying pikemen, doing what he could to keep 
them off Beelzebub. The moment he was clear he made a 
great holt for the bridge, and the same moment perceived 
who the brave man was. 

"Hold on, sir," he shouted. "Hold your own, fatherl 
Here I am ! Here is Eichard ! ^ 

And as he shouted he sent Beelzebub, like low-flying holt 
from cross-bow, up the steep crown of the bridge, and wedged 
him in between Oliver and the parapet, just as a second 
cavalier made a dart for the place. At his horse Beelzebub 
sprang like a fury, rearing, biting, and striking out with his 
fore-feet in such manner as quite to make up to his rider for 
the disadvantage of his low stature. The cavalier's horse 
recoiled in terror, rearing also, but snorting and backing and 
wayering, so that, in his endeavours to avoid the fury of 
Beelzebub, which was frightful to see, for with ears laid back 
and gleaming teeth he looked more like a beast of prey, he 
would but for the crowd behind him have fallen backward 
down the slope. A bullet from one of Eichard's pistols sent 
his rider over his tail, the horse feil sideways against that of 
Mr. Heywood's antagonist, and the path was for a moment 
barricaded. 

" Well done, good Beelzebub I " cried Richard, as he reined 
him back on to the crest of the bridge. 

" Boy ! ^ Said his father stemly, at the same instant dealiug 
his encumbered Opponent a blow on the head-piece which 
tumbled him also from his horse, "is the sacred hour of 
victory a time to sully with profane and foolish jests? I 
little thonght to hear such words at my side — not to say from 

the mouth of my own son !" 

T 
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"Pardon me, father; I praised my horse/' said Richard. 
''I think not he ever had praise before, but it cannot corrupt 
him, for he is such an ill-conditioned brate that they that 
named him did name him Beelzebub. Now that he hath once 
done well, who knoweth but it may cease to fit him ! " 

" I am glad thy foolish words were so harmless," returned 
Mr. Heywood, smiling. "In my ears they sounded so evil 
that I could ill accept their testimony. — Verily the animal is 
marvellous iU-favoured, but, as thou sayest^ he hath done well, 
and the first return we make him shall be to give him an- 
other name. The less man or horse hath to do with Satan 
the better, for what is he but the arch-foe of the truth 1 " 

While they spoke, they kept a keen watch on the enemy — 
who could not get near to attack them, save with a few pistol- 
bullets, mostly wide-shot — for both horses were down, and 
their riders helpless if not slain. 

" What shall we call him then, father 1 *' asked Eichard. 

" He is amazing like a huge rat ! " said his father. " Let 
US henceforth call him Bishop." 

"Wherefore Bishop and not Beelzebub, sir?" inquired 
Eichard. 

Mr. Hey wood laughed, but ere he could reply, a large troop 
of horsemen appeared at the top of the street. Glancing then 
behind in some anxiety, they saw to their relief that the pike- 
men had now formed themselves into a hoUow Square at the 
foot of the bridge, prepared to receive cavalry. They tumed 
therefore, and, passing through them, 'rode to find their regi- 
ment. 

From that day Bishop, notwithstanding his faults many and 
grievous, was regarded with respect by both father and son, 
Eichard vowing never to mount another, let laugh who would, 
so long as the brüte lived and he had not recovered Lady. 

But they had to give him'room for two on the march, and 
the place behind him was always left vacant, which they said 
gave no more space than he wanted, seeing he kicked out his 
leg to twice its Walking length. Before long, however, they 
had got so used to his ways that they almost ceased to regard 
them as faults, and he began to grow a favourite in the regi- 
ment. 
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CHAPTER XL. 

DO ROTH Y AND ROWLAND. 

SuOH was the force of law and custom in Raglan that as soon 
as any commotion ceased, things settled at once. It was so 
now. The minds of the Marquis and Lord Charles being at 
Test both as regarded the gap in the defences of the castle 
and the character of its inmates, the yery next day all was 
Order again. The fate of Amanda was allowed gradually to 
ooze out, but the greater poi^ion both of domestics and gar- 
rison continued firm in the belief that she had been carried 
oflF by Satan. Young Delaware, indeed, who had been revel- 
ling late — I mean in the chapel with the organ — and who 
was always the more inclined to believe a thing the stranger 
it was, asserted that he saw the devil fiy away with her — a 
testimony which gained as much in one way as it lost in 
another by the fact that he could not see at alL 

To Scudamore her absence, however caused, was only a 
relief. She had ceased to interest him, while Dorothy had 
become to him like an enchanted castle, the spell of which he 
fiattered himself he was the knight born to break. All his 
endeavours, however, to attract from her a single look such 
as indicated intelligence, not to say response, were disap- 
pointed. She seemed absolutely unsuspicious of what he 
sought, neither, having so long pretermitted what claim he 
might once have established to coasinly relations with her, 
could he now initiate any intimacy on that ground. Had she 
become an inmate of Raglan immediately after he first made 
her acquaintance, that might have ripened to something more 
hopeful ; but when she came she was in sorrow, nor feit that 
there was any comfort in him, while he was beginning to 
yield to the tightening bonds Mistress Amanda had flung 
around him. Nor since had he afforded her any ground for 
altering her first impressions, or favourably modifying a 
feature of the portrait Lady Margaret had presented of him. 
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Strange to say, however, poorly grounded as was the 
original interest he had taken in her, and Utile as he was 
capable of understanding her, he soon began, even while yet 
confident in his proved advantages of person and mind and 
power persuasive, to be vaguely wrought upon by the superi- 
ority of her nature. With this the establishment of her 
innocence in the eyes of the household had little to do ; in- 
deed, that threatened at first to destroy something of her 
attraction ; a passionate, yielding, even erring natnre, had of 
necessity for such as he far more enchantment than a natnre 
that ruled its own emotions, and would judge such as might 
be unveiled to it Neither was it that her cold courtesy and 
kind indifference roused him to call to the front any of the 
more valuable endowments of his being ; something far better 
had commenced : unconsciously to himself, the dim dement 
of truth that flitted vaporous about in him had begun to re* 
spond to the great pervading and enrounding orb of her 
yerity. He began to respect her, began to feel drawn as it 
by another spiritual sense than that of which Amanda had 
laid hold. He found in her an element of authority. The 
conscious influences to whose triumph he had been so pemi- 
ciously accastomed, had proved powerless npon her, while 
those that in her resided unconscious were subduiug him. 
Her Star was dominant over his. 

At length he began to be aware that this was no light pre- 
ference, no passing fancy, but something more serious Üian 
he had hitherto known — that in fact he was really, though 
uncomfortably and unsatisfactorily, in love with her. He feit 
she was not like any other girl he had made his shabby love 
to, and would have tried to make better to her, bat she kept 
him at a distance, and that he began to find tormenting. 
One day, for example, meeting her in the court as she was 
crossirig towards the keep, — 

''I would thou didst take apprentices, cousin," he said, 
'' so I might be one, and leam of thee the mysteriös of thy 
trade." 

" Wherefore, cousin % " 

" That I might spare thee something of thy labour." 

''That were no kindness. I am not like thee; I find 
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labonr a thiiig to be jcourted rather than spared ; I am not 
overwrought." 

Scudamore gazed into her grey eyes, but found there no 
thing to contradict, nothing to Supplement the indifPerence 
of her words. There was no lurking sparkle of humour, no 
acknowledgment of kindness. There was a something, but 
he could not understand it, for bis poor shapeless soul might 
not read the cosmic mystery embodied in their depths. He 
stammered — ^who had never known himself stammer before, 
broke the joints of an ill-fitted answer, swept the tiles with 
the loifg feather in his hat, and found himself parted from 
her, with the feeling that he had not of himself left her, but 
had been bome away by some subtle force emanating from her. 

Lord Herbert had again left the Castle. More soldiers and 
more must still be raised for the king. Now he would be 
paying his majesty a visit at Oxford, and inspecting the life- 
guards he had provided him, now back in South Wales, en- 
listing men, and straining every power in him to keep the 
district of which his father was govemor in good afifection 
and loyal behaviour. 

Winter drew nigh, and stayed somewhat the rush of events, 
clogged the wheels of lifo as they ran towards death, brought 
a little sleep to the world and coolness to men's hearts — ^led 
in another Christmas, and looked on for a while. 

Nor did the many troubles heaped on England, the drained 
purses, the swollen hearts, the anxious minds, the bereaved 
houses, the ruptures, the sorrows, and the hatreds, yet reach 
to dull in any large measure the merriment of the season at 
Baglan. Gustoms are like carpets, for ever wearing out 
whether we mark it or no, but Lord Worcester's patriarchal 
prejudices, cleaving to the old and looking askance on the 
new, caused them to last longer in Eaglan than almost any- 
where eise : the old were the things of his fathers which he 
had loved from his childhood ; the new were the things of his 
children which he had not proven. 

What a iire that was that blazed on the hall-hearth under 
the great chimney, which, dividing in two, embraced a fine 
window, then again becoming one, sent the hot blast rushing 
out far into the waste of wintry air ! No one could go within 
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yards of it for the fierce heat of the blazing logs, now and 
then angmented by huge luxnps of coal. And wben, on the 
evenings of special merry-making, the candles were lit, the 
musicians were playing, and a country dance was filling the 
length of the great floor, in which the whole household, from 
the Marquis himself, if his gout permitted, to the grooms and 
kitchen-maids, would take part^ a finer outborst of homely 
splendour, in which was more colour than gilding, more 
richness than shine, was not to be seen in all the island. 

On such an occasion Eowland had more than once at- 
tempted nearer approach to Dorothy, bat had gained nothing. 
She neither repelled nor encouraged him, bat smiled at his 
better jokes, looked grave at his silly ones, and altogether 
treated him like a boy, young — or old— enough to be troable- 
some if encouraged. He grew desperate, and so one night 
summoned up courage as they stood togeüier waiting for the 
nezt dance. 

** Why will you never talk to me, cousin Dorothy 1 " he said. 

" Is it sOy Mr. Scudamore % I was not aware. If thou 
spoke and I answered not, I am sorry." 

" No, I mean not that," retumed Scudamore. " Bat when 
I yenture to speak, you always make me feel as if I ought 
not to have spoken. When I call you cmsin Dorothy^ you 
reply with Mr. Scudamore.** 

'' The relation is hardly near enough to justify a less mea- 
sure of observance." 

" Our mothers loved each other." 

" They found each other worthy." 

" And you do not find me such ) " sighed Scudamore, with 
a smile meant to be both humble and bewitching. 

*' N-n-o. Thou hast not made me desire to hold with thee 
much converse." 

'* Teil me why, cousin, that I may reform that which offends 
thee." 

'^ If a man see not his faults with his own eyes, how shall 
he see them with the eyes of another % " 

*' Wilt thou never love me, Dorothy? — not even a litÜel" 

" Wherefore should I love thee, Kowland % " 

" We are commanded to love even our enemies." 
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'' Art tliou tlien mine enemy, cousin % *' 

" No, forsootli ! I am ihe most loving friend tliou hast." 
Then am I sorely to be pitied." 
For having my love t " 

'^Nay; for having none better than thina Bat tbank 
Gody it is not bo.'' 

'' Mast I then be thine enemy indeed before thou wilt love 
me r' * 

/' Noy cousin : cease to be thine own enemy and I will call 
thee my frieni" 

'* Marry ! wherein then am I mine own enemy ? I lead a 
sober life enough — ^as tho|i seest, erer under the eye of my 
lord." 

'' Bat what woaldst thoa an' thoa wert from ander the eye 
of thy lord ? I know thee better than thoa thinkest^ coasin. 
I haye read thy title-page, if not thy whole book." 

" Teil me then how ranneth my title-pt^e, coasin." 

" The art of being wilfally blind, or, The way to see bo 
farther than one woald."^ 

" Fair preacher," began Eowland, bat Dorotby inter- 

rapted him. 

" Nay then, an' thoa betake thee to thy jibes, I have done/' 
she Said. 

'' Be not angry with me ; it is bat my nature, which for 
thy sake I will contro]. If thoa canst not love me, wilt thou 
not then pity me a little t " 

"That I may pity thee, answer me what good thing is 
there in thee wherefore I should love thee." 

" Woaldst thoa have a man trampet his own praises t ** 

" I fear not that of thee who hast bat the trampet — I will 
teil thee this mach : I have never seen in thee that thoa didst 
love save for the pastime thereof. I doabt if thoa lovest thy 
master for more than thy place." 

" coasin ! " 

'' Be honest with thyself, Bowland. If thoa woald ha^a 
me for thy coasin, it must be on the groand of trath." 

Eowland possessed at least good-natare: few young men 
woald have bome to be so severely handled. Bat then, whi\% 
one's good opinion of himself remains antröabled, confesse» 
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HO toach, giTes out no hoUow sound, shrinka not self-hnit 
irith the doabt of ite own realit^, hosiQe criticism will not go 
▼erj deepy will not reach to the quick. The thing that horts 
is that which aets trembUng the gronnd of self-woiship, lays 
bare 4he shionk cracka and worm-holes under the golden 
plates of the idol, shows the ants running about in it, and 
lenden the foolish smile of the thing hatefoL Bat he who 
will then tum awaj from bis imagined seif, and refer bis life 
to the hidden ideal seif, the angel that erer beholds the £u% 
of the Father, shall theiein be made whole and Bonnd, allye 
and ftee. 

The danoe caUed theiii, and their talk ceased. When it 
was over, Dorothj lefb the hall and sought her Chamber. Bat 
in the fountain coort her coasin oyertook her, and had the 
temerity to resome the conversation. The nxoth wonld still 
at any risk circle the candle. It was a still night, and there- 
fore not yery cold, althoagh icides hang from the month of 
the horse, and here and there firom the eaves. Thejstood by 
the marble basin, and the dim lights and scarce dimmer 
shadows from many an npper window passed athwart them as 
they stood. The chapel was faintly lighted, bat the lantem« 
window on the top of the hall shone like a yellow d&mond in 
the air. 

*'Thoa dost me scant jastice, coasin/' said Bowland, 
" maintaining that I love bat myself or for mine own ends. 
I know that I love theo better than sa" 

''For thine own sake, I woald, might I bat belieye it, be 
glad of the assarance. Bat " 

Amanda's behayioar to her haying at last roosed coanter 
obseryation and specnlation on Dorothy's part, she had be- 
come snddenly aware that there was an understanding 
between her and Rowland. It was gradaally, howeyer, that 
the question rose in her mind : coald these two haye been the 
nightly intraders on the forbidden ground of the Workshop, 
and afterwards the yictims of the watershoot) Bat the 
saspicion grew to all bat a conyiction. Latterly she had 
observed that their behayioar to each other was changed, 
also that Amanda's ayersion to herseif seemed to haye 
gathered force^ And one thing she had found remarkable— 
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ihat Bowland revealed no concem for Amanda's misfortunes, 
or anziety about her fate. With all these things potentially 
present in her mind, Bhe came all at once to the resolution ot 
attempting a bold stroke. 

" But," Dorothy went on, " when I think how thou 

didst bear thee with Mistress Amanda " 

" My precious Dorothy ! " ezclaimed Scudamore, filled with 
a sudden gush of hope, " thou wilt never be so unjust to thy- 
seif as to be jealous of her ! She is to me as nothing — as it 
she had nerer been; nor care I forsooth if the devil hath 
indeed flown away with her bodily, as they will have it in 
the hall and the guard-room." 

" Thou didst seem to hold friendly enough converse with 
her while she was yet one of us.'' 

'^Ye-e-^ But she had no heart like thee, Dorothy, as I 
soon discovered. She had indeed a pretty wit of her own, 
bat that was all. And then she was spitefuL She hated 
thee, Dorothy." 

He spoke of her as one dead. 

'^ How knewest thou that \ Wast thou then so far in her 
confidence, and art now able to talk of her thus 1 Where is 
thine own heart, Mr. Scudamore 1 " 
- " In thy bosom, lovely Dorothy." 

''Thou mistakest. But mayhap thou dost imagine I picked 
it up that night thou didst lay it at Mistress Amanda's feet in 
my lord's Workshop in the keep % " 

Dorothy*s hatred of humbug — ^which was not the less in 
ezistence then that they had not the ugly word to express 
the uglier thing — enabled her to fix her eyes on him as she 
spoke, and keep them fixed when she had ended. He tumed 
pale — ^visibly pale through the shadowy night, nor attempted 
to conceal his oonfusion. It is stränge how self-convictioa 
will wait upon foreign judgment, as if often only the general 
conscience were powerful enough to wake the individual one. 

" Or perhaps," she continued, " it was torn from thee by the 
waters that swept thee from the bridge, as thou didst venture 
with her yet again upon the forbidden ground." 

He hung his head, and stood before her like a chidden 
child. 
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*' Think*6t thou," she went on^ *' that my lord would easily 
pardon such things t " 

'* Thou knewest it, and didst not betray me ! O Doro- 
thy I " murmured Scudamore. " Thou art a very angel of 
light, Dorothy.'' 

He seizod her hand, and but for the possible eyes upon 
tliem, he would have flung himself at her feet. 

Dorothy, however, would not yet lay aside the part she 
had assumed as moral physician — surgeon rather. 

''But notwithstanding all this, cousin Eowland, when 
trouble came upon the young lady, what comfort was there 
for her in thee t Never hadst thou lored her, although I doubt 
not thou didst vow and swear thereto an hundred times/' 

Rowland was silent He begau to fear her. 

'' Or what love thou hadst was of such sort that thou didst 
encourage in her that which was evil, and then let her go 
like a haggard hawk. Thou marvellest, forsooth, that I 
should be so careless of thy merits ! Teil me, cousin, what is 
there in thee that I should love ? Can there be love for that 
which is nowise lovely? Thou wilt doubtless say in thy 
heart, 'She is but a girl, and how then should she judge 
concerning men and their ways V But I appeal to thine 
own conscience, Rowland, when I ask thee — ^is this weil? 
An' if a maiden truly loved thee, it were all one. Thou 
wouldst but carry thyself the same to her — if not to-day, then 
to-morrow, or a year hence." 

" Not if she were good, Dorothy, like thee," he murmured« 

" Not if thou wert good, Rowland, like Hirn that made 
thee." 

"Wilt thou not teach me then to be good like thee, 
Dorothy 1 " 

"Thou must teach thyself to be good like the Rowland 
thou knowest in thy better heart, when it is soft and lowly.'* 

"Wouldst thou then lore me a little, Dorothy, if I vowed 
to be thy scholar, and study to be good ? Oive me some 
hope to help me in the hard task." 

" He that is good is good for goodness' sake, Rowland. 
Yet who can fail to love that which is good in king or 
knave t " 
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''Ah ! bnt do not mock me, Dorothy : such is not the love 
I would have of thee." 

'< It is all thou ever canst have of me, and methinks it is 
not like thou wilt ever have it, for verily thou art of nature so 
light that any wind may blow thee into the Dead Sea.** 

From a saint it was enough to anger any sinner. 

"I seel" cried Scudamore. "For all thy fine reproof, 
thou too canst spurn a heart at thy feet. I will lay my life 
thou lovest the Eoundhead, and art but a traitress for all thy 
goodness." 

" I am indeed traitress enough to love any Roundhead 
gentleman better than a Soyalist knave,** said Dorothy ; and 
turning from him she sought the grand staircase. 



CHAPTER XLL 

GLAMORGAir, 

Thb winter passed, with much running to and fro, in foul 
weather and fair ; and still the sounds of war came no nearer 
to Baglan, which lay like a great lion in a desert that the 
hunter dared not arouse. The whole of Wales, except a 
Castle or two, remained subject to the king ; and this he owed 
in great measure to the influenae and devotion of the Somer- 
sets, his Obligation to whom he seemed more and more beut 
on acknowledging. 

One day in early summer Lady Margaret was sitting in 
her parlour, busy with her embroidery, and Dorothy was by 
her side assisting her, when Lord Herbert, who had been 
absent for many days, walked in. 

" How does my Lady Glamorgan 1 " he said gaily. 

" What mean you, my Herbert 1 " returned his wife, look- 
ing in his eyes somewhat eagerly. 

" Thy Herbert am I no more ; neither plume I myself any 
more in the spare feathers of my father. Thou art, my dove, 
as thou deservest to be, Countess of Glamorgan, in the right 
of thine own husband, first £arl of the same ; for such being 
the will of his Majesty, I doubt not thou M'ilt give thy consent 



300 Sr. GEORGS AND ST. MICHAEL, 

thereto, and play the Countess gracioualy. Come, Doroihy, 
art not proud to be cousin to an £arl \ " 

'^I am proud that yoa should call me cousin, my lord/' 
answered Dorothy ; ^^ but truly to me it is all one whether 
you be calied Herbert or Olamorgan. So thou remain thou, 
cousin, and my friend, the king may call thee what he will, 
and if thou art pleased, so am I." 

It was the first time she had ever ÜwuSi him, and she tumed 
pale at her own daring. 

"St. George! but thou hast well spoken, cousin I" cried 
the Earl. *' Hath she not, wife ? " 

'* So well that if she often saith as well, I shall have much 
ado not to hate her," replied Lady Glamorgan. " When didst 
thou ever cry ' well spoken ' to thy mad Irishwoman, Ned % " 

'< All thou dost is well, my lady. Thou hast all the titles 
to my praises already in thy pocket. Besides, cousin Dorothy 
is young and meek, and requireth a little encouragement." 

" Whereas thy wife is old and bold, and cares no more for 
thy good Word, my new lord of Glamorgan % " 

Dorothy looked so grave that they both feil a-laughing. 

'^I would thou couldst teach her a merry jest or two, 
Ma]:garet," said the earl *' We are decent people enough in 
Baglan, but she is much too sober for us. Gheer up, Dorothy ! 
Good times are at band : that thou mayest not doubt it, listen 
— ^but this is only for thy ear, not for thy tongue : the king 
hath made thy cousin, that is me, Edward Somerset^ the 
husband of this fair lady, generalissimo of his three armies, 
and admiral of a fleet, and truly I know not what all, for I 
have yet but run my eye over the patent. And, wife, I 
verily do'believe the king but bides his time to make my 
father duke of Somerset, and then one day thou wilt be a 
duchess, Margaret. Think on that ! " 

Lady Glamorgan burst into tears. 

" I would I might have a kiss of my MoUy I " she cried. 

She had never before in Dorothy's hearing uttered the name 
of her child since her death. New dignity, stränge as it may 
seem to some, awoke suddenly the thought of the darling to 
whom titles were but words, and the ice was broken. A pause 
foUowed. 
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'' Yes, Margaret, thou art right," said Glamorgan at length ; 
'4t is all bat folly ; yet as the marks of a king's favour, such 
hononrs are predous." 

As to what a king's favonr itself might be worth, that my 
lord of Qlamorgan lived to leam. 

" It is I who pay for them," said bis wife. 

" How so, my dove 1 " 

"Do tbey not cost me tbee, Herbert — and oost me yery 
dear % Art not ever from my sight % Wish I not often as I 
lay awake in tbe dark, that we were all in heaven and well 
over witb the foolery of it % The angels keep Molly in mind 
ofus!" 

'< Yes, my Feggy, it is hard on thee, and hard on me too," 
said the earl tenderly, '' yet not so hard as upon our liege lord, 
the king, who selleth bis plate and jewels." 

"Pooh; what of that then, Herbert) An' he would leave 
me thee, he might haye all mine, and welcome; for thou 
knowest, Ned, I bat hold them for thee to seil when thou 
wilt" 

"I know; and the time may come, thongh, thank God, it 
is not yet. What wouldst thou say, countess, if with all thy 
honours thon did yet come to poverty \ Canst be poor and 
merry, think'st thou \ " 

" So thou wert with me, Herbert — Glamorgan, I would say, 
but my Ups frame not themselves to the word. I like not 
the title greatly, but when it means thee to me, then shall I 
love it/* 

*' Art thoQ poor, yet hast thou golden slombers ? 
O Bweet content 1 " 

— sang the earl in a mellow tenor voica 

"My lord, an' I have leave to speak," said Dorothy, "did 
you not say the diamond in that ring Eichard Heywood sent 
me was of some worth ? " 

" I did, cousin. It is a stone of the finest water, and of 
good weight, though truly I weighed it not." 

" Then would I cast it in the king's treasury, an' if your 
lordship would condescend to be the bearer of such a small 
offering." 

" No, child 3 the king robs not orphans." 
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"Did ihe King of kings rob the poor widow that cast in 
her two mites, then % " 

" No ; but perhaps the priests did« Stil], as I say, the hour 
may come when all our mitea may be wanted, and thine be 
accepted with the rest, but my father and I have yet mach to 
give, and shall have given it before that hour come. Besides, 
as to thee, Dorothy, what would that handsome Koundhead 
of thine say, if instead of keeping well the ring he gave thee, 
thou had turned it to the use he liked the least t *' 

'< He will never ask me concerning it," said Dorothy, with 
a faint smile. 

"Be not over-sure of it, child. My lady asks me many 
things I never thought to teil her before the priest made ua 
one. Dorothy, I have no right and no wish to spy into thy 
future, and fright thee with what, if it come at all, will come 
peacefully as June weather. I have not constracted thy horo- 
scope to cast thy nativity, and therefore I speak as one of the 
ignorant ; bat let me teil thee, for I do say it confidently, that 
if these wars were once over, and the king had his own again, 
there will be few men in his three kingdoms so worthy of tha 
band and heart of Dorothy Yaughan as that same roundhead 
fellow, Richard Heywood. I would to Grod he were as good 
a Catholic as he is a mistaken Puritan ! And now, my lady, 
may I not send thy maiden from us, for I would talk with 
thee alone of certain matters — not from distrust of Dorothy, 
but that they are not my own to impart, therefore I pray her 
absence." 

The Parliament having secured the assistance of the Scots, 
and their forces having, early in the year, entered England, 
the king on his side was now meditating an attempt to 
secure the assistance of the Irish Gatholics, to which the 
devotion of certain of the old Catholic houses at home en- 
couraged him. But it was a game of terrible danger, for if 
he lost it, he lost everything; and that it should transpire 
before maturity would be to lose it absolutely ; for the Irish 
Gatholics had, truly or falsely, been charged with such 
enormities during the rebellion, that they had become 
absolutely hateful in the eyes of all English Protestants, and 
any alliance with them must cost him far more in Protestants 
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than he could gain by it in Catholics. It was necessarj, 
therefore, that he should go about it with the utmost caution ; 
and indeed, in his whole management of it^ the weariness far 
exceeded the dignity, and was practised at the expense of his 
best friends. Bat the poor king was such a believer in his 
father's pet doctrine of the divine right of his inheritance, that 
not only wonld he himself sacrifice everything to the dim 
shadow of royalty which usurped the throne of his conscience, 
but would, without great difficulty or compunction, though not 
always without remorse, accept any sacrifice which a subject 
might have devotion enough to bring to the altar before 
which Charles Stuart acted taflamen. 

In this my story of hearts rather than fortunes, it is not 
necessary to follow the river of pablic eyents through many 
of its windings, although every now and then my track will 
bring me to a ferry, where the boat bearing my personages 
will be seized by the force of the current, and carried down 
the stream while crossing to the other bank. 

It must have been, I think, in view of his slowly-maturing 
intention to employ Lord Herbert in a secret mission to 
Ireland with the object abovementioned, that the king had 
sought to bind him yet more closely to himself by conferring 
on him the title of Glamorgan. It was not, howeyer, until 
the following year, when his a£fairs seemed on the point of 
becoming desperate, that he proceeded, possibly with some 
Protestant compunctions, certainly with considerable Pro- 
testant apprehension, to carry out his design. Towards this 
had pointed the relaxation of his measares against the 
Catholic rebels for some time previous, and may to some 
have indicated hopes entertained of them. It must be 
remembered that while these Catholics united to defend the 
religion of their country, they, like the Scots who had joined 
the Parliament, professed a sincere attachment to their 
monarch, and in the persons of their own enemies had 
certainly taken up arms against many of his. 

Meantime the Scots had invaded England, and the 
Parliament had largely increased their forces in the hope of a 
decisive engagement ; but the king refused battle and gained 
time. In the north Prince Bupert made some progress, and 
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brought on tbe battle of Marston Moor, where the victory 
was gained by Cromvell, after all bad been regarded as lost 
by tbe otber Parliamentary generals. On tbe otber band, tbe 
king gained an important advantage in tbe west coontry over 
Essex and bis army. 

Tbe trial and execution of Land, wbo died in tbe beginning 
of tbe foUowing year, obeying tbe king ratber tban bis re- 
bellious lords, was a terrible sign to tbe bouse of Raglan of 
wbat tbe Presbyterian party were capable. But to Dorotby 
it would bave given a yet keener pain, bad sbe not begun 
to learn tbat neitber must tbe excesses of individuals be 
attributed to tbeir party, nor tbose of bis party taken as 
embodying tbe mind of every one wbo belongs to it. At tbe 
same time tbe old insuperable difficulty retumed ; bow coold 
Bicbard belong to sucb a party t 



CHAPTER XLIL 

A NE1V SOLD/ES. 

Moments bad scarcely passed after Dorotby left bim at tbe 
foantain, ere Scudamore grieyously repented of baving spoken 
to ber in sucb a manner, and would gladly have offered 
apology and wbat amends be migbt. 

But Dorotby, neitber easily moyed to wratb, nor yet given 
to tbe nourisbing of active resentment, was not tberefore at 
all tbe readier to forget tbe results of moral difference, or to 
permit any nearer approacb on tbe part of one sucb as her 
Cousin bad sbown bimself. As long as be continued so self- 
serene and unasbamed, wbat satisfaction to ber or wbat good 
to bim could tbere be in it, even were be to content bimself 
witb tbe cousinly friendsbip wbicb, as soon as be was eapable 
of it, sbe was willing to afford bim ? As it was now, abe 
granted bim only distant recognition in Company, neitber 
seeking nor avoiding bim; and as to all opportunity of 
private speecb, entirely sbunning bim. For some time, in tbe 
vanity of bis experience, be never doubted tbat these were 
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only feminine arte, or ihat when she jadged him sufficiently 
pnnished, she woald relax the seyerity of her bebaTioar and 
begin to make him amenda. Bat ihis demeanoor of hers 
endored so long, and continued so uniform» that at length he 
began to doubt the uniyersality of his ejq>erience, and to 
dread lest the maiden should actuaUy prore what he had 
neyer foond maiden before, inexorable. He did not reflect 
that he had given her no groond whateyer for altering her 
Yodgment or feeling with regard to him. But in truth her 
thoughts rarelj tomed to him at all, and while his were 
haonting her as one who was taking pleasure in the idea that 
ahe was making him feel her resentment, she was simply 
forgetting him, bosy perhaps with some self«offered question 
that demanded an answer, or perhaps brooding a little oyer 
the past, in which the form of Richard now came and went 
at its wilL 

So long as Kowland imagined the ezistenoe of a quarrel, 
he imagined therein a bond between them ; when he became 
conyinced that no quarrel, only indifference, or perhaps 
despisal, separated them» he began again to despair, and feit 
himself nrged once more to speak. Seizmg, therefore, an 
opportonity in such manner that she eould not escape him 
without attracting yery ondesirable attention, he began a talk 
npon the old basis. 

'' Wilt thoa then forgiye me neyermore, Dorothy f " he said 
hombly. 

" For what, Mr. Scudamore I" 

''I mean for offending thee with rüde worda" 

" Tmly I haye forgotten them." 

<' Then shall we be friends t " 

" Nay, that follows not" 

" What quarrel then hast thou with mef ^ 

^'I haye no quarrel with thee; yet is ther» ose thing I 
cannot forgiye thee.*' 

**Änd what is that, cousint Belieye me I know not I 
need but to know, and I will hamble myself." 

"That would senre nothing, for how should I forgiye t&ee 
for being unworthy t For such thing th^re is no forgiyenesa. 
Cease thoa to be unworthy, and then is there nothing to 

U 
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forgive. I were an unfnendly friend, Eowland, did I be&iend 
the man who befriendetl^^ot himself." 

'' I understand thee not, cousin." 

'' And I anderstand not tfay not nndersianding. Therefore 
can there be no oommunion betveen ns." 

So saying, Dorothy left bim to wbat consolation he coold 
find in such chinarpastoral abnse as the gallants of the day 
would, with the aid of poetic penny-trompet, cast npon ofiend* 
ing damseU — Daphnes and CUoes, and, in the mood, heathen 
shepherdesses in generaL But, fortnnately for himself, how 
great soever had been the freedom with which he had lost and 
changed maiiy a foolish liking, he found, let bis hopelessness 
or hie offen ce be what it might, he had not the power to shake 
himself free from the first worthy passion ever ronsed in him. 
It had Struck root below the sandy upper Stratum of bis mind 
into a clay seil beneath, where at least it was able to hold, 
and whence it could draw a little slow reluctant nourish- 
ment. 

During his poetic anger, he wrote no small amonnt of fair 
verse, tried by the Standard of Cowley, Carew, and Sackling, 
— so like theirs indeed that the best of it might have passed 
for some of their worst, although there was not in it all a 
Single phrase to remind one of their best. Bat when the 
poetic spring began to run dry, he feil once more into a sort 
of wilful despair, and disrelished everything, except indeed his 
food and drink, — so mach so that his master perceiying his 
altered cheer, one day addressed him to know the cause. 

" What aileth thee, Rowland % " he said kindly. " For 
this se'ennight past, thou lookest like one that oweth the 
hangman his best suit." 

" I rust, my lord," said Rowland, with a tragic air of dis- 
content. 

The notion had arisen in his foolish head that the way to 
soften the heart of Dorothy would be to ride to the wars, 
and get himself slain^ or, rather severely bat not mortally 
wounded. Then he would be brought back to Raglan, and, 
thinking he was going to die, Dorothy would nurse him, and 
then she would be sure to fall in love with him. Yes — ^he 
would ride forth on the fellow Heywood's mare, seek him in 
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the field of battle, and slay him, but he himself tlias griey- 
ously woundei 

•* I mst, my lord,'* he said hriefly. 

** Ha ! thou wouldst to the wars ! I like thee for that, boy. 
Traly the king wanteth soldiers, and that more than ever. 
Thou art a good cupbearer, but I will do my best to savour 
my claret without thee. Thou shalt to the king, and what 
poor thing my word may do for thee shall not be wanting.*' 

Scudamore had expected Opposition, and was a little non- 
plussed. He had judged himself essential to bis master*s 
comfort, and had even hoped he might set Dorothy to use her 
influence towards reconciling him to remain at home. . But 
although self-indulgent and lazy, Scudamore was Constitution- 
ally no coward, and had never had any ezperience to giye 
him pause : he did not know what an ugly thing a battle is 
after it is over, and the mind has leisure to attend to the 
smarting of the wounds. s 

" I thank yonr lordship with all my heart," he said, putting 
on an air of greater satisfaction than he feit, ^' and with your 
lordship's leave would prefer a further request" 

**Say on, Rowland. I owe thee something for long and 
faithful Service. An' I can, I will." 

''Give me the Boundhead's mare that I may the better find 
her master." 

For Lady was still within the walls. The Marquis could 
not restore her, but neither could he bring himself to use her, 
cherishing the hope of being one day free to give her back to 
a reconciled subject. But, alas ! there were very few horses 
now in Eaglan stalls. 

" No, Rowland," he said, " thou art the last who ought to 
get any good of her. It were neither law nor justice to band 
the Stolen goods to the thief." 

He sat silent, and Bowland, not yery eager, stood before 
him in silence also, meaning it to be read as indicating that 
to the wars except on that mare's back he would not ride. 
Bat the thought of the Marquis had now taken another tum. 

''Thou shalt have her, my boy. Thou shalt not rust at 
home for the sake of a gouty old man and bis claret But 
ere thou go^ I will write out certain mazims for thy following 
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both in the field and in qnarters. Ere thoa ride, look well 
to thy girths, and as thou ridest say thy prayers, for it 
pleaseth not God that every man on the right side should 
live, and thou mayest find the presence in which thou standest 
change suddenly from that of mortal man to that of living 
God. I say nothing of orthodoxy, for truly I am not one to 
tbink that because a man hath been born a heretic, which lay 
not in his choice, and hath not been of his parents taught in 
the truth, that therefore he must howl for ever. Not while 
blessed Mary is queen of heaven, will all the priests in 
Christendom persuade me thereof. Only be thou fully per- 
suaded in thine own mind, Bowland ; for if thou cared not, 
that were an evil thing indeed. And of all things, my lad, 
remember this, that a weak blow were ever better unstruck. 
Go now to the armourer, and to him deliver my will that he 
fit thee out as a cuirassier for his majesty's Service. I can 
give thee no rank, for I have no regiment in the making at 
present, but it may please his majesty to take care of thee, 
and give thee a place in my lord Glamorgan's regiment of 
body-guards.** 

The prospect thus suddenly opened to Scudamore of a 
wider lifo and greater liberty, might have dazzled many a 
nobler nature than his. Lord Worcester saw the light in his 
eyes, and as he left the room gazed after him with pitiful 
countenance. 

"Poor lad! poor lad!" he said to himself; "I hope I see 
not the last of thee ! God forbid ! Bat here thou didst but 
rust, and it were a vile thing in an old man to infect a youth 
with the disease of age." 

Kowland soon found the master of the armoury, and with 
him crossed to the keep, where it lay, above the Workshop. 
At the foot of the stair he talked loud, in the hope that 
Dorothy might be with the fire-engine, which he thought he 
heard at work, and would hear him. Having chosen such pieces 
as pleased his faucy, and needed but a little of the armourer's 
art to render them suitable, he filled his arms with them, and 
foUowing the master down, contrived to fall a little behind, 
so that he should leave the tower before him, when he 
dropped them all with a huge clatter at the foot of the stair. 
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The noise was snffieient, for it bronght oat Dorotliy. She 
gazed for a moment as, pretending not to haye seen her, he 
waa picking them np with his back towarda her. 

''Do I see thee arming at length, cousinf " ahe aaid. *^ I 
eongratulate thee." 

She held out her hand to him. He took it and stared. 
The leception of his noisy news was different from what 
he had been yain enongh to hope. So little had Dorothy's 
behavionr in the captore of SowLmd enlightened him as to 
her character ! 

^'Thon wonldst haye me slain then to be rid of me, 
Dorothy I " he gasped 

''I wonld haye any man slain where men fight," retnmed 
Dorothy, '' rather tban idling within stone walls ! " 

'' Thon art hard-hearted, Dorothy, and knowest not what 
lore is, eise woaldst thou pity me a little." 

^ What ! art afraid, coosin I ^ 

'^Afraid! I fear nothing nnder heayen bat thy cruelty, 
Dorothy." 

'^ Then what wonldst thon haye me pity thee for I " 

'^I wonld, an' I had dared, have said — ^Becanse I mnst 
leaye thee. Bat thon wonldst mock at that, and tberefore, I 
say instead — ^Becanse I shall neyer retnm ; f or I see well that 
thon neyer bast loyed me eyen a little." 

Dorothy smiled. 

** An* I had loyed thee, cousin," she rejoined, "I had neyer 
let thee rest, or left soliciting thee, nntil thon badst donned 
thy bnff coat and bnckled on thy spnrs, and departed to be a 
man among men, and no more a boy among women." 

So saying she retnmed to her engine, which all the time 
had been pnmping and fordng with fiery Inspiration. 

Scndamore monnted and rode, foUowed by one of the 
grooms. He fonnd the king at Wallingford, presented the 
Marqnis's letter, proffered his senrices, and was at once 
placiä in attendance on his majesty's person. 

In the eyes of most of his comrades the mare he rode 
seemed too light for cayalry work, bat she made np in spirit 
and qoality of mnscle for lack of size, and there was not 
another abont the king to match in beanty the little black 
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Ix 1^ 3&eaaLxb&e a S3ic<»iss»^tt of eTe&:3 had emtiibated to 
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Lady. Sweet-tempered and gentle although nervous and 
qaick, and endoved with a rare docility and a faith which 
supplied coarage, ib was clear, while notbing was known of 
her pedigree, both from her form and her natore, that she 
was of Arab descent. No feeling of unreality in bis pos- 
Session of her intrading to disturb bis satisfaction in her, 
Scudamore became verj fond of her. Having joined the 
anny, howeyer, only after the second battle of Newbury, he 
had no chance tili the following sammer of leaming how she 
bore herseif in the field. 



CHAPTEE XLIIL 

LADY AND BISHOP. 

In the meantimo a succession of events had contiibuted to 
enhance the influence of Cromwell in the Parliament, and bis 
Position and power in the armj. He was now, therefore, 
more able to put in places of trost such men as came nearest 
bis own way of thinking, and amongst the rest Boger Hey- 
wood, whom, once brought into the active Service for which 
modesty had made bim doubt bis own fitness, he would not 
allow to leave it agaio, bat made colonel of one of bis favourite 
regiments of borse, with bis son as major. 

Eichard continued to nde Bishop, which became at length 
famous for coarage, as he had become at once for ugliness« 
Fortunately they found that he had developed friendly feelings 
towards one of the mares of the troop, never lashing out wben 
she happened to be behind bim ; so they gave her that place, 
and were freed from much anxiety. Still the rider on each 
side of bim had to keep bis eyes open, for every now and then 
a sudden fury of biting would seize bim, and bring chaos iu 
the regiment for a moment or two. Wben bis master was 
made an officer, the brute's temptations probably remained 
the same, but bis opportunities of yielding to them became 
considerably fewer. 

It was Strange Company in which Eichard rode. Nearly all 
were of the independent party in religious polity, all hol^g, 
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or imagining they held, the same or nearlj the samo tenets. 
The opinions of most of them, however, were merelj the 
opinions of the man to whose inflaences they had been first 
and principally subjected : to saj what their belief wasy would 
be to say what they vere, which is deeper jadgment than a 
man can reach. In Soger Heywood and his son dwelt a pure 
love of liberty ; the ardent attachment to liberty which most 
of the troopers professed would have prevented few of them 
indeed from putting a Quaker in the Stocks, or perhaps whip- 
ping him, had such an obnoxious heretic as a Quaker been 
at that time in existence. In some was the devoutest sense of 
personal Obligation, and the strengest religious feeling; in 
others was nothing but talk, less injurious than some sorts of 
pseudo-religious talk, in that it was a Jargon admitting of 
much freedom of utterance and reception,, mysterioos Symbols 
being used in commonest interchange. That they all believed 
eamestly enough to fight for their convictions,. will not go 
Yery far in proof of their sincerity even, for to most of them 
fighting came by nature, and was no doubt a great relief to 
the much-oppressed old Adam not yet by any means dead in 
them. 

At length the king led out his men for another campaign, 
and was followed by Fairfax and Cromwell into the shbes of 
Leicester and Northampton. Then came the battle at the 
village of Naseby. 

Prince Bupert, whose folly so often lost what his courage 
had gained, having defeated Ireton and his horse^ followed 
them from the field, while Cromwell with his superior 
ntmibers tumed Sir Marmaduke Langdale's flank, and 
thereby tumed the scale of victory« 

But Sir Marmaduke and his men fought desperately, and 
while the contest was yet undecided, the king saw that 
Bupert^ retumed from the pursuit^ was attacking the enemy's 
artillery, and despatched Bowland in hot haste to bring him 
to the aid of Sir Marmaduke. 

The straightest line to reach him lay across a large field to 
the rear of Sir Marmaduke's men« As he went from behind 
them, Eichard caught sight of him and his object together, 
Struck spurs into Bishop's flanks, bored him through a bull- 
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fencoy was in the same field with Bowland, and tore at füll 
speed to head him off from the prince. 

Bowland rode for some distance withont perceiving that he 
was folloved 3 if ßichard could but get within pistol-shot of 
him, for, alas, he seemed to be mounted on the fleeter animal ! 
Heavens ! — could it be 1 Yes, it was ! it was his own lost 
Lady the cayalier rode 1 For a moment his heart beat so fast 
that he feit as if he should fall from his horse. 

Eowland became aware that he was pursued, but at the 
first glimpse of the long, low, rat-like animal on which the 
Boundhead came floundering after him, burst into a laugh of 
derision, and jumping a young hedge found himself in a 
clayish fallow, which his mare found heavy. Soon Eichard 
jumped the hedge also, and immediately Bishop had the 
advantage. But now, beyond the tall hedge they were 
approaching, they heard the sounds of the conflict near: 
there was no time to lose. Bichard breathed deep, and 
uttered a long, wild, peculiar cry. Lady started, half-stopped, 
raised her head high, and tumed round her ears. Bichard 
cried again. She wheeled, and despite spur and rein, thongh 
the powerful bit with which Bowland rode her seemed to 
threaten breaking her jaw, bore him, at short deer-like 
bounds, back towards his pursuer. 

Not until the mare refused obedience did Bowland begin 
to suspect who had followed him. Then a vague recoUection 
of something Bichard had said the night he carried him home 
to Baglan, crossed his mind, and he grew furious. But in 
vain he struggled with the mare, and all the time Bichard 
kept ploughing on towards him. At length he saw Bowland 
take a pistol from his holster. Instinctively Bichard did the 
same, and when he saw him raise the butt-end to strike her 
on the head, fired — and missed, but saved Lady the blow, and 
ere Bowland recovered from the start it gave him to hear the 
bullet whistle past his ear, uttered another equally peculiar 
but different cry. Lady reared, plunged, threw her heels in 
the air, emptied her saddle, and came flying to Bichard. 

But now arose a fresh anxiety — what if Bishop should, as 
was most likely, attack the mare? At her master's word, 
howerer, she stood, a few yards off, and with arched neck and 
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forward-pricked ears, waited, while Bishop, moved possibly 
with admiration of the manner in which she had unseated 
her rider, scanned her with no malign a^pect. 

By this time Sovland had got upon his feet, and mindful 
of his duty, hopeful also that Bichard would be content with 
his prize, set off as hard as he coald ran for a gap he spied in 
the hedga But in a moment Bishop, foUowed by Lady, had 
headed him. 

" Thon wert better cry quarter," said Bichard. 

The reply was a bullet, that Struck Bishop below the ear. 
He stood straight up, gave one yell, and tumbled over. 
Scudamore ran towards the mare, hoping to catch her and be 
off ere the Eoundhead could recover himself. But, although 
Bishop had fallen on his leg, Bichard was unhurt. He lay 
still and watched. Lady seemed bewildered, and Bowland 
Coming softly up, seized her bridle, and sprung into the 
eaddle. The same moment Bichard gave his cry a second 
time, and again up went Bowland in the air, and Lady came 
trotting daintily to her master, scared, but obedient. Bow- 
land feil on his back, and before he came to himself, Bichard 
had drawn his leg from under his slain charger, and his 
s^ford from its sheath. And now first he perceived who his 
Antagonist was, and a pang went to his heart at the remem- 
brance of his father's words. 

"Mr. Scudamore," he cried, "I would thou hadst not 
Stolen my mare, so that I might fight with thee in a Christian 
fashion.'' 

"Boundhead scoundrel!" gasped Scudamore, wild with 
wrath. " Thy unmannerly varlet tricks shall cost thee dear. 
Thou a soldier I A juggler with a mountebank jade — ^a vile 
hackney which thou hast taught to caper I A soldier, indeed ! " 

'^ A soldier and seatless 1 " retumed Bichard. '' A soldier 
and rail I A soldier and steal my mare, then shoot my horse ! 
Bah I an' t];^e rest were like thee, we might take the field with 
dog-whips." 

Scudamore drew a pistol from his belt, and glanced towards 
the mare. 

" An' thou lift thine arm, I will kill thee,"' cried Bichard. 
" What ! shall a man not teach bis horse lest the thief should 
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find him not broke to his taste 1 Besides, did I not give thee 
warning while yet I judged thee an honest man, and a thief 
but in jesti Go thy ways. I shall do my country better 
Service by following braver men than by taking thee. Get 
thee back to thy master. An' I killed thee, I shoold do him 
less hurt than I would. See yonder how thy master's horse 
do knot and scatter ! " 

He approached Lady to mount and ride away. 

Bat Kowland, who had now with the help of his anger re- 
covered from the eflfects of his fall, rushed at Bichard with 
drawn sword. The contest was brief. With one heavy blow 
that beat down his guard and wonnded him severely in the 
Shoulder, dividing his coUar-bone, for he was but lightly 
armed, Bichard stretched his antagonist on the ground ; then 
seeing Prince Bupert's men retuming, and Sir Marmaduke's 
in fiight and some of them Coming his way, he feared being 
surrounded, and, leaping into the saddle, flew as if the wind 
were under him back to his regiment, reaching it just as in 
the first heat of pursuit Gromwell called them back, and 
turned them upon the rear of the royalist infantry« 

This decided the battle. Ere Bupert returned, the affair 
was so hopeless that not even the entreaties of the king coold 
induce his cavalry to form again and charge. 

His majesty retreated to Leicester and Hereford. 



CHAPTER XLIV. 

THE fCING. 

SoME months before the battle of Naseby, which was fought 
in June— early, that is, in the year 1645 — *^ö plans of the 
king having now ripened, he gave a secret commission for 
Ireland to the Earl of Glamorgan, with immense powers, 
among the rest that of coining money, in order that he might 
be in a position to make proposals towards certain arrange- 
ments with the Irish Catholics, which, in view of the pre- 
judices of the king's Protestant Council, it was of vital import- 
auce to keep secret Glamorgan, therefore, took a long leave 
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of bis wife and family, and in the month of March set out for 
Dablin. At Gaernarvon^ they got on board a small barque, 
laden with com, but^ in rough weatber that followed, were 
cast asbore on tbe coast of Lancasbire. A second attempt 
failed also, for, pursued by a Parliament vessel, tbey were 
again compelled to land on tbe same coast. It was tbe 
middle of summer before tbey reacbed Dublin. 

During tbis period tbere was of course great anxiety in 
Eaglan, tbe cbief part of wbicb was Lady Glamorgan's. At 
times sbe feit tbat but for tbe sympatby of Dorotby, ofben 
silent but always ministrant, sbe would bave broken down 
quite undor tbe bürden of ignorance and its attendant 
anxiety. 

In tbe prolonged absence of ber busband, and tbe irregu- 
larity of tidings, for tbey came at uncertain as well as wide 
intervals, ber yeamings after ber vanisbed MoUy, wbicb bad 
become more patient, returned witb all tbeir early vebemence, 
and sbe began to brood on tbe meeting beyond tbe grave of 
wbicb her religion waked ber bope. Nor was tbis all: ber 
religion itself grew more real j for altbougb tbere is notbing 
essentially religious in tbinking of tbe future, altbougb tbere 
is more of tbe beart of religion in tbe taking of strengtb from 
tbe love of God to do tbe commonest duty, tban in all tbe 
longing for a blessed bereafter of wbicb tbe soul is capable, 
yet tbe love of a little cbild is very close to tbe love of tbe 
great Fatber ; and tbe loss tbat sets any affection acbing and 
longing, beaves, as on a wave from tbe very beart of tbe 
buman ocean, tbe labouring spirit up towards tbe ^ource of 
life and restoration. In like manner, from tbeir common love 
to tbe cbild, and tbeir common sense of loss in ber deatb, tbe 
bearts of tbe two women drow closer to eacb otber, and Pro- 
testant Mistress Dorotby was able to speak words of comfort 
to Gatbolic Lady Glamorgan, wbicb tbe bearer found would 
lie on tbe sbelf of ber creed none tbe less quietly tbat tbe 
giver bad lifted tbem from tbe sbelf of bers. 

One evening, wbile yet Lady Glamorgan bad bad no news 
of ber busband's arrival in Ireland, and tbe brigbt June 
weatber continued clouded witb uncertainty and fear, Lady 
Brougbton came panting into her parlour witb the tidinga 
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that A Courier had just arrived at the main entrance, himself 
pale with fatigue, and bis horse white with foaoL 

'* Alas ! alas ! " cried Ladj Glamorgan, and feil back in 
her chair, faint with apprehendon, for what might not be the 
message he borel Ere Dorothj had succeeded in calming 
her, the Marquis himself came hobbling in, with the news 
that the king was Coming. 

*' Is that all t " Said the Gountess, heaving a deep sigh, wbile 
the tears ran down her cheeks. 

"Is that alir* repeated her father-in-law. "How, my 
lady ! Is there then nobodj in all the world but Glamorgan ? 
Verily I believe thou wouldst tum thy back on the Angel 
Gabriel, if he dared appear before thee without thy Ned 
under bis arm. Bless the Irish heart- ! I never gave thee my 
Ned that thou shouldst fall down and worship the fellow.*' 

" Bear with me sir,** she answered faintly. " It is but the 
pain here. Thou knowest I cannot teil but he lieth at the 
bottom of the Irish Sea." 

'' If he do lie there, then lieth he in Abraham's bosom, 
daughter, where I trust there is room for thee and me also. 
Thou rememberest how thy MoUy said onee to thee, " Madam, 
thy bosom is not so big as my lord Abraham's. What a big 
bosom my lord Abraham must have ! '' 

Lady Glamorgan laughed. 

" Come then — * to our work alive ! * which is now to receire 
bis majesty," said the Marquis. " My wild Irishwoman *' 

" Alas, my lord ! tame enough now,'' sighed the Countess. 

" Not too tame to understand that she must represent her 
husband before the king's majesty," said Lord Worcester. 

Lady Glamorgan rose, kissed her father-in-law, wiped her 
eyes, and said, — 

** Where, my lord, do you purposo lodging bis majesty 1 " 

" In the great north room, over the buttery, and next the 
picture-gallery, which will serve bis majesty to walk in, and 
the Windows there have the finest prospect of alL I did think 

of the great tower, but Well — the Chamber there is in- 

deed statelier, but it is gloomy as a duU twilight, while the 
one I intend him to lie in is bright as a summer moming. 
The tower Chamber makes me think of all the lords and ladies 
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tliat have died therein; the north room, of all the babies 
that have been born tbere.'^ 

^ Spoken like a man ! " murmured Lady Glamorgan. 
" Have you given directions, my lord 1 *' 

'' I have sent for Sir £alph« Come with me, Margaret : 
yoa and Mary must keep your old fatber from blundering. 
Bnn, Dorothy, and teil Mr. Delaware and Mr. Andrews 
that I desire their presence in my closet I miss tbe rogue 
Scudamore. They teil me he hath done well, and is sorely 
wonnded. He mu8t feel the better for the one already, and 
I hope he will soon be nothing the worse for the other." 

Ab he thus talked, they left the room and took their way 
to the 8tudy, where they foond the Steward waiting them. 

The whole Castle was presently alive with preparations for 
the king's visit That be had been so sorely foiled of late, 
only roused in all the greater desire to receive him with every 
possible honour. Hope revived in Lady Glamorgan's bosom : 
she wonld take the coming of the king as a good omen for 
the retam of her husband. 

Dorothy ran to do tbe Marqois's pleasore. As she ran, it 
seemed as if some new spring of life had biirst forth in her 
heart. The king ! the king actually Coming 1 The Grod- 
chosen monarch of England 1 The head of the Church 1 The 
type of Omnipotence I The wronged, the saintly, the wise ! 
He who fought with bleeding heart for the rights, that he 
might fulfil the dnties to which he was born ! She wonld 
see him I she wonld breathe the same air with him ! gaze on 
bis gracions countenance nnseen nntil she had imprinted every 
fcature of bis divine face npon her heart and memory I The 
thought was too entrancing. She wept as she ran to find 
the master of the horse and the master of the fish-ponds. 

At length, on the evening of the third of Jnly, a pursui- 
vant, accompanied by an advanced goard of horsemen, an- 
nonnced the king, and presently on the north road appeared 
the dnst of bis approach. Kearer they came, all on horseback, 
a conrt of officers. Travel-stained and weary, with foam- 
flecked horses, bnt flowing plames, flashing armour, and ringing 
chains, they arrived at the brick gate, where Lord Charles 
himself threw the two leayes open to admit them, and bent 
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the knee before his king. As they entered tlie marble gate, 
they saw the Marquis descending the great white stair to meet 
them, leaning for his lameness on the arm of his brother Sir 
Thomas of Troy, and foUowed by all the ladies and gentlemen 
and officers in the Castle, who stood on the stair while he 
approached the king's horse, bent his knee, kissed the royal 
band, and rising with difficulty, for the gout had aged him 
beyond his years, said, — 

"Domine, non sum dignus.*' 

I would I had not to give this brief dialogue ; but it Stands 
on record, and may suggest something worth thinking to him 
who can read it aright. 

The king replied, — 

" My lord, I may very well answer you again : I have not 
found so great faith in Israel; for no man would trost me 
with so much money as you have done.'* 

" I hope your majesty will prove a defender of the faith," 
retumed the Marquis. 

The king then dismounted, ascended the marble steps with 
his host, nearly as stiff as he from his long ride, crossed the 
moat on the undulating drawbridge, passed the echoing gate- 
way, and entered the stone court. 

The Marquis turned to the king, and presented the keys of 
the castla The king took them and returned them. 

" I pray your majesty keep them in so good a band. I fear 
that ere it be long I shall be forced to deliver them into the 
hands of who will spoil the compliment," said the Marquis. 

** Nay," rejoined his majesty, "but keep them tili the King 
of kings demand the account of your stewardship, my lord." 

" I trust your majesty's name will then be seen where it 
Stands therein," said the Marquis, "for so it will faxe the 
better with the Steward." 

In the court, the garrison, horse and foot, a goodly show, 
was drawn up to receive him, with an open lane through, 
leading to the north-westem angle, where was the stair to 
the king's apartment. At the draw-well, which lay right in 
the way, and around which the men stood off in a circle, the 
king stopped, laid his band on the wheel, and said gaily, — 

" My lord, is this your lordship's purse } '* 
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" For your majestj's sake, I would it were," retnrned the 
Marquis. 

At the foot of the stair, on plea of his gout, he deliyered 
his majesty to the care of Lord Charles, Sir Ralph Blackstone, 
and Mr. Delaware, who conducted him to his Chamber. 

The king supped alone, but after supper, Lady Glamorgan 
and the other ladies of the familj, having requested permis- 
sion to wait upon him, were nshered into his presence. Each 
of them took with her one of her ladies in attendance, and 
Dorothy, being the one chosen by her mistress for that honour, 
not without the rousing of a streng feeling of injustice in the 
bosoms of the eider ladies, entered trembling behind her 
mistress, as if the room were a temple wherein no simulacrum 
but the divinity himself dwelt in visible presence. 

Eüs majesty received them courteously, said kind things to 
seyeral of them, but spoke and behared at first with a certain 
long-faced reserve rather than dignity, which, while it jarred 
a little with Dorothy's ideal of the graciousness that should 
be mingled with majesty in the perfect monarch, yet operated 
only to throw her spirit back into that stage of devotion 
wherein, to use a figure of the king's own, the awe oyerlays 
the love. 

A little later the Marquis entered, Walking slowly, leaning 
on the arm of Lord Charles, but carrying in his own hands 
a present of apricots from his brother to the king. 

Meantime Dorothy's lore had begun to rise again from be- 
neath her awe ; but when the Marquis came in, old and stately, 
reverend and slow, with a silver dish in each band and a 
basket on his arm, and she saw him bow three times ere he 
presented his offering, himself serving whom all served, him- 
self humble whom all revered, then again did awe nearly over- 
come her. When the king, however, having graciously re- 
ceived the present, chose for each of the ladies one of the 
apricots, and Coming to Dorothy last, picked out and ofiered 
the one he said was likest the bloom of her own fair cheek, 
gratitude again restored the sway of love, and in the greatness 
of the honour she almost let slip the compliment She could 
not reply, but she looked her thanks, and the king doubtless 
missed nothing. 
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The nezt day his majestj rested, bat on following days 
rode to Monmouth, Chepstow, Usk, and other towns in the 
iieighbourhood, whose loyalty, thanks to the Marquis, had as 
yet stood out. After dinner he generally paid the Marquis a 
Visit in the oak parlour, then perhaps had a walk in the 
grounds, or a game on the bowling-green. 

But although the Marquis was devoted to the Hng's cause, 
he was not therefore either blinded or indifferent to the Hng's 
faults, and as an old man who had long been trying to grow 
better, he made up his mind to risk a respectful word in the 
matter of kingly Obligation. 

One day, therefore, when his majesty entered the oak 
parlour, he found his host sitting by the table with his Gower 
lying open beforo him, as if he had been reading, which 
doubtless was the case. 

" What book have you there, my lord % " asked the king — 
while some of his courtiers stood near the door, and others 
gazed from the window on the moat and the swelling, tower- 
ing mass of the keep. " I like to know what books my friends 
read" 

'' Sir, it is old Master John Gower's book of verses, entitled 
Confessio Amantis" answered his lordship. 

'<It is a book I have never seen before,'' said the king, 
glancing at its pages. 

" Oh ! " returned the Marquis, " it is a book of books, 
which if your majesty had been well yersed in, it would have 
made you a king of kings." 

" Why so, my lord?" asked the king. 

" Why," Said the Marquis, "here is set down how Aristotle 
brought up and instructed Alexander the Great in all his 
rudiments, and the principles belonging to a princa Allow 
me, Sir, to read to you such a passage as will show your 
majesty the truth of what I say." 

He opened the book and read : — 



' Among the yertnes one is ohefe, 
And that is trouthe, whioli is lefe (cKear) 

To God and eke to man also. 
And f or it hath ben ever so, 
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Tanght Ariitotle, as he well conth, {Jkntw) 

To Aluaundre, how in hu youth 

He ihiüde of trouthe thilke graee {UuU $ame) 

Wiih all hii hole herte embraoe, 

So that his word be trewe and pleine 

Toward the world, and ao certeine, 

That in him be no donble apeche. 

For if meo ahulde tronthe leche, 

And found it nonght within a lang, 

It were an unfittende thing 

The werde ia token of that within ; 

Hiere ahall a worthy king begin 

To kepe his tunge and to be trewe, 

8q ahall lua prioe ben ever newe." 

''And bere, sir» is vrh&t he saith as to the significance of 
the kingly crown, if your majesty will allow me to read it." 
'' Eead od, xny lord ; all is good and true/' said the king. 

" The gold betokneth excellence, 
That men shuld done him revereno^ 
Aa to her lege soveraine. ^heir liege) 

The atonea, as the bokes ^aine,. 
Gommeoded ben in treble wise« 

First, they ben hard, and thilke aaeise {thai attribuU) 
Betokeneth in a king constaunce. 
So that there ihall be no yariannce 
Be fonnd in hia condicion 
And also by description 
The yertne, whiche ia in the stones, 
A verray signe ia for the nonea 
Of that a king ahall ben honest. 

And holde trewely his bebest (promise) 

Of thing, which longeth to kinghede.** {bdongeth) 

** And so on — for I were loath to weary your majesty — of 
the colour of the stones, and the circular form of the crown." 

'' Eead on, my lord/' said the king. 

Several passages, therefore, did the Marquis pick out and 
read — amongst which probably were certain conceming flat- 
terers — ^taking care still to speak of Alexander and Aristotle, 
and by no means of king and marquis, until at length he had 
''read the king such a lesson,.** as Dr. Baylyinforms ns, ''that 
the bystanders were amazed at his boldness.^' 

" My lord, have you got your lesson by heart, or speak you 

out of the book 1" asked the king, taking the volume. 

lt. 
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" Sir," the Marquis replied, " if you could read my hearfc, 
it may be you might find it there j or if your majesty please 
to get it by heart, I will lend you my book/' 

" I would willingly borrow it," said the king. 

" Nay," said the Marquis, " I will lend it to you upon these 
conditions: first, that you read it; and, second, that you 
make use of it.*' 

Here, glancing round, well knowing the nature of the soil 
upüu which his words feil, he saw " some of the new-made 
lords displeased, fretting and biting their thumbs/' and thus 
therefore resumed ; — 

" But, sir, I assure you that no man was so much for the 
absolute power of the king as Aristotle. If your majesty will 
allow me the book again, I will show you one remarkable 
passage to that purpose/' 

Having searched the volume for a moment, and found it, 
he read as follows: — 

" Harpaghes first his tale tolde, 
And said, how that the strength of kingei 
Is mightiest of alle thinges. 
For king hath power over man, 
And man is he, which reson can, 
As he, which is of his nature 
The most noble creature 
Of alle tho that 6od hath wronght. 
And by that skill it seemeth noaght, (for ihat recMon) 
He saith that any erthly thing 
May be so mighty as a king. 
A king may spille, a king may save, 
A king may make of lorde a knave. 
And of a knave a lord also ; 
The power of a king stant so 
That he the lawes overpasseth. 
What he will mnke lasse, he lasseth ; 
"What he will make more, he moreth ; 
And as a gentil f aucon soreth, 
He fleeth, that no man him reclaimeth. 
Bat he alone all other tameth, 
And stant him seif of lawe fre." 

"There, my liege ! So much for Aristotle and the Mnghood ! 
But think not he taketh me with him all the way. By cur 
Lady, I go not so far." 
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Lifting his head again, he saw, to his wish, that "divers 
new-made lords " had " slunk out of tlie room." 

" My lord," said the king, " at this rate you will drive 
away all my nobility,** 

" I Protest unto your majesty," the Marquis replied, " I am 
as new a made lord as any of them all, but I was never called 
knaye or rogue so much in all my life as I have been since I 
received this last honour : and why should they not bear their 
shares ? " 

In high good-humour with his success, he told the story 
the same evening to Lady Glamorgan in Dorothy's presence. 
It gave her ground for thought : she wondered that the 
Marquis should think the king required such lessoning. She 
had never dreamed that a man and his office are not only 
metaphysically distinct, but may be morally separate 
things ; she had hitherto taken the office as the pledge for the 
paan, the show as the pledge for the reality ; and now therefore 
her notion of the king received a rüde shock from his best 
friend. 

The arrival of his majesty had added to her labours, for now 
again horse must spout every day, — with no MoUy to see it 
and rejoice. Every fountain rushed heavenwards, <' and all 
the air" was "filled with pleasant noise of waters." This 
required the fire-engine to be kept pretty constantly at work, 
and Dorothy had to run up and down the stair of the great 
tower several times a day. But she lingered on the top as 
often and as long as she might 

One glorious July afternoon, gazing from the top of the 
keep, she saw his majesty, the Marquis, some of the courtiers, 
and a Mr. Prichard of the neighbourhood, on the bowling- 
green, having a game together. It was like looking at a tc^y- 
representation of one, for, so far below, everything was 
wondrously dwarfed and fore-shortened. But certainly it 
was a pretty sight — the gay garments, the moving figures, the 
bowls rolling like marbles over the green carpet, while the sun, 
and the blue sky, and just an air of wind — enough to turn 
every leaf into a languidly waved fan, enclosed it in loveliness 
and filled it with life. It was like a picture from a camei'a 
obscura dropped right at the foot of the keep, for the Surround- 
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ing walk, moat, and sunk walk beyond, were, seen from that 
height, but enough to keep the bowling-green, which. came to 
the edge of the sunk walk, twelve feet below it, from appear- 
ing to cling to the foundations of the tower. The circle of 
arches filled with shell-work and statues of Koman emperors, 
which formed the face of the escarpment of the sank walk, 
looked like a curiously-cut fringe to the carpet. 

While Dorothy aloft was thus looking down and watching 
the game, — 

** What a lovely prospect it is ! " said his majesty below, 
addressing Mr. Prichard, while the Marquis bowled. 

Making answer, Mr. Prichard pointed out where his own 
house lay, half hidden by a grove, and said, — 

" May it please your majesty, I have advised my lord to 
cut down those trees, so that when he wants a good player at 
bowls, he may have but to beckon." 

" Nay," retumed the king, " he should plant more trees, that 
so he might not see thy house at all*' 

The Marquis, who had bowled, and was coming towards 
them, heard what the king said, and fancying he aimed at the 
fault of the greedy buying-up of land — 

*'If your majesty hath had enough of the game," he said, 
** and will climb with me to the top of the tower, I will show 
you what may do your mind some ease.'' 

*^ I should be sorry to set your Lordship such an arduous 
task," replied the king. ** But I am very desirous of seeing 
your great tower, and if you will permit me, I will climb the 
stair without your attendance." 

'^ Sir, it will pleasure me to think that the last time ever I 
ascended those stairs, I conducted your majesty. For indeed 
it shall be the last time. I grow old.'' 

As the Marquis spoke, he led towards the twin-arched bridge 
over the Castle moat, then through the western gate, and 
along the side of the court to the Gothic bridge, on their way 
despatching one of his gentlemen to fetch the keys of the 
tower. 

^'My lord/' said the king when the messenger had gone, 
'' there are some men so unreasonable as to make me believe 
that your lordship hath good störe of gold yet left within the 
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tower ; but I, knowing how I have exhausted you, could never 
have believed it^ until now I see 70U will not trust the keys 
with any but yourself." 

" Sir," answered tbe Marquis^ " I was so far from giving 
your majesty any such, occasion of tbought by this tender of 
my duty^ that I protest unto you that I was once resolved that 
your majesty should have lain there^ but that I was loath to 
commit your majesty to the Tower." 

**You are more considerate, my lord, than some of my 
subjects would be if they had me as much in their keeping," 
answered the king sadly. " But what are those pipes let into 
the wall up there ? " he asked, stopping in the middle of the 
bridge and looking up at the keep. 

** Nay, sire, my son Edward must teil you that. He taketh 
stränge liberties with the mighty old hulk. But I will not 
injure his good grace with your majesty by talking of that I 
understand not. I trust that one day, when you shall no more 
require his absence, you will yet again condescend to be my 
guest, when my son, by your majesty's favour now my Lord 
Glamorgan, will have things to show you that will delight 
your eyes to behold." 

"I have ere now seen something of his Performance," 
answered the king ; " but these naughty times give room for 
nothing in that kind but guns and swords." 

Leaving the Workshop unvisited, his lordship took the 
king up the stair, and unlocking the entrance to the first 
floor, ushered him into a lofty vaulted Chamber, old in the 
midst of antiquity, dark, vast, and stately. 

" This is where I did think to lodge your majesty," he said, 
"but — but — your majesty sees it is gloomy, for the Windows 
are narrow, and the walls are ten feet through." 

"It maketh me very cold," said the king, shuddering. 
" Good sooth, but I were loath to be a prisoner ! " 

He turned and left the room hastily. The Marquis rejoined 
him on the stair, and led him, two stories higher, to the 
armoury, now empty compared to its former condition, but 
still capable of aflFording some supply, The next space above 
was fiUed with stores, and the highest was now kept clear for 
defence, for the reservoir so fully occupied the top that there 
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was no room for engines of any sort ; and indeed it took up 
80 much of the storey below with its depth that it left only 
such room as between the decks of a man of-war, rendering it 
hardly fit for any other use. 

Reaching the summit at length, the king gazed with silent 
wonder at the little tarn which lay there as on the crest of a 
mountain. £ut the Marquis conducted him to the westem 
ßide, and, pointing with his finger, said, — 

" Sir, you see that line of trees, stretching across a neck of 
arable field, where to the right the brook catches the suu 1" 

** I see it, my lord," answered the king. 

'^ And behind it a house and garden, small but dainty ? " 

**Yes, my lord." 

** Then I trust your majesty will release me from suspicion 
of being of those to whom the prophet Isaias saith, " Vae qui 
conjungitis domum ad domum, et agrum agro copulatis usque 
adterminum loci : numquid habitabitis vos soli in medio terrae]" 
May it please your majesty, I planted those trees to hoodwink 
mine eyes from such temptations, hiding from them the vine- 
yard of Naboth, lest they should act the Jezebel and tempt 
me to play the Ahab thereto. If I did thus when those trees 
and I were young, shall I do worse now that I stand with one 
foot in the grave, and purgatory itself in the other 1 " 

The king seemed to listen politely, but only listened half 
and did not perceive his drift. He was looking at Dorothy 
where she stood at the opposite side of the reservoir, unable, 
because of the temporary obstruction occasioned by certain 
alterations and repairs about the cocks now going on, to reach 
the stair without passing the king and the Marquis. The king 
asked who she was ; and the Marquis, telling him a little about 
her, called her. She came, courtesied low to his majesty, and 
stood with beating heart. 

" I desire,'' said the Marquis, " thou shouldst explain to his 
majesty that trick of thy cousin Glamorgan, the water-shoot, 
and let him see it work." 

" My lord, " answered Dorothy, trembling betwixt devotion 
and doubtful duty, " it was the great desire of my Lord Gla- 
morgan that none in the castle should know the trick, as it 
pleases your lordship to call it." 



•^ 
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** What, Cousin ! cannot bis majesty keep a secret ^ And 
doth not all that Glamorgan hath belong to the king ? '^ 

"GU)d forbid I should doubt either, my lord/*^ answered 
Dorothy, turning very pale, and ready to sink, " but it cannot 
well be done in the broad day without some one seeing. At 
night, indeed " 

" Tut, tut ! it is but a whim of Glamorgan's. Thou wilt 
not do a jot of ill to show the game before bis majesty in the 
sunlight." 

"Mylord, I promised." 

** Here standeth who will absolve thee, child ! His majesty 
is paramount to Glamorgan," 

" My lord ! my lord ! " said Dorothy almost weeping, " I am 
bewildered, and cannot well understand. But I am sure that if 
it be WTong, no one can give me leave to do it, or absolve me 
beforehand. God himself can but pardon after the thing is 
done, not give permission to do it. Forgive me sir, but so 
Master MattJiew Herbert hath taught me." 

" And very good doctrine, too," said the Marquis emphati- 
cally, " let who will propound it. Think you not so, sir % " 

But the king stood with dull imperturbable gaze fixed on 
the distant horizon, and made no reply. An awkward silence 
followed. The king requested his host to conduct him to his 
apartment. 

" I marvel, my lord," said his majesty as they went down 
the stäir, seeing how lame his host was, ** that, as they teil me, 
your lordship drinks claret All physicians say it is naught 
for the gout." 

"Sir," retumedthe Marquis, "it shall neverbe said that I 
forsook my friend to pleasure my enemy." 

The king's face grew dark, for ever since the lecture for 
which he had made Gower the text-book, he had been ready 
to See a double meaning of rebuke in all the Marquis said. He 
made no answer, avoided his attendants who waited for him in 
the fountain court, expecting him to go by the bell-tower, and, 
passing through the hall and the stone court, ascended to his 
room alone, and went into the picture-gallery, where he paced 
up and down tili supper-time. 

The Marquis rejoined the little Company of his own frienda 
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wlio had left the bowKng-green after him, and were now in 
the oak parlour. A little troubled at the king's carriage to- 
wards him, he entered with a merrier bearing than usual. 

" Well, gentlemen, how goes the bias % " he said gaily. 

" We were but now presuming to say, my lord," answered 
Mr. Prichard, " that there are who would largely Warrant that 
if you would you might be Duke of Somerset." 

" When I was Earl of Worcester/' retumed the Marquis, 
" I was well to do ; since I was Marquis, I am worse by a 
hundred thousand pounds; and if I should be a Duke, I 
should be an arrant beggar. Wherefore I had rather go back 
to my Earldom, than at this rate keep on my pace to the 
Dukedom of Somerset.'' 



CHAPTEK XLV. 

THE SECRET INTERVIEW. 

Between the third of July, when he first came, and the 
fifteenth of September, when he last departed, the king went 
and came several times. During his last visit a remarkable 
interview took place between him and his host, the pa»ticulars 
of which are circumstantially given by Dr. Bayly in the little 
book he calls Certamen Eeligiosum: to me it falls to recount 
after him some of the said particulars, because, although 
Dorothy was brought but one little step within the sphere of 
the interview, certain results were which bore a large influence 
upon her history. 

"Though money came from him,** that is, the Marquis, 
**like drops of blood,*' says Dr. Bayly, "yet was he contented 
that every drop within his body should be let out,** if only 
he might be the Instrument of bringing his majesty back to 
the bosom of the Catholic Church — a bosom which no doubt 
the Marquis found as soft as it was capacious, but which the 
king rcgarded as a good deal resembling that of a careless 
nurse rather than a mother — frized with pins, and here and 
there a cruel needle. Therefore, expecting every hour that 
the king would apply to him for more money, the Marquis 
had resolved that, at such time as he should do so, he would 
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make an attempt to lead the stray sheep within the fold — for 
the Marquis was not one of those who regarded a Protestant 
as necessarily a goat. 

Bat tbe king shrank from making the request in person, 
and having learned that the Marquis had been at one point 
in his history under the deepest Obligation to Dr. Bayly, who 
having then preserved both his lordship's life and a large 
sum of money he carried with him, by '* concealing both for 
the Space that the moon useth to be twice in riding of her 
circuit," had thereafter become a member of his family and 
a sharer in his deepest confidence, greatly desired that the 
doctor should take the office of mediator between him and 
the Marquis. 

The king's will having been already conveyed to the doctor, 
in the king's presence Colonel Lingen came up to him and 
Said, — 

" Dr. Bayly, the king, much wishing your aid in this matter, 
saith he delights not to be a beggar, and yet is constrained 
thereunto." 

"I am at his majesty's disposal," returned the doctor, 
" although I confess myself somewhat loath to be the beetle- 
head that must drive this wedge/' 

" Nay," Said the colonel, " they teil me that no man can 
make a divorce between the Babylonish garment and the 
wedge of gold sooner than thyself, good doctor." 

The end was that he undertook the business, thoagh with 
reluctance — unwilling to be " made an Instrument to let the 
same horse bleed whom the king himself had found so free *' 
— and sought the Marquis in his study. 

" My lord," he said, " the thing that I feared is now fallen 
upon me. I am made the unwelcome messenger of bad news : 
the king wants money." 

" Hold, sir 1 that's no news," interrupted the Marquis. 
" Go on with your business." 

"My lord," said the doctor, "there is one comfort yet, 
that, as the king is brought low, so are his demands, and, 
like his army, are come down from thousands to hundreds, 
and from paying the soldiers of his army to buying bread for 



330 ST, GEORGE AND ST. MICHAEL. 

himself and his foUowers. My lord, it is the king*s own ex- 
pression, and his desire is but three hundred pounds." 

Lord Worcester remained a long time silent, and Dr. Bayly 
waited, ''knowing by experience that in such cases it was 
best leaving him to himself, and to let that nature that was 
so good work itself into an act of the highest charity, like the 
diamond which is only polished with its own dust" 

"Come hither — come nearer, my good doctor," said his 
lordship at length : '* hath the king himself spoken unto thee 
concerning any such business 1 " 

'* The king himself hath not, my lord, but othera did in the 
king's hearing." 

"Might I but speak unto him," said the Marquis. 

"But I was never thought worthy to be consulted with, 
though in matters merely concerning the affairs of my own 
country I — I would supply his wants, were they never so great, 
or whatsoever they were." 

" If the king knew as much, my lord, you might quickly 
speak with him," remarked the doctor. 

" The way to have him know so much is to have somebody 
to teil him of it," said the Marquis testily. 

" Will your lordship give me leave to be the informer % " 
asked the doctor. 

" Truly I spake it to the purpose," answered the Marquis. 

Away ran the little doctor, ambling through the picture- 
gallery, " half going and half running," like some short-winged 
bird — his heart trembling lest the Marquis should change his 
mind and call him back, and so his pride in his successfnl 
mediation be mortified — ^to the king's Chamber, where he 
told his majesty with diplomatic reserve, and something of 
diplomatic cunning, enhancing the difficulties, that he had 
perceived his lordship desired some Conference with him, and 
that he believed, if the king granted such Conference, he would 
find a more generous response to his necessities than per- 
haps he expected. The king readily consenting, the doctor 
went on to say that his lordship much wished the interview 
that very night. The king asked how it could be managed, 
and the doctor told him the Marquis had contrived it before 
his majesty came to the Castle, having for that reason ap- 
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pointed the place where they were for bis bed-chamber, and 
not that in the great tower, which the Marquis himself liked 
the best in the Castle. 

" I know my lord*s drift well enough,** sald the king, smiling; 
'' either he means to chide me, or eise to convert me to his 
religion." 

" I doubt not, sire," returned the doctor, "but your majesty 
is temptation-proof as well as correction-free, and will return 
the same man you go, having made a profitable exchange of 
gold and silver for words and sleep." 

Upon Dr. Bayly's report of his success, the Marquis sent 
liim back to teil the king that at eleven o'clock he would be 
waiting his majesty in a certain room to which the doctor 
would conduct him. 

This was the room the Marquis's father had occupied and 
in which he died, called therefore " my Lord Privy-sears 
Chamber." Since then the Marquis had never allowed any 
one to sleep in it, hardly any one to go into it ; whence it 
came that, although all the rest of the Castle was crowded, this 
one room remained empty and fit for their purpose. 

To understand the precautions taken to keep their inter- 
view a secret, we must remember that, although he had not a 
better friend in all England, such reason had the king to fear 
losing his Protestant friends from their jealousy of Catholic 
influence, that he had never invited the Marquis of Worcester 
to sit with him in Council ; and that the Marquis on his part 
was afraid both of injuring the cause of the king, and of being 
himself impeached for treason. Should any of the king's 
attendant lords discover that they were closeted together, he 
dreaded the suspicion and accusation of another Gowry con- 
spiracy even. His lordship therefore instructed Dr. Bayly to 
go, as the time drew nigh, to the drawing-room, which was 
next the Marquis's Chamber, and the dining parlour, through 
both of which he must pass to reach the appointed place, and 
clear them of the Company which might be in them. The 
chaplain desiring to know how he was to manage it, so that 
it should not look stränge and arouse suspicion, and what he 
ßhould do if any were unwilling to go, 

** I will teil you what you shali do," said the Marquis hastily, 
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" SO that you shall not need to fear any such tliing. Go unto 
tlie yeoman of the wine-cellar, and bid him leave the keys of 
the wine-cellar with you, and all that you find in your way, 
invite them down into the cellar, and show them the keys, 
and I Warrant you, you shall sweep the room of them, if 
there were a hundred. And when you have done, leäve them 
there." 

But having thus arranged, the Marquis grew anxious again. 
He remembered that it was not unusual to pass to the hall 
from the northem side of the fountain court, where were most 
of the rooms of the ladies* gentlewomen, through the picture- 
gallery, entering it by a passage and stair which connected 
the bell-tower with one of its deep window recesses, and 
leaving it by a door in the middle of the opposite side, admit- 
ting to a stair in the thickness of the wall — which led down- 
wards, opening to the minstrels' gallery on the left hand, and 
a little further below, to the organ loft in the chapel on the 
right hand. It was not the least likely that any of the ladies 
or their attendants would be passing that way so late at night, 
but there was a possibility, and that was enough, the Marquis 
being anxious and nervous, to render him more so. 

There was, however, another and more threatening possi- 
bility of encounter. He remembered tljat Mr. Delaware, the 
master of his horse, had lately removed to that part of the 
house : and the fear came upou him lest his blind son, who 
frequently turned night into day in his love for the organ, and 
was uncertain in his movements between chapel and Chamber, 
the direct way being that just described, should by evil chance 
appear at the very moment of the king's passing, and alarm 
him — for through the gallery Dr. Bayly must lead his majesty 
to reach my Lord Privy-Seal's Chamber. The Marquis, there- 
fore, although reluctant to introduce another even to the 
extemals of the »ploi^ feit that the assistance of a second con- 
fidant was more than desirable, and turning the matter over, 
could think of no one whom he could trust so well, and 
who at the same time would, if seen, be so little liable to the 
sort of suspicion he dreaded, as Dorothy. He therefore sent 
for her, told her as much as he thought proper, gave her the 
key of his private passage to the gallery^ leading across the 
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top of the hall-door, the only direct communication from the 
southem side of the Castle, and generally kept closed, and 
directed her to be in the gallery ten minutes before eleven, to 
lock the door at the top of the stair leading down into the 
hall, and take her stand in the window at the foot of the 
stair from the bell-tower, where the door was without a lock, 
and see that no one entered — by order of the Marquis for the 
king's repose, enjoiuing upon her that, whatever she saw er 
heard from any other qoarter, she must keep perfectly still, 
nor let any one discover that she was there. With these 
instructions, his lordship considerably relieved, dismissed her, 
and went to lie down upon his bed, and have a nap if he 
could. He had already given the chaplain the key of his 
Chamber, the door of which he always locked, that he might 
enter and wake him when the appointed hour was at 
hand. 

As soon as he began to feel that eleven o'clock was drawiug 
near, Dr. Bayly proceeded to reconnoitre. The Marquis's 
plan, although he could think of none better, was not alto- 
gether satisfactory, and it was to his relief that he found no- 
body in the dining-room. When he entered the drawing- 
room, however, there, to his equal annoyance, he saw in the 
light of one expiring candle the dim figure of a lady ; he could 
not offer her the keys of the wine-cellar ! What was he to do 1 
What could she be there for 1 He drew nearer, and, with a 
positiye pang of relief, discovered that it was Dorothy. A 
Word was enough between them. But the good doctor was 
just a little annoyed that a second should share in the secret 
of the great ones. 

The next room was the antechamber to the Marquis's bed- 
room : timorously on tiptoe he stepped throagh it, fearful of 
waking the two young gentlemen — for Scudamore's place had 
been easily supplied — who waited upon his lordship. Open- 
ing the inner door as softly as he could, he crept in, and found 
the Marquis fast asleep. So slowly, so gently did he wake 
him that his lordship insisted he had not slept at all ; but 
when he told him that the time was come, — 

" What time 1 " he asked. 

" For meeting the king," replied the doctor. 
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" What king 1 " rejoined the Marquis, in a kind of be- 
wildered horror. 

The more he came to himself, the more distressed he 
seemed, and the more unwilling to keep the appointment he 
had been so eager to make, so that at length even Dr. Bayly 
was tempted to doubt something evil in the "design that 
carried with it such a conflict within the bosom of the actor." 
It soon became evident, however, that it was but the dread of 
such possible consequences as I have already indicated that 
thus moved him. 

'* Fie, fie ! '' he said ; " I would to God I had left it alone." 

" My lord," said the doctor, " you know your own heart 
best. If there be nothing in your intentions but what is 
good and justifiable, you need not fear ; if otherwise, it is 
never too late to repent." 

" Ah, doctor ! " returned the Marquis with troubled look, 
" I thought I had been sure of one friend, and that you would 
never have harboured the least suspicion of me. God knows 
my heart : I have no other intention towards bis majesty 
than to make him a glorious man here, and a glorified saint 
hereafter." 

" Then, my lord," said Dr. Bayly, ^^ shake off these fears 
together with the drowsiness that begat them. Rom soU qui 
mal y pense." 

*' Oh, but I am not of that order ! *' said the Marquis ; " but 
I thank God I wear that motto about my heart, to as much 
purpose as they who wear it about their arms/* 

**He then,'' reports the doctor, "began to be a little 
pleasant, and took a pipe of tobacco, and a little glass 
lull of aqiia mirdbilis, and said, * Come now, let us go in the 
name of God/ crossing himself." 

My love for the Marquis has led me to recount'this ourious 
story with greater minuteness than is necessary to the under- 
standing of Dorothy's part in what follows, iDut the worthy 
doctor's account is so graphic that even for its own sake, had 
it been fitting, I would gladly have copied it word for word 
from the Certamen Beligiosum. 

It is indeed a stränge story — ^king and marquis, attended 
hy a doctor of divinity, of the faith of the one, but the 
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tmsted friend of the other, meeting — at midnight, althongh in 
the house of the Marquis — to discuss poiats of theology — 
both kiDg and marquis in mortal terror of discovery. 

Meantime Dorothy had done as she had been ordered, had 
feit her way through the darkness to the picture-gallery, 
had locked the door at the top of the one stair, and taken her 
stand in the recess at the foot of the other — in pitch darkness, 
close to the king's bedchamber, for the gallery was bat thir- 
teen feet in width, keeping watch over him ! The darkness 
feit like awe around her. 

The door of the Chamber opened : it gave no sound, but 
the glimmer of the night-light shone out. By that she saw a 
figure enter the gallery. TTie door closed softly and slowly, 
and all was darkness again. No sound of movement across 
the floor foUowed : but she heard a deep sigh, as from a sorely 
bnrdened heart. Then, in an agonised whisper, as if wrung 
by torture from the depths of the spirit, came the words : 
"O Strafford, thou art avenged! I left thee to thy fate, 
and God hath left me to mine. Thou didst go for me to the 
scaffold, but thou wilt not out of my Chamber. God, 
deliver me from blood-guiltiness," 

Dorothy stood in dismay, a mere vessel containing a tumult 
of emotions. The king re-entered bis Chamber, and closed 
the door. The same instant a light appeared at the further 
end of the gallery — a long way off, and Dr. Bayly came, like 
a Will-o'-the-wisp, gliding from afar ; tili, softly Walking up, 
he stopped within a yard or two of the kiug's door, and there 
stood, with bis candle in bis band. His round face was pale 
that should have been red, and his small keen eyes shone in 
the candle light with mingled importance and anxiety. He 
saw Dorothy, but the only notice he took of her presence was 
to tum from her with his face towards the king's door, so 
that his shadow might shroud the recess where she stood. 

A minute or so passed, and the king's door re-opened. He 
came out, said a few words in a whisper to bis guide, and 
walked with him down the gallery, whispering as he went. 

Dorothy hastened to her Chamber, threw herseif on the bed, 
and wept. The king was cast from the throne of her con- 
science, but taken into the hospital of her heart. 



336 ST. GEORGE AND ST, MICHAEL. 

What foUowed between the king and the Marquis belongs 
not to my tale. When, after a long talk, the chaplain had 
conducted the king to his Chamber and returned to Lord 
Worcester, he found him in the dark upon his knees. 



CHAPTER XLVI. 

GIFTS OF HEALING. 

SooN after the king's departure, the Marquis received from 
him a letter containing another addressed " To Oiir Attorney 
or Solicitor-General for the time being," in which he com- 
manded the preparation of a bill for his majesty's signature, 
creating the Marquis of Worcester Duke of Somerset. The 
enclosing letter required, however, that it should — ** be kept 
private, until I shall esteem the time convenient." In the 
next year we have causes enough for the fact that the king's 
pleasure never reached any attorney or solicitor-general for 
the time being. 

About a month after the battle of Naseby, and while yet 
the king was going and Coming as regards Raglan, the wounded 
Rowland, long before he was fit to be moved from the farm- 
house where his servant had found him shelter, was brought 
home to the Castle. Shafto, faithful as hair-brained, had come 
upon him almost accidentally, after long search, and just in 
time to save his lifo. Mistress Watson received him with 
tears, and had him carried to the same turret-chamber whence 
Richard had escaped, in order that she might be nigh him. 
The poor fellow was but a shadow of his former seif, and 
looked more likely to vanish than to die in the ordinary way. 
Hence he required constant attention — which was so far from 
lacking that the danger, both physical and spiritual, seemed 
ratlier to lie in over-service. Hitherto, of the family, it had 
been the Marquis chiefly that spoiled him ; but now that he 
was so sorely wounded for the king, and lay at death's door, 
all the ladies of the castle were admiring, pitiful, tender, 
ministrant, paying him such attentions as nobody could be 
trosted to bear uninjured ezcept a doli or a baby. One 
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night have been tempted to saj that thej sought his pbysical 
H'elfare at the risk of bis moral min. But tbere is that ia 
rickness which leads men back to a kind of babybood, and 
whfle it lasts tbere is comparatiyely Utile danger. It.is with 
retuming bealth that the peril comes. Then seif and seif* 
fancied worth awake, and find tbemselyes again, and the risk 
18 tben great indeed that all the ministratioxu of loye be 
takea for bomage at the altar of importance. How often baa 
not a mistress fonnd that after narsing a servant throngh 
an illnessy perbaps an old servant even^ she bas bad to part 
with her for nnendurable arrogance and insabordination t 
Bat present sidmesa is a wonderfal aniidote to yanity, and 
noorisber of the gentle primeyal simplicities of human nature. 
So long as a man feels himself a poor creatnre» not onlj 
physicallj onable» but iritbout the spirit to desire to act, 
kindness will moye gratitude, and not vanity. In Rowland's 
case bappilj it lasted until something better was able to get 
11p its bcÄd a littla But no one can predict what the first 
resolt of suffering will be, not knowing what seeds lie nearest 
the surface. Rowland's self-satisfaction bad been a bard fan 
beneath which lay thousands of germinal possibilities inyalu- 
able; and now the result of its tearing up remained to be 
seen. K in such case Trutb's neyer-eeasing pull at the heart 
begins to be felt^allowed, considered \ if conscience begin, like 
a thing weary with very sleep, to rouse itself in motions of 
pain from the süffness of its repose, then is tbere hope of the 
best. 

He bad lost much blood, having lain a long time, as I say, 
in the fallow-field before Shafto found bim. Oft-recurring 
fever, extreme depreasion, and intermittent and doubtful pro- 
gress life-wards followed. Througb all the commotion of the 
hing's Visits, the Coming and going, the clang of boofs and 
elanking of armour, the beaving (^ bearts and clamour of 
tongues, be lay lapped in ignorance and ministration, bidden 
from the world and deaf to the gnarring of its wheels, prisoned 
in a twiligbt dungeon, to which Bichard's sword bad been the 
k^. The World went grinding on and ob, much the same, 
without bim wbom it bad forgotten; bat the over- world 
remembered bim, and now and then looked in at a window : 

Y 
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all dungeons have one window which no jailer and no tyrant 
can build up. 

The Marquis went often to see him, füll of pity for the gay 
youth thus brought low ; bat he would lie pale and listless, 
now and then turning his eyes, wom large with the wasting 
of his face, upon him, but looking as if he only half heard him. 
His master grew sad about him. The next time his majesty 
came, he asked him if he remembered the youth, telling him 
how he bad lain wounded ever since the battle at Naseby. 
The king remembered him well enough, but had never missed 
him. The Marquis then told him how anxious he was about 
him, for that nothing woke him from the weary heartlessness 
into which he had fallen." 

^* I will pay him a visit," said the king. 

" Sir, it is what I would have requested, had I not feared 
to pain your majesty," retumed the Marquis. 

" I will go at once," said the king. 

When Howland saw him his face flushed, the tears rose in 
his eyes, he kissed the band the king held out to him, and 
said feebly : — 

'' Pardon, sire : if I had rode better, the battle might have 
been yours. I reached not the prince." 

" It is the will of God," said the king, remembering for the 
first time that he had sent him to Bupert ^' Thou didst thy 
best, and man can do no more." 

" Nay, sire, but an* I had ridden honestly," returned Row- 

land ; " 1 mean had my mare been honestly come by, then 

had I done your majesty's message." 

" How is that 1 " asked the king. 

" Ha ! " said the Marquis ; " then it was Heywood met thee, 
and would have his own again ? Told I not thee so 1 Ah, 
that mare, Bowland ! that mare !" 

But Eowland had to summon all his strength to keep from 
fainting, for the blood had fled again to his heart, and could 
not reply. 

" Thou didst thy duty like a brave knight and true, I doubt 
not," said the king, kindly wishful to comfort him ; " and that 
my Word may be a true one," he added, drawing his sword 
and laying it across the youth's ehest, ''although I cannot teil 
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thee to rise and walk, I teil thee, when thou dost arise, to rise 
up Sir Eowland Scudamore." 

The blood rashed to Sir Eowland's face, but fled again as 
fast. 

" I deserve no such honour, sire," he murmured. 

But the Marquis Struck his hands together with pleasure, 
and cried, 

** There, my boy ! There is a king to serve ! Sir Eowland 
Scudamore I There is for thee ! And thy wife will be my 
lady / Think on that ! " 

Eowland did think on it, but bitterly. He summoned 
strength to thank his majesty, but failed to find anything 
courtier-like to add to the bare thanks. When his visitors 
left him, he sighed sorely and said to himself, 

"Honour without desert I But for the Eoundhead's taunts, 
1 might have run to Eupert and saved the day." 

The next moming the Marquis went again to see him. 

" How fares Sir Eowland ?" he said. 

" My lord," returned Scudamore, in beseeching tone, " break 
not my heart wifch honour unmerited." 

" How ! Darest thou, boy, set thy judgment against the 
king's 1 " cried the Marquis. " Sir Eowland thou art, and Sir 
Bowland will the archangel cry when he calls thee from thy 
last sleep." 

" To my endless disgrace," added Scudamore. 

« What ! hast not done thy duty 1 " 

** I tried, but I failed, my lord," 

" The best as often fail as the worst/' rejoined bis lord- 
ship. 

"I mean not merely that I failed of the end. That, 
alas ! I did. But I mean that it was by my own fault that I 
failed," said Eowland. 

Then he told the Marquis all the story of his encounter with 
Eichard, ending with the words, 

'^ And now, my lord, I care no more for life.'* 

" Stuff and nonsense 1 " exclaimed the Marquis. Thinkest 
though the Eoundhead would have let thee run to Eupert ? 
It was not to that end he spared thy life. Thy only chance 
was to fight him." 
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^' Does your lordship think so, indeed 1 " asked Kowland^ 
with a glimmer of eagerness. 

<' On my soul I do. Thou art weak-beaded from tby sick- 
ness and weariness." 

** You comfort me, my lord — a little. But the stolen mare, 
my lord 1 " 

" Ah ! there indeed I can say nothing. That was not well 
done, and evil came thereof. But comfort thyself that the 
evil is come and gone ; and think not that such chances are 
left to determine great events. Naseby fight had been lost, 
spite of a hundred messages to Rupert. Not care for life, 
boy ! Leave that to old men like me. Thou must care for it, 
for thou hast many years before thee." 

** But nothing to fiU them with, my lord." 

" What meanest thou there, Eowland ) The king's cause 
will yet prosper, and *' 

" Pardon me, my lord ; I spoke not of the king's majesty or 
bis affairs. Hardly do I care even for them. It is a name- 
less weight, or rather emptiness, that oppresseth me. Where- 
fore is there such a worldl I ask, and why are men bora 
thereinto 1 Why should I live on and labour on therein 1 Is 
it not all vanity and vexation of spirit ? I would the Round- 
head had but Struck a little deeper, and reached my heart." 

" I admire thee, Rowland. Truly my gout causeth me so 
great grief that I bare much ado to keep my unruly member 
within bounds, but I never yet was aweary of my life, and 
scarce know what I should say to th«e." 

A pause followed. The Marquis did not think what a huge 
difference there is between having too much blood in the feet 
and too little in the brain. 

" I pray, sir, can you teil me if Mistress Dorothy knoweth 
it was before Hey wood I feil 1 " said Rowland at length. 

^'I know not; but methinks had she known, I should 
sooner have heard the thing myself. Who indeed should 
teil her, for Shafto knew it not? And why should she con- 
cealitr' 

" I cannot teil, my lord : she is not like other ladies." 

" She is like all good ladies in this, that she speaketh the 
truth : why then not ask her 1" 



GIFTS OF HEAUNG. 34 1 

"I have had no opportunity, my lord. I have not seen 
her since I left to join the anny." 

" Tut, tut ! " Said his lordship, and frowned a little. *' I 
thought not the damsel had been over-nice. She might well 
have favoured a wounded knight with a visit.'' 

" She is not to blame. It is my own fault," sighed Bow- 
land. 

The Marquis looked at him for a moment pitifuUy, but 
made no answer,' and presently took his leave. 

He went straight to Dorothy, and expostulated with her. 
She answered him no farther or otherwise than was simply 
duteous, but went at once to see Scudamora 

Mistress Watson was in the room when she entered, but 
left it immediately : she had never been in spirit reconciled to 
Dorothy : their relation had in it too much of latent rebuke 
for her. So Dorothy found herseif alone with her cousin. 

He was but the ghost of the gay, self-satisfied, good- 
natured, jelly Eowland. Pale and thin, with drawn face and 
great eyes, he held out a wasted band to Dorothy, and looked 
at her, not pitifuUy, but despairingly. He was one of those 
from whom take health and animal spirits, and they feel to 
themselves as if they had nothing. Nor have they in them- 
selves anything. With those he could have borne what are 
called hardships fairly well ; those gone, his soul sat aghast in 
an empty house. 

" My poor cousin ! " said Dorothy, touched with profound 
compassion at sight of his lost look. But he only gazed 
at her, and said nothing. She took the band he did not offer, 
and held it kindly in hers. He burst into tears, and she 
gently laid it again on the coverlid. 

" I know you despise me, Dorothy,** he sobbed, " and you 
are right : I despise myself." 

" You have been a good soldier to the king, Rowland," said 
Dorothy, " and he has acknowledged it fitly." 

**I care nothing for king or kiiigdom, Dorothy. Nothing 
is worth caring for. Do not mistake me. I am not going to 
talk presumptuously. I love not thee now, Dorothy. I never 
did love thee, and thou dost right to despise me, for I am un- 
worthy. I would I were dead. Even the king's majesty hath 
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been no whit the better for me, but ratber the worse ; for an- 
other man, — one, I mean, who was not mounted on a stolen 
mare, would have performed bis best unbindered of foregone 
fault." 

" Tbou didst not tbink tbou wast doing wrong wben tbou 
stolest tbe mare/' said Dorotbj, seeking to comfort bim. 

** How know'st tbou tbat, Dorotby 1 Tbero was a spot in 
my beart tbat feit asbamed all tbe time." 

^^He tbat is sorry is already pardoned, I tbink, cousin. 
Tben wbat tbou bast done evil is gone and forgotten/' 

" Nay, Dorotby. But if it were forgotten, yet would it he. 
If I forgot it myself, yet would I not cease to be tbe man wbo 
bad done it. And tbou knowest, Dorotby, in bow many tbings 
I bave been false, so false tbat I counted myself bonourable 
all tbe time. Teil me wberefore sbould I not kill myseK, and 
rid tbe world of me ; wbat witbboldetb % " 

" Tbat tbou art of consequence to Hirn tbat made thee." 

"How can tbat be, wben I know myself wortblessl Will 
He be mistaken in me 1 " 

" No, truly. But He may bave regard to tbat tbou sbalt yet 
be. For surely He sent tbee bere to do some fitting work for 
Hirn." 

More talk foUowed, but Dorotby did not seem to berself to 
find tbe rigbt tbing to say, and retired to tbe top of tbe Tower 
witb a sense of failure, and oppressed witb belpless compas- 
sion for tbe poor youtb. 

Tbe doctors of divinity and of medicine differed conceming 
tbe cause of bis sad condition. Tbe doctor of medicine said 
it arose entirely from a cbeck in tbe circulation of tbe animal 
spirits; tbe doctor of divinity tbougbt, but did not say, only 
binted, tbat it came of a troubled conscience, and tbat be 
would bave been well long ago but for certain sins, known 
only to bimself, tbat bore beavy upon bis life. Tbis gave tbe 
Marquis a good ground of argument for confession, tbe weigbt 
of wbicb argument was by tbe divine feit and acknowledged. 
But botb doctors were rigbt, and botb were wrong. Could 
bis bealtb bave been at once restored, a great reaction would 
bave ensued, bis interest in life would bave reawaked, and 
most probably be would bave become indifferent to tbat wbich 
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now oppressed him; but on the slightest weariness or dis- 
appointment, the same overpowering sense of desolation would 
have returned, and indeed at times amidst the wärmest glow 
of health and keenest consciousness of pleasure. On tho other 
hand, if by any argument addressed to his moral or religious 
nature his mind could have been a little eased, his physical 
nature would most likely have at once responded in improve- 
ment : but he had no individual actions of such heavy guilt 
as the divine presumed to repent of, nor could any amount or 
degree of sorrow for the past have sufficed to restore him to 
peace and health. It was a poet of the time who wrote, 

'* The louri dark oottage, battered and deoayed, 
Lett in new light, through ohinks that time hai made : '* 

sickness had done the same thing as time with Eowland, and 
he saw the misery of his hovel. The eure was a deeper and 
harder matter than Dr. Bayly yet understood, or than pro- 
bably Bowland himself would for years attain to, while yet 
the least glimmer of its approach would be enough to initiate 
physical recovery. 



CHAPTER XLVIT. 

THE POET'PHYSICIAN. 

Time passed, but with little change in the eondition of the 
patient. Winter began to draw on, and both doctors feared 
a more rapid decline. 

Early in the month of Norember, Dorothy received a letter 
from Mr Herbert, informing her that her cousin, Henry 
Yaughan, one of his late twin pupils, would, on his way from 
Oxford, be passing near Eaglan, and that he had desired him 
to call upon her. Willing enough to see her relative, she 
thought little more of the matter, until at length the day was 
at hand, when she found herseif looking for his arrival with 
some curiosity as to what sort of person he might prove of 
whom she had heard so often from his master. 
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When at length he was oshered into Lady Glamorgan^ 
parlour, where her mistress had desired her to receive him, 
both her ladyship and Doroihj were at once prejadiced in his 
favour. They saw a raiher tall yonng man of five or six and 
twenty, with a small head, a clear grey eye, and a sober 
yet changefnl coantenance. His carriage was dignified yet 
graceful — self-restralnt and no other was eyident therein ; a 
certain sadness brooded like a thin nüst above his eyes, bat 
his smUe now and then broke out like the sun through a 
grey clond. Dorothy did not know that he was jast getting 
over the end of a love-story, or that he had a book of Yerses 
just pnnted, and had ahready begun to repent it. 

After the nsnal greetings, and when Dorothy had heard the 
last news of Mr. Herbert, — for Mr, Vaughan had made several 
jonmeys of late between Brecknock and Oxford, taking 
Llangattock Bectory in his way, and could teil her mnch she 
did not know conceming her friend, — Lady Glamoigan, who 
was not sorry to see her interested in a yoong man whose 
royalist predilections were piain and streng, proposed that 
Dorothy shonld take him over the Castle. 

She led him first to the top of the tower, showed him the 
resenroir and the prospect ; but there they feil into such a talk 
as revealed to Dorothy that here was a man who was her 
master in everything towards which, especially since her 
mother's death and her following troubles, she had most 
aspired, and a great hope arose in her heart for her 
cousin Scudamore. For in this talk it had come out that Mr. 
Vaughan had studied medicine, and was now on his way 
to settle for practice at Brecknock. As soon as Dorothy 
leamed this, she entreated her cousin Vaughan to go and 
Visit her cousin Scudamore. He consented, and Dorothy, 
scarcely allowing him to pause even under the admirable roof 
of the great hall as they passed through, led him stndght 
to the turret-chamber, where the sick man was. 

They found him sitting by the fire, folded in blankets, 
listless and sad. 

When Dorothy had told him whom she had brought to see 
him, she would haye left them, but Eowland tnmed on 
her such beseeching eyes, that she remained by no meana 
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nnwUlingly, and seated herself to hear what thia wonder- 
ful young physician would say. 

'* It is yerj irksome to be thns prisoned in yoor Chamber^ 
Sir Eowland," he said. 

" No/* answered Scadamore, " or yes : I care not." 

'' Have 70a no books aboat 70U 1 '' asked Mr. Vaughan^ 
glancing round the room. 

"Booka ! " repeated Scudamore, with a wan contemptnous 
smila 

** You do not then loye books 1 " 

*' Wherefore should I love books 1 What can books do for 
me 1 I love nothing. I long only to die." 

'^ And go % " Buggestedy rather than asked, Mr. Yaughan. 

" I care not whither — anywhere away from here — ^if indeed 
J. go anywhere. But I care not" 

''That is hardly what you mean, Sir Bowland, I think. 
Will you allow me to Interpret you? Have you not the 
notion that if you were hence you would leave behind you a 
eertain troublesome attendant who is scarce worth bis 
wages 1 " 

Scudamore looked at him but did not reply; and Mr. 
Yaughan went on. 

'' I know well what aileth you, for I am myself but now 
recorering fron; a similar sickness, brought upon me by the 
haunting of the same evil one who torments you." 

''You think, then, that I am possessed?" said Bowland, 
with a faint smile and a glance at Dorothy. 

''That yerily thou art, and grievously tormented. Shall I 
teil thee who bath possessed thee 1 — ^for* the demon hath a 
name that is known amongst men, tbough it frighteneth few, 
and draweth many^ alas 1 His name is Seif, and he is the 
shadow of thy own seif. First, he made thee love him, which 
was evil, and now he hath made thee hate him, which is evil 
also. Bnt if he be cast out and never more enter into thy 
heart, but remain as a servant in thy hall, then wilt thou 
recover from this sickness, and be whole and sound, and shalt 
find the yarlet seryiceabla" 

''Art thou not an exorciser, then, Mr. Yaughan, as well as 
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a discemer of spirits ? I would thon couldst drive the said 
demon out of me, for truly I love him not." 

"Through all thy hate thou lovest him more than thou 
knowest. Thou seest him vile, but instead of casting him 
out, thou moumest over him with foolish tears. And yet 
thou dreamest that by dying thou wouldst be rid of him. 
No, it is back to thy childhood thou must go to be free." 

"That were a stränge way to go, sir. I know it not. 
There seems to be a purpose in what you say, Mr. Vaughan, 
but you take me not with you. How can I rid me of myself, 
so long as I am Eowland Scudamore %" 

" There is a way, Sir Eowland — and bnt one way. Human 
words at least, however it may be with some high heavenly 
language, can never say the best things but by a kind of 
stumbling, wherein one contradiction keepeth another from 
falling. No man, as thou sayest truly, can rid him of him- 
self and live, for that involveth an impossibility. But he can 
rid himself of that haunting shadow of his own seif, which he 
hath pampered and fed upon shadowy lies, until it is bloated 
and black with pride and folly. When that demon king of 
shades is once cast out, and the man's house is possessed of 
God instead, then first he findeth his true substantial seif, 
which is the servant, nay, the child of God. To rid thee of 
thyself thou must offer it again to Him that made it. Be 
thou empty that He may fiU thee. I never understood this 
until these latter days. Lei me impart to thee certain verses 
I found but yesterday, for they will teil thee better what I 
mean. Thou knowest the sacred volume of the blessed 
George Herbert 1 " 

" I never heard of him or it,*' said Scudamore. 

"It is no matter as now: these verses are not of hi& 
Frithee, hearken : 

''I carry with me, Lord, a foolish fool, 

That stiU his cap upon my head would place; 
I dare not slay him, he will not to school, 
And still he shakes his bauble in my face. 

" I seise him, Lord, and bring him to Thy door ; 
Bound on Thine altar-threahold him I lay. 
He weepeth ; diel I heed, he would implore ; 
And itill he criea alaek and iceU-o-day / 
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'* If Thou wouldat take him in and make him wise, 
I think he might be taught to serve Thee well ; 
If not, slay him, nor heed his fooHsh cries, 
He'i bat a fool that mocks and rings a belL" 

Something in the lines appeared to strike Scudamora 

"I thank you, sir," he said. "Might I put you to the 
trouble, I would request that you would write out the yerses 
for me, that I might study their meaning at my leisure.'' 

Mr. Yaughan promised, and, after a little more conyersa- 
tioD, took his leavOi 

Now, whether it was from anything he had said in 
particular, or that Scudamore had feit the general influence 
of the man, Dorothy could not teil, but from that yisit she 
belieyed Eowland began to think more and to brood less. 
By and by he began to start questions of right and wrong, 
Buppose cases, and ask Dorothy what she would do in such 
and such circumstances. With many cloudy relapses there 
was a suspicion of dawn, although a rainy one most likely, on 
his far horizon. 

"Dost thou really belieye, Dorothy," he asked one day, 
"that a man eyer did loye his enemyl Didst thou eyer 
know one who did 1 " 

"I cannot say I eyer did," returned Dorothy. "I haye 
howeyer seen few that were enemies. But I am sure that 
had it not been possible, we should neyer haye been com- 
manded thereto." 

"The last time Dr. Bayly came to see me he read those 
words, and I thought within myself all the time of the only 
enemy I had, and tried to forgiye him, but could not" 

" Had he then wronged thee so deeply 1 *' 

"I know not, indeed, what women call wronged — least of 
all what thou, who art not like other women, wouldst judge ; 
but this thing seems to me stränge — that when I look on thee, 
Dorothy, one moment it seems as if for thy sake I could for- 
giye him anything— ezcept that he slew me not outright, and 
the next that neyer can I forgiye him eyen that wherein he 
neyer did me any wrong." 

"What! batest thou then him that Struck thee down 
in fair fight ? Sure thou art of meaner soul than 1 judged 
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thee. What man in battle-field hates bis enemy, or tliinks it 
less than enough to do his endeavonr to slay him % " 

"KjioVst thou whom thou wouldst have me forgivel He 
who strack me down was {hy friend, Richard Heywood." 

'' Then he hath his mare again ) " cried Dorothy eagerlj. 

Kowland's face feil, and she knew that she had spoken 
heartlessly — ^knew also that, for all his protestations, Eowland 
yet cherished the love she had so plainly refused. Bat the 
same moment she knew something more. For, by the side of 
Bowland, in her mind's eye, stood Henry Vaughan, as wise as 
Bowland was foolish, as accomplished aud leamed as Eowland 
was narrow and Ignorant ; bat between them stood Eichard, 
and she knew a something in her which was neither tender- 
ness nor reverence, and yet included both. She rose in some 
confasion, and left the Chamber. 

This good came of it, that from that moment Scudamore 
was satisfied she lored Heywood, and, with mach mortifica- 
tion, tried to accept his position. Slowly his health began to 
return, and slowly the deeper life that was at length to be- 
oome his began to inform him. 

Heartless and poverty-stricken as he had hitherto shown 
himself, the good in him was not so deeply buried under 
refuse as in many a better-seeming man. Sickness had 
awakened in him a sense of requirement — of need also, and 
loneliness, and dissatisfaction. He grew ashamed of himself 
and conscioas of defilement. Something new began to rise 
aboye and condemn the old. There are who would say that 
the change was merely the mental condition resulting from 
and corresponding to physical weakness; that repentance, 
and the vision of the better which maketh shame, is bat a 
mood, sickly as are the brain and nerves which generate it : 
bat he who andergoes the experience believes he knows better, 
and denies neither the wild beasts nor the stars, because they 
roar and sbine throagh the dark. 

Mr. Vaaghan came to see him again and again, and with 
the «soncorrence of Dr. Spott, prescribed for him. Ab the 
spring approached he grew able to leave his room. The 
ladies of the family had him to their parlours to pet and feed, 
bat he was not now so easily to be injared by kindness as 
when he believed in his own merits. 
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CHAPTER XLVIIL 

HONOURABLE DISGRACE. 

Jakuaby of 1646, according to the division of the year, 
arrived, and with it the lieaviest cloud tbat had yet over- 
shadowed Raglan. 

One day, about the middle of the month, Dorothy, entering 
Lady Glamoi^an's parlour, found it deserted. A moan came 
to her ears from the adjoining Chamber, and thore ehe found 
her mistress on her face on the bed. 

'' Madam,'' said Dorothy in terrori <' what is it ) Let me be 
with you. May I not know it t " 

''Mylord is in prison,'* gasped Lady Glamorgan, and burst- 
ing into fresh tears, she sobbed and moaned. 

"Has my lord been taken in the field, madam, or by 
eanning of his enemies 1 " 

'< Would to God it were either," sighed Lady Glamorgan. 
" Then were it a small thing to bear." 

'< What can it be, madam 9 You terrify me/' said Dorothy. 

No words of reply, only a fresh outburst of agonised — could 
it also be angry ? — ^weeping foUowed. 

*' Since you will teil me nothing, madam, I must take com- 
fort tfaat of myself I know one thing." 

'' Prithee, what knowest thou ) " asked the countess, but as 
if careleas of being answered^ so listless was her tone, so nearly 
inarticulate her words. 

^'That is but what bringeth him fresh honour, my lady," 
answered Dorothy. 

The countess started up, threw her arms about her, drew 
her down on the bed, kissed her, and held her fast, sobbing 
worse than ever. 

'' Madam ! madam ! " murmured Dorothy from her bosom. 

<' I thank thee, Dorothy," she sighed out at length : ** for 
thy words and thy thonghts have ever been of a piece." 

'' Sure, my lady, no one did ever yet dare think otherwise 
of my lord," retumed Dorothy amaxed. 
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But Aiany will now, Dorothy. My God ! they will have it 
that he is a traitor. Wouldst thou believe it, child — ^he is a 
prisoner in the Castle of Dublin ! " 

" But is not Dublin in the hands of the king, my lady ? " 

" Ay ! there lies the sting of it ! What treacherous friends 
are these heretics ! But how should they be any thing eise ? 
Having denied their Saviour they may well malign their 
better brother ! My Lord Marquis of Ormond says f rightf ul 
things of him." 

"One thing more I know, my lady," said Dorothy, "that 
as long as his wife believes him the true man he is, he will 
laugh to scorn all that false Ups may utter against him." 

" Thou art a good girl, Dorothy, but thou knowest Uttle of 
an evil world. It is one thing to know thyself innocent, and 
another to carry thy head high." 

" But, madam, even the guilty do that ; wherefore not the 
innocent then ] " 

" Because, my child, they are innocent, and innocence so 
hateth the very shadow of guilt that it cannot brook the 
wearing it. My lord is grievously abused, Dorothy — I say 
not by whom." 

" By whom should it be but his enemies, madam 1 " 

" Not certainly by those who are to him friends, but yet, 
alas ! by those to whom he is the truest of friends." 

" Is my lord of Ormond then false t Is he jealous of my 
Lord Glamorgan 1 Hath he falsely accused him ) I would I 
understood all, madam." 

" I would I understood all myself, child. Certain papers 
have been found bearing upon my lord's business in Ireland, 
all ears are fiUed with rumours of forgery and treason, coupled 
with the name of my lord, and he is a prisoner in Dublin 
Castle." 

She forced the sentence from her, as if repeating a hated 
lesson, then gave a cry, almost a scream of agony. 

" Weep not, madam," said Dorothy, in the very foolishness 
of sympathetic expostulation. 

" What better cause could I have out of hell t " retomed 
the countess angrily. 

" That it were no lie, madam." 
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"Itißtrue, Itell tbee." 

" Tliat my lord is a traitor, madam % '' 

Ladj Glamorgan dashed her from her, and glared at her 
like a tigress. An evil word was on her Ups, but her better 
angel spoke, and ere Dorothy could recover herself, she had 
listened and understood. 

'' God forbid ! '' she said, struggling to be calm. *^ Bat it 
is trae that he is in prison.'' 

*> Then gire God thanks, madam, who hath forbidden the 
one and allowed the other/' said Dorothy ; and finding her 
own composure on the point of yielding, she courtesied and 
left the room. It was a breach of etiquette withoat leave 
asked and given, bat the face of the countess was again on her 
pillow, and she did not heed. 

For some time things went on as in an evil dream. The 
Marqais was in angry mood, with no gout to lay it upon. 
The gloom spread over the Castle, and awoke all manner of 
conjecture and report. Soon, after a fashion, the facts were 
known to everybody, and the gloom deepened. No farther 
enlightenment reached Dorothy. 

At length one evening, her mistress having sent for her, 
she fonnd her mach ezcited, with a letter in her band. 

** Come here, Dorothy : see what I have ! " she cried, hold- 
ing out the letter with a gestnre of triumph, and weeping and 
laughing altemately. 

''Madam, it must be something precious indeed," said 
Dorothy, "for I have not heard your ladyship laugh for a 
weary while. May I not rejoiee with you, madam 1 *' 

** You shall, my good girl : hearken : I will read :^' My 
dear Heart,' — Who is it from, think'st thou, Dorothy % Canst 
guessl — *My dear Heart, I hope these will prevent any news 
shall come unto you of me since my commitment to the Castle 
of Dublin, to which I assure thee I went as cheerfuUy and as 
wilUngly as they could wish, whosoever they were by whose 
means it was procured; and should as unwillingly go forth, 
were the gates both of the Castle and Town open unto me, 
until I were cleared : as they are willing to make me unser- 
yiceable to the king, and lay me aside, who have procured for 
me this restraint ; when I consider thee a Woman^ as I think 
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I know you are, I fear lest you should be apprehensive. Bat 
when I reflect that you are of the House of Thfymxmä,^ and that 
you were once pleased to say these words unto me, That I 
Bhould never, in tenderness of you, desist froxn doing what in 
honour I was obliged to do, I grow confident, that in this you 
will now show your magnanimity, and by it the greatest 
testimony of affeotion that you can possibly afford me ; and 
am also confident, that you know me so well, that I need not 
teil you how clear I am, and void of fear, the only effect of a 
good conscience; and that I am guilty of nothing that may 
testify one thought of disloyalty to his majesty, or of what 
may stain the honour of the family I come off, or sot a brand 
upon my future posterity.** 

The countess paused, and looked a general illumination at 
Dorothy. 

''I told you so, madam,'^ retumed Dorothy, rather stupidly 
perhaps. 

'^ Little* fool ! '' rejoined the countess, half-angered: "dost 
suppose the wife of a man like my Ned needs to be told such 
tliings by a green goose like thee % Thou wouldst have had 
me content that the man was honest — ^me, who had forgotten 
the Word in his tenfold more than honesty ! Bah, child I 
thou knowest not the love of a woman. I could weep aalt 
tears over a hair puUed from his noble head. And thou to 
talk of idling me so, hussy ! Marry, forsooth ! " 

And taking Dorothy to her bosom, she wept like a relenting 
storm. 

One sentence more she read ere she hurried with the letter 
to her father-in-law. The sentence was this : 

" So I pray let not any of my friends that's there believe 
ünything, until ye have the perfect relation of it from myself." 

The pleasure of receiving news from his son did but little, 
however, to disperse the cloud that hung about the Marquia. 
I do not know whether, or how far, hc had been adyised of 
the Provision made for the king's olearness by the anticipated 
self-sacrifice of Glamorgan, but I doubt if a füll knowledg« 
thereof gives any ground for disagreement with the judgment 
of the Marquis, which seoms, pretty plainly, to have been, 
that the king's behayiour in the matter was neither that of a 
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Christian nor a gentleman. As in the case of Strafford, he 
had accepted the offered sacrifice, and, in view of possible 
chances, had in Glamorgan's commission pretermitted the 
usual authoritative formalitieB, thus keeping it in his power, 
urith Olamorgan's connivance, it must be confessed, but at 
Glamorgan's expense, to repudiate his agency. This he had 
now done in a message to the Parliament, and this the Marquis 
knew. 

His majesty had also Tnitten to Lord Ormond as foUows :r— 
'^And albeit I have too just cause, for the Clearing of my 
honour, to prosecute Glamorgan in a legal way,. yet I will 
have you suspend the execution," &c. At the same time hia 
secretary wrote thus to Ormond and the Council : '^ And since 
the Warrant is not 'sealed with the eignet,'" «ka, &c.,, ^'your 
lordships cannot but judge it to be at least surreptitiously 
gotten, if not worse; for hia majesty saith he remembers it 
not;'' and thus again privately to Ormond : '^ The king hath 
commanded me to advertise your lordship that the patent for 
making the said Lord Herbert of Baglan Earl of Glamorgan is 
not passed the great seal here, so as he is no peer of this 
kingdom; notwithstanding he styles himself, and hath treated 
with the rebels in Irelaud by the name of Earl of Glamorgan, 
which is as yainly taken upon him as his pretended Warrant 
(if any such be) was surreptitiously gotten/' The title had, 
meanwhile, been used by the king himself in many Communi- 
cations with the earL 

These letters never came, I presume, to the Marquis's 
knowledge, but thdy go far to show that his feeling, even 
were it a iittle embittered by the memory of their midnight 
Conference and his hopes therefrom, went no farther than the 
conduct of his majesty justified. It was no wonder that the 
fltraightforward old man, Walking erect to ruin for his king, 
should fret and fume, yea, yield to downright wrath and 
enforced oontempt. 

Of the king's behayiour in the matter, Dorothy, how^ 
ever, knew nothing yet^ 

One day towards the end of February, a messenger 
Arom the king arrived at Eaglan, on his way to Ireland ta 
Lord Ormond. He had found the roads so beset — for things 

z 
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were by this time, whether from the successes of the 
Parliament only, or from the negligence of disappointment 
on the part of Lord Worcester as well, much altered in 
Wales and on its borders — that he had been compelled to 
leave his despatches in hiding, and had reached the Castle 
only with great difficulty and after tnany adventures. His 
Chief object in making his way thither was to beg of Lord 
Charles a convoy to secure his despatches and protect him on 
his farther journey. But Lord Charles received him by no 
means cordially, for the whole heart of Raglan was sore. He 
brought him, however, to his father, who, although indisposed 
and confined to his Chamber, consented to see him, When 
Mr. Boteler was admitted, Lady Glamorgan was in the 
Chamber, and there remained. 

Probably the respect to the king's messenger which had 
iniluenced the Marquis to receive him, would have gone 
further and modified the ezpression of his feelings a little 
when he saw him, but that, like many more men, his lordship, 
although fairly master of his temper-horses when in health, 
was apt to let them run away with him upon occasion of even 
slighter illness than would serve for an excuse. 

'^ Hast thou in thy despatches any letters from his majesty 
to my son Glamorgan, Master Boteler ] " he inquired, frown- 
ing unconsciously. 

" Not that I know of, my lord," answered Mr. Boteler ; 
" but there may be such with the Lord Marquis of Ormond's." 

He then proceeded to give a friendly message from the 
king concerning the earl. But at this the '' smouldering 
fire out-brake '' from the bosom of the injured father and 
ßubject. 

•^ It is the grief of my heart," cried his lordship, wrath 
predominating over the regret which was yet plainly enough 
to be Seen in his face and heard in his tone — ** It is the grief 
of my heart that I am enforced to say that the king is waver- 
ing and fickle. To be the more his friend, it too plainly 
appeareth, is but to be the more handled as his enemy." 

**Say not so, my lord," retumed Mr. Boteler. "His 
gracious majesty looketh not for such unfriendly judgment 
from your Ups. Have I not brought your lordship a most 
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gracions and comfortable message from hiin conceming xaj 
Lord Glamorgan, with bis royal thanks for your former loyal 
expressions ? '' 

"Mr. Boteler, thou knowest nought of the matter. That 
thou hast broaght me a budget of fine words, I go not to 
deny. But words may be but schismatics ; deeds alone are 
certainly of the true faith. Verily the king's majesty setteth 
his words in the forefront of the battle, but bis deeds lag 
in the rear, and let his words be taken prisoners. When his 
majesty was last here, I lent him a book to read in his 
Chamber, the beginning of which I know he read, but if 
he had ended, it would have showed him what it was to be a 
fickle prince." 

" My lord ! my lord ! surely your lordship knoweth better 
of his majesty." 

" To know better may be to know worse, Master Boteler. 
Was it not enough to suffer my Lord Glamorgan to be unjustly 
imprisoned by my Lord Marquis of Ormond for what he 
had his majesty's authority for, but that he must in print 
protest against his proceedings and his own allowance, and 
not yet recall it ? But I will pray for him, and that he may 
be more constant to his friends, and as soon as my other 
employments will give leave, you shall have a convoy to fetch 
securely your despatches.** 

Herewith Mr. Boteler was dismissed, Lord Charles accom- 
panying him from the room. 

*' False as ice ! " muttered the Marquis to himself, left as 
he supposed alone. '^My boy, thou hast bullt on a quick- 
sand, and thy house goeth down to the deep. I am wroth 
with myself that ever I dreamed of moving such a bag of 
chaff to retum to the bosom of his honourable mother." 

"My lord," said Lady Glamorgan from behind the bed- 
curtains, "have you forgotten that I and my long ears are 
here % " 

" Ha 1 art thou indeed there, my mad Irishwoman ! I had 
yerily forgotten thee. But is not this king of ours as the 
Minotaur, dwelling in the labyrinths of deceit, and devouring 
the noblest of the landl There was his own Strafford, next 
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bis foolish Land, and now comes mj boiIi worth a host of 
euch 1 " 

'' In his letter, xny Lord of Glamorgan complaineth not of 
bis majesty's usage," said the coontess. 

'^ My Lord of Glamorgan is patient as GriseL He woold 
pass througb the pains of pargatory with never a gmmbla 
But pnrgatory is for none such as be. Li good sootb I am 
made of dififerent stuff. My soul dotb loatb deceit, and worse 
in a king tban a clown. Wbat king is be tbat will lie for a 
kingdom 1 " 

Day after day passed, and notbing was done to speed tbe 
messenger, who grew more and more anzious to procure bis 
despatcbes and be gone; bat Lord Worcester, tbrougb tbe 
king's bebavioar to bis bonourable and self-forgetting son, 
witb wbom be bad never bad a difference except on tbe point 
of bis blind devotion to bis majest/s afifairs, bad so lost faitb 
in tbe king bimself tbat be bad no beart for bis business. It 
seems also tbat for bis son's sake be wisbed to delay Mr. 
Boteler, in order tbat a messenger of bis own migbt reach 
Glamorgan before Ormond sbould receive tbe king's de- 
spatcbes. For a wbole fortnigbt, tberefore, no furtber steps 
were taken, and Boteler, wearied out, betbougbt bim of apply- 
ing to tbe countess to see wbetber sbe would not use ber 
influence in bis bebalf. I am tbus particiüar about Boteler's 
affair, because tbrougb it Dorotby came to know wbat the 
king's behaviour bad been, and wbat tbe Marquis thougbt of it j 
she was in the room wben Mr. Boteler waited on ber mistress. 

'<May it please your ladysbip," be said, ''I bave sougbt 
speecb of you tbat I might beg your aid for tbe king's 
business, remembering you of tbe bearty affection my master 
tbe king bearetb towards your lord and all bis bouse." 

'^Indeed you do well to remember me of tbat, Master 
Boteler, for it goetb so hard witb my memory in tbese 
troubled times tbat I bad nigh forgotten it," said tbe 
countess dryly. 

'' I most certainly know, my lady, tbat bis majesty batb 
gracious intentions towards your lord." 

"Intention is but an addled egg/' said tbe countess. 
" Give me deeds, if I may choose." 



HONOURABLE DISGRACB, 35/ 

^^ Alas ! the king hath bat little in his power, and the less 
that his business is thuB kept waiting." 

<<Your haste is more than your matter, Master Boteler. 
Belieye me, whatsoever you consider of it, yonr going so 
hurriedly is of no great accoant, for to my knowledge there 
are others gone already with duplicates of the bnsiness.'' 

'' Madam, you astonish me." 

"I speak not withoat book. My own consin, William 
Winter, is one, and he is my hosband's friend, and hath no 
relation to my Lord Marquis of Ormond/' said Lady 
Qlamorgan significantly. 

^'My lord, madam, is your lord's yery good friend, and I 
am vory much his servant ; but if his majest/s business be 
done, I care not by whose hand it is. But I thank your 
honour, for now I know wherefore I am stayed here.^' 

With these words Boteler withdrew — and withdraws from 
my story, for his forther proeeedings are in respect of it of no 
consequence. 

When he was gone, Lady Glamorgan, tuming a flushed 
face, and encountering Dorothy's pale one, gave a hard laugh, 
and said: 

'< Why, child ! thou lookest like a ghost t Was afeard of 
the man in my presence ) " 

'< No, madam ; bat it seemed to me marvelloas that his 
majesty's messenger should receive such words from my 
mistress, and in my Lord of Worcester's house." 

^'I' faith, marvellous it is, Dorothy, that there should be 
such good cause so to use him 1 '' retumed Lady Glamorgan, 
tears of yexation rising as she spoke. '' But an' thou think I 
nsed the man roughly, thou shouldst hare heard my father 
speak to him his mind of the king his master." 

'< Hath the king then shown himself unkfngly, madam 1 ^ 
said Dorothy aghast 

Whereupon Lady Olamorgan told her all she knew, and all 
she could remember of what she had heard the Marquis say 
to Boteler. 

"Trust me, child," she added, "my Lord Worcester, no 
less than I am, is cut to the heart by thia behaviour of the 
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king's. That my husband, silly a&gel, should say nothing, is 
bat Kkci him. He woald bear and bear tili all was borna" 
"Bat," Said Dorothy, '' the king is still the king." 
" Let him be the king then," retumed her mistress. " Let 
him look to his kingdom. Why should I give him my 
hasband to do it for him and be disowned therein 1 I thank 
heaven I can do without a king, bat I can't do withoat my 
Ned, and there he lies in prison for him who cons him no 
thanks ! Not that I woald overmach heed the prison if the 
king would bat share the blame with him ; bat for the king 
to deny him — ^to say that he did all of his own motion and 
withoat aathority 1 — why, child, I saw the commission with 
my own eyes, nor coant myself ander any farther Obligation 
to hold my peace concerning it 1 I know my hasband will 
bear all things, even disgrace itself, andeserved, for the 
kiug's sake : he is the loveUest of martyrs ; bat that is no 
reason why I shoald bear it. The king hath no heart and no 
conscience. No, I will not say that ; bat I will say that he 
hath little heart and less conscience. My good hasband's 
fair name is gone — blasted by the king, who raiseth the mist 
of Glamorgan's dishonoar that he may hide himself safe 
behind it. I teil thee, Dorothy Yaoghan» I shoald not haye 
gradged his majesty my lord's life, an' he had been bat a 
right kingly king. I shoald have wept enoagh and com- 
plained too mach, in womanish fashion, doabtless ; bat I teil 
thee Earl Thomond's daaghter woald not have gradged it. 
Bat my lord's trath and honoar are dear to him, and the 
good report of them is dear to me. I swear I can ill brook 
carrying the title he hath given me. It is my hasband's and 
not mine, eise would I fling it in his face who thus wronga 
my Herbert." 

This explosion from the heart of the wild Irishwoman 
sounded dreadfol in the ears of the king-worshipper. Bat 
he whom she thas accused the king of wronging, had been 
scarcely less revered of her, even while the idol with the 
feet of clay yet stood, and had certainly been loved greatly 
more, than the king himself. Hence, notwithstanding her 
struggle to keep her heart to its allegiance, such a rapid 
change took place in her feelings, that ere long she began to 
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confess to herself that if the Puritans could have known what 
the kiüg was, their conduct would not have beea so un- 
intelligible — not that she thought they had an atom of right 
on their side, or in the leastfeared she might erer be brought 
to think in the matter as they did ; she confessed only that 
she could then have understood them. 

The whole aspect and atmosphere of Eaglan eontinued 
changed. The Marquis was still very gloomy ; Lord Charles 
often frowned and bit his lip ; and the flush that so frequently 
overspread the face of Lady Glamorgan as she sat silent at 
her embroidery, showed that she was thinking in anger of 
the wrong done to her husband. In this feeling all in the 
Castle shared, for the matter had now come to be a little 
understood, and as they loved the Earl more than the king, 
they took the EarPs part. 

Meantime he for whose sake the fortress was troubled, 
having been released on large bail, was away, with free heart, 
to Kilkenny, busy as ever on behalf of the king, füll of pro- 
jects, and eager in action. Not a trace of resentment did he 
manifest — only regret that his majesty's treatment of him, in 
destroying his credit with the Catholics as the king's com- 
missioner, had put it out of his power to be so useful as he 
might otherwise have been. His brain was ever contriving 
how to remedy things, but parties were complicated, and none 
quite trusted him now that he was disowned of his master. 



CHAPTER XLIX. 

SIEGE. 

Things began to look threatening, Eaglan's brooding disap* 
pointment and apprehension was like the electric overcharge 
of the earth, awaiting and drawing to it the hovering cloud : 
the lightning and thunder of the war began at length to stoop 
upon the Yellow Tour of Gwent. When the month of May 
arrived once more with its moonlight and apple-blossoms^ the 
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cloud came with it The doings of the Earl of Glamorgan in 
Ireland had probably hastened the yengeanoeof the Parliament 

There was no longer any royal army. Most of the king's 
frienda had accepted the tenns offered them; and onlj a few 
of his garrisons, amongst the rest that of Kaglan, held out — 
no longer, however, in such trim for defence as at first The 
walls, it is true, were rather stronger than before, the quantity 
of proTisions was large, and the ganison was sufficient; bat 
their horses were now comparatively few, and, which was 
worse, the fodder in störe was, in prospeot of a long siege, 
scanty. Bat the worst of all, indeed the only weak and there- 
fore miserable fact, was, that the spirit, I do not mean the 
coarage, of the Castle was gone; its enthnsiasm had grown 
sere; its inhabitants no longer loved the king as they had loved 
him, and even stem-faced general Daty cannot bring up his 
men to a hand-to-hand conflict with the same elam as queen 
love. 

The rumour of approaching troops kept gathering, and at 
every fresh report Scudamore's eyes shona 

*' Sir Rowland," said the govemor one day, '^ hast not had 
enough of fighting yet for all thy lame shoalder )" 

'''Tis bat my left shoalder, my lord," answered Scudamore. 

'' Thon lookest for the siege as an' it were bat a tassle and 
oyer — a flash* and a roar. An' thon had to answer for the 
place like me — well 1" 

'' Nay, my lord, I would fain show the Eoandheads what an 
honest hoase can do to hold out rogues." 

"Ay, bat there's the ruh 1" retumed Lord Charles: "will 
the house hold out the rogaes ) Bethink thee, Eowland, there 
is never a spot in it fit for defence ezcept the keep and the 
kitchen." 

" We can make sallies, my lord.'* 

" To be driven in again by ten times oar namber, and kept 
in while they knock our walls abont oor ears ! Howerer, we 
will hold oat while we can. Who knows what tarn affiürs 
may takef" 

It was towards the end of April when the news reaohed 
Eaglan that the king, desperate at length, had made his esoape 
£rom beleagaered Oxford^ and in the disgoise of a senring 
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man, betaken himself to ihe headqaarten of the Scotts army, 
to find himself no king, no guest eyen, bat a prisoner. He 
songht ahelter and found captivity. The MarquiB dropped 
his chin on his ehest and murmnred, ''All is oyer/' 

Bat the pang that shot to his heart awoke wounded loyalty: 
he had been angry with his monarch, and justly, bat he wonld 
fight for him still. 

''See to the gates, Charles,'' he cried, almost springing, spite 
of his onwieldiness, from his chair. " Teil Casper to keep the 
powder-mill going night and day. Wonld to God my boy 
Ned were here 1 His majesty hath wronged me, bat throned 
or prisoned he is my king still — ^the Chnrch must come down, 
Charles. The dead are for the living, and will not cry oxkV 
For in St. Cadocas' charch lay the tombs of his ancestors. 

On deliberation it was resolved, however, that only the 
tower, which commanded some portions of the Castle, shoold 
fall. To Dorothy it was like taking down the Standard of the 
Lord. She went with some of the ladies to look a last look 
at the ancient stractnre, and saw mass afiber mass fall sUent 
from the top to clash hideous at the foot amidst the broken 
tomb-stones. It was sad enongh 1 bat the destraction of the 
cottages aronnd it, that the enemy might not have shelter 
there, was sadder still. The women wept and waiied; the 
men growled, and said what was Baglan to them that their 
hooses shoald be pnlled from orer their heads. The Marquis 
offered compensation and shelter. All took the money, bat 
few accepted the shelter, for the prospect of a siege was not 
attractive to any bat sach as were fond of fighting, of whom 
some wonld ratber attaek than defend. 

The next day they heard that Sir Trevor Williams was at 
üsk with a streng body of men. They knew Colonel Birch 
was besieging Qatbridge Castle. Two days passed, and then 
Colonel Kirk appeared to the north, and approached within 
two miles. The ladies began to look pale as often as they 
saw two persons taUdng together : there might be fresh news. 
His father and his wife were not the only persons in tho 
Castle who kept sighing for Olamorgan. Every sonl in it feit 
as if, not to say fSuided that, his presenoe woald haye made it 
impregnaUe* 
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Bat a Strange ezcitement seized upon Dorothy, which arose 
from a sense of trust and delegation, oatwardly unauthorised 
She had not the presumption to give it form in words, even 
to Caspar, but she feit as if they two were the special servants 
of the absent power. Ceaselessly therefore she kept open 
eyeSy and saw and spoke and reminded and remedied where 
she could, so noiselessly, so unobtrusively, that none were 
offended, and all took heed of the things she brought before 
them. Indeed what she said came at length to be listened to 
almost as if it had been a message from Glamorgan. Bat her 
Chief business was still the fire-engine, whose machinery she 
anxiously watched — ^for if anything shoald happen to Caspar 
and then to the engine, what would become of them when 
driven into the tower ) 

Discipline, which of late had got very drowsy, was stirred 
up to fresh life. Watcb grew strict. The garrison was 
drilled more regularly and carefally, and the guard and 
sentinels relieyed to the minate. The armoury was entirely 
overhauled, and eyery smith set to work to get the poor re- 
mainder of its contents into good condition. 

One evening Lord Charles came to his father with the news 
that some score of fresh horses had arrived. 

'^Have they broaght proyender with them, my lordt" 
asked the Marquis. 

" Alas ! no, my lord, only teeth," answered the goyemor. 

" How Stands the hay % " 

''At low ebb, my lord. There is plenty of oats, how- 
ever." 

<< We hear to-day nothing of the Boundbeads : what say 
you to tuming them out and letting them haye a last bellyful 
of sweet grass ander the wallst" 

« I say 'tis so good a plan, my lord, that I think we had 
better eztend it, and let a few of the rest haye a parting 
nibble.» 

The Marquis approyed* 

There was a postern in the outermost wall of the casüe on 
the westem side, seldom iised, commanded by the guns of 
the tower, and opening upon a large field of grass, with 
nothing between bat a ditch. It was just wide enough to 
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let one hone throngh at a time, and by this the goyernor re- 
solved to tum them out, and as soon as it was nearly dark, 
ordered a few thick oak planks to be laid across the ditch, 
one above another, for a bridge. The field was safficiently 
fenced to keep them from straying, and with the first signs 
of dawn they wonld take them in again. 

Dorothy, leaving the tower for the night, had reached the 
archway, when to her sorprise she saw the figore of a huge 
horse moye across the mouth of it, followed by another and 
another. Ezcept Bichard's mare on that eventful night she 
had never seen horse-kind there before. One after another, 
tili she had coonted some five-and-twenty, she saw pass, then 
heard them cross the fountain court with heary foot npon the 
tiles. At length, dark as it was, she recognised her own 
little Dick xnoving athwart the opening. She sprang forward, 
seized him by the halter, and ^ew him in beside her. On 
and on they came, tili she had coanted eighty, and then the 
procession ceased. 

Presently she heard the voice of Lord Charles^ as he crossed 
the hall and came out into the court, saying, 

^* How many didst thou count, Shafto Y" 

^' Seventy-nine, xny lord," answered the groom, Coming 
from the direction of the gate. 

^' I coanted eighty at the hall-door as they went in." 

*^1 am certain no more than serenty-nine went through the 
gate, my lord." 

" What can have become of the eightieth t He must have 
gone into the chapel, or up the archway, or he may be still in 
the halL Art sure he is not grazing on the turf t " 

*^ Certain sure, my lord," answered Shafto. 

^' I am the thief, my lord,'' said Dorothy, coming from the 
archway behind him, leading her little horse. '' — Gk)od, my 
lord, let me keep Dick. He is as useful as another — more 
useful than som&" 

*' How, Cousin I " cried Lord Charles, ^' didst imagine I was 
sending off thy genet to save the hay f No, no 1 An' thou 
badst looked well at the other horses, thou wonldst have seen 
they are such as we want for work — ^such as may indeed save 
the hay, but after another üuhion. I but mean to do thy 
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Dick a kindness, and giye him a bite of gran vith tlie 
Pest" 

** Then 70a are tnmiog them out into the fieldsi 1117 lord ? ** 

** Yes — at the little postern." 

** Ib it safe, 1117 lord, with tbe enein7 so near t ^' 

** It in mj f ather's idea. I do not tbink there is an7 danger. 
There wiU be no moon to-night" 

*^ Mbj not the sconts ride the closer for that, m7 lord t '' 

" Yes, but the7 will not see the better." 

**1 hope, m7 lord, 7on will not think me presnmptaons, 
bnt — ^please let me keep ni7 Dick inside the walls." 

^ Do what thon wilt with thine own, cousin« I think thou 
art over-fearful ; but do as thou wilt, I 8a7." 

Doroth7 led Dick back to his stable, a little distressed that 
Lord Charles seemed to dislike her caution. 

'< But she had a strong feeling of the risk of the thing, and 
after she went to bed was so haunted b7 it that she could not 
sleep. After a while, however, her thoughts took another 
direction : — ^Might not Bichard come to the siege I What if 
the7 should meet? — ^That his part7 had triumphed, no whit 
altered the rights of the matter, and she was sure it had not 
altered her feelings ; 7et her feelings were altered : she was 
no longer so fiercel7 indignant against the Puritans as hereto- 
fore 1 Was she tuming traitor ? or losing the govemment of 
herseif? or was the right triumphing in her against her will 1 
Was it St Michael for the truth conquering St. Qeorge for the 
old wa7 of England t Had the king bcen a t7rant indeed 1 
and had the powers of heaven declared against him, and were 
the7 now putting on their instruments to cut down the 
harrest of wrong? Had not Bichard been ver7 sure of being 
in the right ? But what was that shaking — not of the waUs, 
but the foundations? What was that noise as of distant 
thunderl She sprang from her bed, caught up her night- 
light, for now she never slept in the dark as heretofore, and 
hurried to the watch-tower. From its top she saw, b7 the 
faint light of the stars, yague forms careering over the fields. 
There was no cr7 except an occasional neigh, and the thunder 
was from the feet of man7 horses on the tur£ The enem7 
was lifting the castle horses ! 
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She flow to the Chamber beneath, where, since the earrs 
departure, in the stead of the cross-bow, a small minion gun 
had been placed by Lord Charles, with its muzzle in the 
round where the lines of the loop-hole crossed. A piece of 
match lay beside it. She caaght it up, lighted it at her 
candle, and fired the gun. The tower shook with its roar and 
recoil. She had fired the first gun of the siege : might it be 
a good omen ! 

In an instant the Castle was alive. Warders came running 
from the westem gate. Dorothj had gone, and they could 
not teil who had fired the gun, but there were no occasion to 
ask why it had been fired — ^for where were the horses ? They 
could hear, but no longer see thenu There was mounting in 
hot haste, and a hurried saUy. Lord Charles flung himself 
on little Dick's bare back, and flew to reconnoitre. Fifty of 
the garrison were ready armed and mounted by the time he 
came back, having discovered the route they were taking, and 
off they went at füll speed in pursuit But, encumbered as 
they were at first with the driven horses, the twenty men who 
had carried them off had such a start of their pursuers that 
they reached the high road where they could not stray, and 
drove them right before them to Sir Trevor Williams at Usk. 

'^ The fodder will last the longer," said the Marquis, with a 
sigh sent after his eighty horses. 

''Mistress Dorothy,'' said Lord Charles the next day, 
« methinks thou art as Cassandra in Troy. I shall tremble 
after this to do aught against thy judgmenf 

" My lord," returned Dorothy, "I have to ask your pardon 
for my presumption, but it was borne in upon me, as Tom 
Fool says, that there was danger in the thing. It was 
scarcely judgment on my part — rather a womanish dread." 

''Go thou on to speak thy mind like Cassandra, cousin 
Dorothy, and let us men despise it at our peril. I am 
humbled before thee," said Lord Charles, with the generosity 
of his family. 

"Truly, child," said Lady Glamorgan, "the mantle of my 
husband hath fallen upon thee I " 

The nezt day Sir Treyor Williams and his men sat down 
before the Castle with a small battery, and the siege was fairly 
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begun. Dorothy, on the top of the keep, watching them, but 
not understanding what they were about in particular, heard 
the sudden bellow of one of their cannon. Two of the 
battlements beside her flew into one, and the stones of the 
parapet between them stormed into the cistern. Had her 
presence been the attraction to that thunderboltf Often 
after this, while she watched the engine below in the Work- 
shop, she would hear the dull thud of an iron ball against the 
bodj of the tower ; but although it knocked the parapet into 
showers of stones, their artillery could not make the slightest 
Impression upon that. 

The same night a sally was prepared. Bowland ran to 
Lord Charles, begging leave to go. Bat his lordship would 
not hear of it, telling him to get well, and he should 
have enough of salljing before the siege was over. The 
enemj were surprised, and lost a few men, but soon reco- 
vered themselves and drove the Eoyalists home, following 
them to the very gates, whence the guns of the Castle sent 
them back in their turn. 

Many such sallies and skirmishes followed. Once and 
again there was but time for the guard to open the gate, 
admit their own, and close it, ere the enemy came thundering 
up — to be received with a volley and gallop off. At first 
there was great excitement within the walls when a party 
was out. Eager and anzious eyes followed them from every 
point of yision. But at length they got used to it, as to all 
the ordinary occurrences of siege. 

By and by Colonel Morgan appeared with additional 
forces, and made his headquarters to the south, at Llan- 
denny. In two days more the castle was surrounded, and 
they began to erect a larger battery on the east of it, also to 
dig trenches and prepare for mining. The chief point of 
attack was that side of the stone court which lay between the 
towers of the kitchen and the library. Here then came the 
hottest of the siege, and yery soon that ränge of building 
gave show of affording an easy passage by the time the outer 
works should be taken. 

After the first ball, whose ezecution Dorothy had wit- 
nessed, there came no . more for some time. Sir Trevor 
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waited until the second battery should be begun and Captain 
Hooper arrive, who was to be at the head of tbe mining 
Operations. Hence most of the inmates of the Castle began 
to imagine that a siege was not such an unpleasant thing 
after all. They lacked nothing ; the apple trees bloomed ; 
the moon shone; the white horse fed the fountain; the 
pigeons flew about the courts, and the peacock strutted on 
the grass. Bat when they began digging their approaches 
and mounting their guns on the east side, Sir Trevor opened 
bis battery on the west, and the guns of the tower replied. 
The guns also from the kitchen tower, and another between 
it and -the library tower, played upon the trenches, and the 
noise was tremendous. At first the inhabitants were nearly 
deafened, and frequently failed to hear what was said \ but at 
length they grew hardened — so much so that they were often 
unaware of the firing altogether, and began again to think a 
siege no great matter. But when the guns of the eastem 
battery opened fire, and at the first discharge a round shot, 
bringing with it a barrowful of stones, came down the kitchen 
chimney, knocking the lid through the bottom of the cook's 
jstewpan, and scattering all the fire about the place ; when 
the roof of one of the turret? went clashing over the stones of 
the paved court ; when a spent shot Struck the bars of the 
Great Mogul^s cage, and sent him furious, niaking them think 
what might happen, and wishing they were sure of the 
politics of the wild beasts ; when the stones and slates flew 
about like sudden showers of hail ; when every now and then 
a great rumble told of a falling wall, and that side of the 
court was rapidly tuming to a heap of ruins ; then were cries 
and screams, many more, however, of terror than of injury, to 
be heard in the Castle, and they began to understand that it 
was not starvation, but something more peremptory still, to 
which they were doomed to succumb. At times there would 
fall a lull, perhaps for a few hours, perhaps for a few 
inoments, to end in a sudden fury of firing on both sides, 
mingled with shouts, the rattling of buUets, and the falling of 
stones, when the women wonld rush to and fro screaming, 
and all would imagine the storm was in the breach. 
Bat the gloom of the Marquis seemed to hare yanished 
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with the breaking of the storm, as the oatboist of the light- 
ning takes the weight off head and heart that has for dajs 
been gathering. True, when bis bouse began to fall, be 
would look for a moment grave at eacb successive rumble, bat 
the next he would smile and nod bis head, as if all was 
just as be bad expected and would have it. One day when 
Sir Toby Matthews and Dr. Bayly bappened both to be 
with bim in bis study, an ancient Stack of chimneys tumbled 
with tremendoas uproar into the stone court. The two 
clergymen started visibly, and then looked at eacb other with 
pallid faces. But the Marquis smiled, kept the silence for an 
instant^ and then, in slow solemn voice, said : 

^ Seimus enim quoniam si terrestris domus nomus nostra 
bujus habitationis dissolvatur, quod SBdificationem ex Deo 
habemus, domum non manufactam, CBtemam in cobUs." 

The clergymen grasped each other by the band, then tum- 
ing bowed together to the Marquis, but the conversation was 
not resumed. One evening in the drawing-room, after 
supper, the Marquis, in good spirits, and, for bim, in good 
bealth, was talking more merrily than usuaL Lady Glamor« 
gan stood near bim in the window. The captain of the 
garrison was giving a spirited description of a sally they had 
made the night before upon Colonel Morgan in bis quarters at 
Llandenny, and Sir Bowland was yowing that, come of it 
what might, leave or no leave, he would ride the next 
time, when crash went something in the room, the Marquis 
put bis band to bis head, and the countess fled in terror 
crying, '' Lord ! Lord ! '' A bullet bad come throügb the 
window, knocked a little marble pillar belonging to it in 
fragments on the floor, and glancing from it, Struck the 
Marquis on the side of the head. The countess, finding 
herseif unhurt, ran no farther than the door. 

*^ I ask your pardon, my lord, for my rudeness," she said, 
with trembling voice, as she came slowly back. '^ But indeed, 
ladies," she added, ^* I thought the bouse was Coming down. 
— You gentlemen, wbo know not what fear is, I pray you to 
forgive me, for I was mortally frightened." 

'^ Daughter, you had reason to run away, when your father 
was knocked on the head/' said the Marquia 
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He put bis finger on the flattened ballet where it had fallen 
on the table, and turning it round and round, was silent for a 
moment, evidently framing aright something he wanted to 
say. Then with the pretence that the bullet had been 
flattened upon bis head, 

^' Grentlemen/' he remarked^ ^^those who had a xnind to 
flatter xne were wont to teil me that I had a good head 
in my younger days, but if I dont flatter myself, I think 
I have a good headrpiec^ in my old age, or eise it would not 
have been musket-proof/ 

Bat although he took the thing thus. quietly and indeed 
merrily, it revealed ta bim that their usual apartments were 
no longer fit for the ladies, and he gave orders therefore that 
tbe great rooms in the tower shoold be prepared for them 
and the children« 

Dorothy's capacity for work was not easily satisfied, but 
Bow for a time she had plenty to do. In the midst of the 
roar from the batteries, and the answering roar from towers 
and walls, their ladies betook themselves to theii stronger 
quarters : a thousand necessaries had to be carried with them, 
and she, as a matter of course, it seemed, had to superintend 
the removal. With many hands to make light work she 
soon finished, however, and the family wa« lodged where 
no hostile shot could reach them, although the frequent fall 
of portions of its battlemented summit rendered even a peep 
beyond its impenetrable shell hazardous. Dorothy would lie 
awake at night> where she slept in h^ mistress's room> and 
listen — now to the baffled ballet as it feil from the scarce 
indented wall, now to the roar of the artillery, sounding 
doli and far away through the ten-foot thickness ; and ever 
and again the words of the ancient psalm would retum npon 
her memory: '^Thoa hast been a shelter for me, and a 
strong tower from the enemy," 

She tended the flre-engine if possible yet more carefuUy 
than ever, kept the cistem füll» and the water lipping the 
edge of the moat, but let no fountain flow ezcept that from 
the mouth of the white horsa Her great fear was lest a shot 
shoold fall into the reservoir and injure its bottom, but 
its contriyer had taken care that, even without the protection 
of its watery armour, it shoold be indestructible. 

2 A 
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T\he Marquis woold not leave his own rooms and the super- 
vi&ion they gave him. The domestics were mostly lodged 
within tbe kitchen tower, which, although in fall ezposure to 
the enemy's fire, had as yet proyed able to resist it. But all 
between that and the library tower was rapidly becoming a 
chaos of stones and timber. Lord Glamorgan's secret 
Chamber was shot through and throngh ; but Caspar, as soon 
as the direction and force of the battery were known, had 
carried off his books and instruments. 



CHAPTER L 

A SALLY. 

Meantime Mr. Heywood had returned home to look after 
his affairs, and brought Richard with him. In the hope that 
peace was come they had laid down tkeir commissions. 
Hardly had they reached Eedware when they heard the news 
of the active Operations at Raglan, and Richard rode off 
to see how things were going — not a little anxious oonceming 
Dorothy, and füll of eagerness to protect her,but entirely with- 
out hope of favour either at her band or her heart. He had 
no inclination to take part in the siege, and had had enough 
^ fighting for any satisfaction it had brought him. It might 
be the right tiiing to do, and so far the only path towards the 
sanrise, but had he ground for hope that the day of freedom 
had in himself advanced beyond the dawn I His confidence 
in Milton and Gromwell, with his father's, continued un- 
shaken, but what could man do to satisfy the hunger for 
freedom which grew and gnawed within himt Neither 
political nor religious liberty could content him. He might 
himself be a slave in a universe of freedom. Still ready, even 
for the sake of mere outward freedom of action and liberty of 
worship, to draw the sword, he yet had begun to think 
he had fought enough. 

As he approached Raglan he missed something from tho 
landscape, but only upon reflection discovered that it was the 
church tower. Entering the viUage, he found it all but de- 
serted, for the inhabitants had mostly gone, and it was too 
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near the gaies and too much ezposed to, the sudden sallies of 
the besieged for the occupation of the enemy. That day, 
however, a large reinforcement, sent from Oxford by Fairfax 
to strengthen Colonel Morgan, having arrived at Llandenny, 
some of its officers, riding over to inspect Captain Hooper's 
Operations, had halted at the White Horse, where they were 
having a glass of ale when Richard rode up. He found them 
old acquaintances, and sat down with them. Almost evening 
when he arrived, it was quite dusk when they rose and called 
for their horses. They had placed a man to keep watch 
towards Eaglan, while the rest of their attendants, who were 
bat few, leaving their horses in the yard, were drinking their 
ale in the kitchen 3 bat seeing no signs of peril, and growing 
weary of his own position and envious of that of his neigh* 
bours, the fellow had ventured, discipline beiug neither active 
nor severe, to rejoin his companions. 

The host, being a tenant of the Marquis, had decided 
Royalist predilections, but whether what foUowed was of his 
contriving I cannot teil; news reached the castle somehow that 
a few Parliamentary officers with their men were drinking 
at the White Horse. Rowland was in the chapel, listening 
to the organ, having in his illness grown fond of hearing 
Delaware play. The brisker the cannonade, the blind yputh 
always praised the louder, and had the main stops now in fall 
blast ; bat throagh it all, Scadamore heard the soand of horses' 
feet on the stones, and running along the minstrels' gallery 
and oat on the top of the porch, saw over fifty horsemen in 
the court, all but ready to start. He flew to- his Chamber, 
caught up his sword and pistols, and without waiting to put 
on any armour, hurried to the stables, laid hold of the first 
horse he came to, which was fortunately saddled and bridled, 
and was in time to foUow the last man out of the court before 
-the gate was closed behind the issuing troop. 

The Parliamentary officers were just mounting, when their 
gentinel, who had run again into the road to listen, for it was 
now too dark to see further flian a few yards, came running 
back with the alarm that he heard the feet of a considerable 
body of horse in the direction of the castle. Richard, whose 
mare stood unfastened at the door, was on her back in a mo- 
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ment Being unarmejd, save a brace of pistols in his hoLstcrSi 
he thought he could best serve them by galloping to Captain 
Hooper and bringing help, for the Castle party would doubt- 
less outnumber them. Scarcely was he gone, however, and 
half the troopers were not yet in their saddles, when the place 
was surrounded by three times their number. Those who were 
already mounted escaped and rode after Heywood, a few got 
into a field, where they hid themselves in the tall corn, and the 
rest barricaded the inn door and manned the Windows. There 
they held out for some time, frequent pistol-shots being inter- 
changed without much injury to either side. At length, how- 
eyer, the Marquis's men had all bat sacceeded in forcing the 
door when they were attacked in the rear by Bichard with 
some thirty horse from the trenches, and the runaways of 
Colonel Morgan's men, who had met them and tumed with 
them. A smart combat ensaed, lasting half an hour, in which 
the Parliament men had the advantage. Those who had lost 
their horses recovered them, and a Eoyalist was taken prisoner. 
From him Bichard took his sword, and rode after the retreating 
cavaliers. 

One of their number, a little in the rear, supposing Bichard 
to be one of themselves, allowed him to get ahead of him, and, 
facing about, cut him off from his companions. It was the 
second time he had headed Scudamore, and again he did not 
know him, this time because it was dark. Bowland, however, 
recognised his voice as he called him to surrender, and rushed 
fiercely at him. But scarcely had they met, when the cavalier, 
whose little strength had ere this all but given way to the 
unwonted fatigue, was suddenly overcome with faintness, and 
dropped from his horse. Bichard got down, lifted him, laid 
him across Lady's Shoulders, mounted, raised him into a 
better position, and, leading the other horse, brought him 
back to the inn. There first he discovered that he was his 
prisoner whom he feared he had killed at Naseby. 

When Bowland came to himself, " Are you able to ride a 
few miles, Mr. Scudamore 9" asked Bichard. 

At first Bowland was too much chagrined, finding in whose 
power he was, to answer. 

'' I am your prisoner, " he said at lengtL '' You are my eril 
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genius, I think. I have no choice. Thy star is in the ascen- 
dant, and mine has been going down ever since first I met 
thce, Richard Heywood." 

Richard attempted no reply, bat got Bowland's horse and 
assisted him to mount, 

'^ I want to do yon a good tum, Mr. Scndamore/' he said, 
after they had ridden a mile in silence. 

'^ I look for nothing good at thy hand/' said Scndamore. 

'' When thou findest what it is, I trust thou wilt change thy 
thought of me, Mr. Scudamore." 

*' Svr Rowland, an' it please you," said the prisoner, his boyish 
vanity roused by misfortune, and passing itself npon him for 
dignity. 

'* Mere ignorance must be pardoned, Sir Bowland/' retumed 
Richard : ** I was unaware of your dignity. £ut think you, Sir 
Rowland, you do well to ride on such rongh errands, while yet 
not recovered, as is bnt too piain to see, from former wounds I " 

" It seems not, Mr. Heywood, for I had not eise been your 
prize, I trust The wound I caught at Naseby has cost the 
king a soldier, I fear.'' 

** I hope it will cost no more than is already paid. Men 
must fight, it seems, but I for one would gladly repair, an' I 
might, what injuries I had been compelled to cause." 

*^ I cannot say the like on my part/' retumed Sir Rowland. 
** I would I had slain thee I " 

** So would not I concerning thee — in proof whereof do I 
now lead thee to the best leech I know — one who brought me 
back from death's door, when t)irough thee, if not by thy 
hand, I was sore wounded. With her, as my prisoner, I shall 
leave thee. Seek not to make thy escape, lest, being a witch, 
as they say of her, she chain thee up in alabaster. When 
thou art restored, go thy way whither thou pleasest. It is no 
longer as it was with the cause of liberty : a soldier of hers may 
now afford to release an enemy for whom he has a friendship." 

** A friendship ! " exclaimed Sir Rowland, " And wherefore, 
prithee, Mr. Heywood? On what groundl" 

But they had reached the cottage, and Richard made no 
reply. Having helped his prisoner to dismount, led him 
through the garden, and knocked at the door, 
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''Here, mother!" he said as Mistress Sees opened it^ ''I 
have brought thee a king's-man to eure this time.'' 

'' Fraise God 1" returned Mistress Rees — not that a king's- 
man was wounded, bat that she had him to eure : she was an 
entbnsiast in her art. Just as she had devoted herseif to the 
Puritan, she now gave all her care and ministration to the 
Royalist She got her bed ready for him, asked him a few 
qnestions, looked at his Shoulder, not even yet quite healed, 
said it had not been well managed, and prepared a poultice, 
which smelt so vilely that Bowland tumed from it with dis- 
gust Bat the old woman had a singular power of persuasion, 
and at length he yielded, and in a few moments was fast asleep. 

Calling the next moming, Richard found him very weak — 
partly from the unwonted fatigae of the previous day, and 
partly from the old woman's remedies, which were causing the 
woand to threaten suppuration. Bat somehow he had become 
well satisfied that she knew what she was about^ and showed 
no inclination to rebeL 

For a week or so he did not seem to improve. Richard 
came often, sat by his bedside, and talked with him; bat the 
moment he grew angry, called him names, or abosed his party, 
would rise withoat a word, mount his mare, and ride home — to 
retam the next moming as if nothing unpleasant had occurred. 

After aboat a week, the patient began to feel the benefit of 
the wise woman's treatment. The supparation carried so 
mach of an old ever-haanting pain with it, that he was now 
easier than he had ever been since his retam to Raglan. Bat 
his behayiour to Richard grew very stränge, and the Roand- 
head failed to anderstand it. At one time it was so friendly 
as to be almost affectionate ; at another he seemed bent on 
doing and saying every thing he could to proyoke a daeL For 
another whole week, aware of the benefit he was deriving from 
the witch, as he never scrapled to call her, nor in the least 
offended her thereby, apparently also at times fascinated in 
some sort by the yisits of his enemy, as he persisted in calling 
Richard, he showed no anxiety to be gone. 

'' Heywood," he said one morning saddenly, with qaite a 
new familiarity, '* dost thou consider I owe thee an apology 
for carrying off thy maret Teil me what look the thing 
beareth to thee." 
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^' Put thy case, Scndamore/' retumed Bichard. 

And Sir Bowland did put his case, starting from the rebel 
State of the owner, advancing to the natural outlawry that 
resaltedy going on to the necessity of the king^ &c., and end- 
ing thus : 

'' Now I know thou regardest neither king nor right, there- 
fore I ask thee only to teil me how it seemeth to thee I ought 
on these grounds to judge myself, since for thy jadgment in 
thy own person and on thy own grounds, or rather no grounds, 
I care not at all." 

" Come, then, let it be but a question of casuistry. Yet I 
fear me it will be difficult to argue without breaking bounds, 
Would my lord marquis now walk forth of his Castle at the 
king's command as certainly as he will at the voice of the 
nation, that is, the cannons of the Parliamentl" 

'* The cannons of the corsed Parliament are not the voice of 
the nation % Our side is the nation, not yburs." 

"How provest thou thati*' 

*' We are the bettcr bom, to begin with.** 

" Ye hanre the more titles^ I grant ye, but we have the older 
families. • Let it be, however, that I was or am a rebel — then 
I can only say that in stealing — no, I will not say siecUmg^ for 
thou didst it witk a different Hiind — all I will say is this, Sir 
Bowland, that I should have scomed sa to carry off thine or 
any man's horse/' 

" Ah, but thou wouldst have no- right, being but a rebel l" 

'^ Bethink thee, thou must judge on my grounds when thou 
judgest me." 

" True; then am I driven to say thou wast made of the 
better earth — curse thee! I am ashamed oi having taken 
thy mare — only because it was in a half-friendly passage with 
thee I leamed her worth. But, hang thee, it was not through 
thee I learned to know my cousin, Dorothy Yaughan." 

The recoiling blood stung Bichard's heart like the blow of 
a whip, but he manned himself to^ answer with coolness. 

"What then of her?'' he saii **Hast thou been wooing 
her favour, Sir Bowland ? Thou owest me nothing there, I 
admit, even had she not sent me from her. Besides, I am 
scarce one to be content with a mistress whose favour depended 
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on the not Coming between of some certain other, known or 
unknown. This I say not in pride, but because in such case I 
were not the right man for her, neither she the woman for me." 

'' Then thou bearest me no grudge in that I have sought the 
prize of my cousin's heart 1 " 

<< None/' answered Eichard, bat could not bring himself to 
ask how he had sped. 

'* Then will I own to thee that I have gained as little. I 
will madden myself telling thee whom I hate, and to thy 
comfort, that she despises me like any Virginia slave." 

^'Nay, that I am sure she doth not. She can despise 
nothing that is honourable." 

'^Dost thou then count me honourable, Heywoodf" said 
Scudamore, in a voice of sarprise, putting forth a thin white 
hand, and placing it on Eichard's where it lay huge and brown 
on the cover-lid : " Then honourable I will be." 

"And, in that resolve, art, Sirjtowland." 

" I MriU be honourable," repeated Scudamore angrily, with 
flushing cheek, and hard yet flashing eye, "because thou 
thinkest me such, although my hate would, an' it might, damn 
thee to lowest hell." 

" Nay, but thou wilt be honourable for honour's sake," said 
Richard. "Bethink thee, when first we met, we were but 
boys : now are we men, and must put away boyish things." 

"Dost call it a boyish thing to be madly in loye with the 
fairest and noblest and bravest mistress that ever trod the 
earth — ^though she be half a Puritan, alack I" 

"She half a Puritan!" exclaimed Heywood. "She hates 
the very wind of the word." 

" She may hate the word, but she is the thing. She hath 
read me such lessons as none but a Puritan could." 

" Were they not then good lessons, that thou joinest with 
them a name hateful to thee )" 

"Ay, truly — much too good for mortal like me— or thee 
either, Heywood« They are but hypocrites that pretend 
otherwise." 

" Callest thou thy cousin a hypocrite V* 

" No, by heaven ! she is not. She is a woman, and it is 
easy for women to say prayers," 
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'<I never rode into a fight bat I said my prayer/' retnmed 
Sichard. 

" None tlie less art thon a hypocrite. I should scom to be 
for ever begging favours as thoa. Dost think God heareth 
such prayers as thine 1" 

^'Not if He be such as thou, Sir Eowland, and not if he 
vho prays be such as thou thinkest him. Prithee, what sort 
of prayer thinkest thou I pray ere I ride into the battle 1 " 

" How should I know 1 My lord Marquis would have had 
me say my prayers at such a time, but, good sooth ! I always 
forgot. And if I had done it, where would have been the 
benefit thereof, so long as thou, who wast better used to the 
work, was praying against me 1 I say it is a cowardly thing 
to go praying into the battle, and not take thy fair chance as 
other men do." 

" Then will I teil thee to what purpose I pray. Bnt, first 
of all, I must confess to thee that I have had my doubts, not 
whether my side were more in the right than thine, bat 
whether it were worth while to raise the sword even in such 
cause. Now, still when that doubt cometh, ever it taketh 
from my arm the strength, and going down into the very legs 
of my mare causeth that she goeth dull, although willing, into 
the battle. Moreover, I am no saint, and therefore cannot 
pray like a saint, but only like Richard He3rwood, who hath 
got to do his duty, and is something puzzled. Therefore pray 
I thus, or to this effect : 

" * God of battles ! who, . Thyself dwelling in peace, 
beholdest the strife, and werkest Thy will thereby, what that 
good and perfect will of Thine is I know not clearly, but 
Thou hast sent us to be doing, and Thou batest cowardice. 
Thou knowest I have sought to choose the best, so far as 
goeth my poor ken, and to this battle I am pledged. Give 
me grace - to fight like a soldier of Thine, without wraih and 
without fear. Give me to do my duty, but give the victory 
where Thou pleasest. Let me live if so Thou wilt; let me 
die if so Thou wilt — only let me die in honour with Thee. 
Let the truth be victorious, if not now, yet when it shall 
please Thee ; and oh ! I pray, let no deed of mine delay its 
Coming. Let my work fail, if it be unto evil, but save my 
goul in truth.' ^ 
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''And in truth, Sir Rowland, it seemeth to me then asif 
tlie Grod of truth heard me. Then say I to my mare, ' Come, 
Lady, all is well now. Let us go. And good will come of it 
to thee abo, for how shoald the Father think of Eis sparrows 
and forget Eis mares ? Doubtless there are of thy kind in 
heaven, eise how should the apostle have seen them there? 
And if any, surely thou, my Ladyl' So ride we to the 
battle, merry and streng, and calm, as if we were but riding 
to the rampart of the celestial city/^ 

Bowland lay gazing at Richard for afew moments, then said : 

''By heaven, but it were a pity you should not come 
together ! Surely the same spirit dwelleth in you both ! 
For me, I should show but as a shadow cast from her bright- 
ness. But I teil thee, Boandhead, I loye her better than ever 
Boundhead could«" 

'' I know not, Scadamore. Nor do I mean to judge thee 
when I say that no man who loves not the truth can love a 
woman in the grand way a woman ought ta be loved.*' 

'' Teil me not I do not love her, or I will rise and kill thee. 
I love her even to doing what my soul hateth for her sake. 
Damned Boundhead, she loves thee," 

The last words came from him almost in a shriek, and he 
feil back panting. 

Bichard sat silent for a few moments, his heart surging and 
sinking. Then he said quietly — 

**It may be so, Sir Bowland. "We were boy and girl 
together — fed rabbits, flew kites^ planted weeds to make 
flowers of them, played at marbles ; she may love me a little, 
Boundhead as I am." 

" By heaven, I will try her once more ! Who knows the 
heart of a woman 1 " said Bowland through his teeth. 

'' If thou should gain her, Scudamore, and afterwards she 
should find thee unworthy 1 " 

" She would love me stilL" 

''And break her heart for thee, and leave thee young to 
marry another — while I" — — 

Ee laughed a low, strangely musical laugh, and ceased — 
then resumed-* 

" But what if, instead of dying, she should leam to despise 
thee, finding thou hadst not only deceived her, but deceived 
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thj better seif, and shoald tum from thee with loathing, 
while thou didst love her still — ^as well as thy natore coold 9 
— ^what then, Sir Bowland T' 

"Thenlshouldkülher." 

" And thou lovest her better than any Boondhead coold ! 
I will find thee man after man from amongst Ireton's or 
Cromwell's horse — I know not the foot so well : — fanatic 
enoagh they are, God knows ! and many of themfools enongh 
to boot ! — ^but I will find thee man after man who is fanatic 
or fool enongh, which thou wilt, to love better than thou, 
thou poor atom of solitary selfishness ! " 

Bowland half flung himself from the bed, seized Kichaid 
by the throat^ and with all the strength he could sommon 
did hifl best to strangle him. For a time Richard allowed 
bim to spend bis rage, then removed bis grasp as gently as 
he could, and holding both his wrists in bis left band, rose 
and stood oyer bim. 

''Sir Kowland," he said, ''I am not angry with thee that 
thou art weak and passionate. But bethink thee — ^thou liest 
in Ood's hands a thousandfold more helpless than now thou 
liest in mine, and like Saul of Tarsus thou wilt find it hard 
to kick against the pricks. For the maiden, do as thou wilt^ 
for thou canst not do other than the will of God« But I 
thank thee for what thou hast told me, though I doubt it 
meaneth little better for me than for thee. Thou hast a kind 
heart. I ahnest love thee, and will when I can." 

He let go his hands, and walked from fbe room. 

'' Ganting hypocrite ! " cried Sir Bowland in the wrath of 
impotence, but knew while he said the words that they were 
false. And with the words the bittemess of life seized his 
heart, and bis despair shrouded the world in the blackness of 
darkness. There was nothing more to live for, and he tumed 
bis face to the walL 



CHAPTER LI 

UND ER THE MO AT. 

It was some time ere they discovered that Scudamore was 
missing from the Castle, but there was the hopo that he 
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had been taken prisoner; and things were growing so bad 
within the walls, that tliere was little leisnre for lamenta- 
tion over individaal misfortunes. XJnless some change as 
entire as unexpected — ^for there seemed no chance of anj 
ezcept the king should win over the Scots to take his part — 
should occur, it was evident that the enemy must speedily 
make the assault, nor could there be a doubt of their carry- 
ing the place — an anticipation which, as the inevitable 
drew nearer, became nothing less than terrible to both honse- 
hold and garrison. True, their conquerors would be of their 
own people, but battle and bloodshed and victory, and worst 
of all, party-spirit, the Marquis knew, destroy not nationality 
merely, but humanity as well, rousing into füll possession the 
feline beast which has his lair in every man — in many, it is 
true, dwindled to the household cat, but in many others a 
full-sized, only sleepy tiger. To what was he about to expose 
his men, not to speak of his ladies and their children ! 

On the other^ band, ever since the balls had been flying 
about his house, and the stones of it leaving their places to 
keep them Company, the loyalty of the Marquis had been 
rising, and he had thought of his prisoner-king ever with 
growing tendemess, of his faults with more indulgence, and 
of the wrongs he had done his family with more magnanimity 
and forgiveness, so that, for his own part, he would have held 
out to the very last. 

" And truly were it not better to be well buried under the 
ruins," he would say to himself, looking down with a sigh at 
his great bulk, which added so much to the dismalness of 
the prospect of being, in his seventieth year, a prisoner or a 
Wanderer — the latter a worse fate even than the former. To 
be no longer the master of his own great house, of many 
willing servants, of all ready appliances for liberty and com- 
fort, while the weight of his clumsy person must still hang 
about him, and his unfitness to carry the same go on increas- 
ing with the bulk to be carried — such a prospect required 
something more than loyalty to meet it with equanimity. To 
the young and strong, adventure ought always to be more 
attractive than ease, bat none save those who are themselves 
within sight of old age can truly imagine what an utter 
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horror the breach of old habito and Iobb of old comforU is to 
the aged. 

Bat to the good Marquis it was consolation enough to 
repeat to himself the tezt from his precious Yulgate : 8cmu$ 
enim ; For we know that if our ea/rtUy house of this tabemade 
wert dissolvedf we have a buüding of Ood^ an house not made wüh 
hands, etemal in ihe heavene, 

For the ladies, so long as their father-chief was with them, 
they were at least not too anzious. Whatever was done 
cnust be the right thing, and in the midst of tumnlt and 
threat Üxej were content If only their Edward had been 
with them too ! 

Bat surrender, even when the iron shot was driving his 
stately house into showers of dirt, the Marquis found it hard 
indeed to contemplate. The eastem side of the stone court 
was now little better than a heap of rubbish, and the hour of 
assault conld not be far off, although as yet there had been no 
second summons; but he could not forget that, though the 
Castle was his, it was not for himself but for his king he held 
it garrisoned, and how could he yield it without the approval 
of his sovereign ? The goyernor shared in the same chivalry 
with his father, and was equally anxious for a word from the 
king. But that king was a prisoner in the hands of a hostile 
nation, and how was he to receive message or retum answerf 
Nay, how were they to send message or receite answer, not 
eyen knowing with certainty where his majesty was, and but 
presuming that he was still at Newcastle? And not to 
mention difficulties at eyery step of tlie way, their house itself 
was so beset that no one could issue from its gates without 
risk of being stopped, searched, detained until it shonld have 
fallen. For the besiegers knew well enough that Lord Gla- 
morgan was still in Ireland, straining his utmost on behalf of 
the king; and what more likely that he should, with the men 
he was still raising in Ireland, make some desperate attempt 
to tum the scales of war, striking first^ it might well be, for 
the relief of his father's castle 1 

These things were all pretty freely spoken of in the family, 
and Dorothy understood the position of affairs as well as any 
one. And now at length it seemed to her that the hour had 
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arrived for attempting some return for Raglan's hospitality. 
No Service she had hitherto stumbled upon had any magni- 
lade in her eyes, bat now — to be the bearer of despatches to 
the king ! It would suffice at least, even if it turned out a 
failure, to prove her not ungrateful. £ut she too had her 
confidant, and in the absence of Lord Glamorgan would con- 
8ult with Caspar. Meantime the Marquis had made matters 
worse hj sending a request to Golonel Morgan that he would 
grant safe passage for a messenger to the king, without whose 
command he was not at liberty to surrender the place. The 
answer was to the effect that they acknowledged no Jurisdic- 
tion of the king in the business, and that the Marquis might 
keep his mind easy as far as his supposed duty to his majesty 
was concemed, for they would so compel a surrender that 
there could be no reflection upon him for making it. 

Caspar, fearful of the dangers she would have to encounter, 
sought to dissuade Dorothy from her meditated proposal — but 
feebly, for every one who had anything noble in his nature, 
and Caspar had more than his share, was influenced by the 
znagnanimity that ruled the place. Indeed he told her one 
thing which served to clench her resolution — that there was a 
secret way out of the Castle, provided by his master Glamorgan 
for communication during siege : more he was not at liberty 
to disclose. Dorothy went straight to the Marquis and laid 
her plan before him, which was that she should make her 
escape to Wyfem, and thence, attended by an old senrant, set 
out to seek the king. 

<' There is no longer time, alas !" retumed the Marquis. 
'* I look for the final summons every hour." 

** Could you not raise the report, my lord, that you have 
undermined the Castle, and laid a huge quantity of gunpowder 
with the determination of blowing it up the moment they 
enter 1 That would make them fall back upon blockade, and 
leave us a little time. Cur provisions are not nearly ezhausted, 
and when fodder fails, we can eat the horses first." 

'' Thou art a brave lady, cousin Dorothy," said the Marquis. 
''But if they caught and searched thee, and found papers upon 
thee, it woidd go worse with us than before." 

" Please your lordship, my Lord Glamorgan onee showed me 
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sncli a comb as a lady might cany in her pocket, bat so con« 
trived that tlie head tfaereof was hollow and could contain 
despatches. Metbinks Caspar conid laj bis bands on tbe 
comb. If I were but at Wyfem ! and tbither my little borse 
woold cany me in less tban an bonr, giring all needfol time 
for cantion too, my lord." 

"By Creorge, thou speakest well, consin !" said tbe Marquis, 
''But wbo sbould attend tbee t" 

"Let me bave Tom Fool, my lord, for now bave I tbongbt 
of a betterment of my plan : be will guide me to bis motber's 
house by by*ways, and thence can I cross tbe fields to my own 
— as easily as tbe great ball, my lord«" ' 

''Tom Fool is a migbty coward/' objected tbe Marquis. 

"So mueb tbe better, my lord. He will not get me into 
trouble tbroogb displaying bis manbood before me. He 
batb besides a face long enougb for tbree Koundbeads, and a 
tongue tbat can utter glibly enougb wbat soundetb very like 
tbeir Jargon. Tom is tbe rigbt fool to attend me, my lord." 

" He can't ride ; be neyer backed a borse in bis life, I 
believe. No, no, Dorotby. Sbafto is tbe man.'* 

"Sbafto is mucb too ready, my lord. He would ride over 
my bounds. I want Tom no farther tban bis motber^s, and 
tbere will be no need for bim to ride." 

" Well, it is a brave offer, my cbild, and I will tbink tbere- 
upon," said bis lordship. 

All tbe rest of tbe day tbe Marquis and Lord Cbarles, 
witb two or tbree of tbe principal officers of bouse and 
garrison, were in Conference, and letters were written botb to 
bis majesty and Lord Glamorgan. Before tbey were finally 
written out in cipber, Kaltoff was sent for, tbe comb found, 
its Contents gauged, and tbe paper cut to suit. 

About an bour after midnigbt, Dorotby, Lord Cbarles, and 
Caspar stood togetber in tbe worksbop, waiting for Tom 
Fool, wbo bad gone to fetcb Dick from tbe stables. Dorotby 
bad tbe comb in ber pocket. Sbe looked pale, but ber grey 
eyes sbone witb courage and determination. Sbe carried 
notbing but a wbip. A keen little lamp bome by Caspar 
was all tbeir ligbt 

Presently tbey beard tbe sound of Dick's boofs on tbe 
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bridge. A moment more and Tom led him in, both man 
and horse looking somewhat scared at the strangeness of the 
midnight proceeding. Bat Tom was, notwitLstanding, glad 
of the Office, and read7 to risk a good deal in order to get out 
of the Castle, where he ezpected nothing milder at last than 
a general massacre. 

Lord Charles himself lifbed foot afber foot of the little 
horse to be satisfied that his shoes were sound, then made a 
sign to Caspar, and gave his hand to Doroth7. Caspar took 
Dick by the bridle, and led him up to the wall near the door. 
Lord Charles and Dorothy foUowed. But Tom, observing 
that they placed themselves within a chalk-drawn circle, hun^ 
back in terror ; he fancied Caspar was going, to raise the 
devil. Yet he knew that within the circle was the only 
safety ; a word from Dorothy tumed the scale, and he stood 
trembling by her side. Nor was he greatly consoled to find 
that, as he now thought, instead of the devil Coming to 
them, they were going to him, as, with the circle upon which 
they stood, they began to sink, through a stone-faced shaft, 
slowly into the foundations of the keep. Dick also was 
frightened, but happily his faith was strenger than his 
imagination, and a word now and then from his mistress, and 
an occasional pat from her well-known hand, sufficed to keep 
him quiet 

At the depth of about thirty feet they stopped, and found 
themselves facing a ponderous door, studded and barred with 
iron. Caspar took from his pocket a key about the size 
of a goose quill, feit about for a moment^ and then with 
a slight movement of finger and thumb drew back a dozen 
ponderous bolts with a great echoing clang ; the door slowly 
opened, and they entered a narrow vaulted passage of stone. 
Lord Charles- took the lamp from Caspar, and led the 
way with Dorothy; Tom Fool oame next, and Caspar followed 
wiüi Dick. The lamp showed but a few feet of the walls 
and roof, and revealed nothing in front until they had gone 
about a furlong, when it shone upon what seemed the live 
rock ending their way. But again Caspar applied the little 
key somewhere, and immediately a great mass of rock slowly 
turned on a pivot, and permitted them to pass. 
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When they were all on the other side of it, Lord Charles 
turned and held up the light. Dorothy tumed also and 
looked : there was nothing to indicate whence they had come. 
Before her was' the roughrock, seemingly solid, certainly slimy 
and green, and over its face was flowing a tiny rivulet. 

" See there," said Lord Charles, pointing up ; " that little 
streams comes the way thy dog Marquis and the Boundhead 
Heywood came and went. But I challenge anything larger 
than a rat to go now." 

Dorothy made no answer, and they went on again for some 
distance in a passage like the former, but soon arrived at the 
open quarry, whence Tom knew the way across the fields to 
the high road as well, he said, as the line of life on his own 
palnL liOrd Charles lifted Dorothy -to the saddle, said good 
luck and good-bye, and stood with Caspar watching as she 
rode up the steep ascent, until for an instant her form stood 
out dark against the sky, then yanished, when they tumed and 
re-entered the castle. 



CHAPTEß LH 

THE UNTOOTHSOME PLUM. 

It was a starry night, with a threatening of moonrise, 
and Dorothy was anzious to reach the cottage before it grew 
lighter. But they must not get into the high road at any 
nearer point than the last practicable, for then they would be 
more likely to meet soldiers, and Didc's feet to betray their 
approach. Over field after field, therefore, they kept on, as 
fast as Tom, now and then stopping to peer anxiously over 
the next fence, or into a boundary ditch, could lead the way. 
At last they reached the place by the side of a bridge, where 
Marquis led Kichard ofif the road^ and there they scrambled up. 

** Lord ! " cried Tom, and waked a sentry dozing on the 
low parapet 

" Who goes there ]" he cried, starting up, and catching at 
his carbine, which leaned against the wall. 

2 B 
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" Oh, master ! " began Tom, in a voice of terrified appeal ; 
biit Dorothy interrupted him. 

" I am an honest woman of the neighbourhood, " she said. 
"An* thou wilt come home with me, I will afford thee a 
better bed than thou hast there, and also a better breakfast, 
I Warrant thee, than thou had a supper." 

" That is, an' thou be one of the godly,*' supplemented Tom. 

" I thank thee, mistress," returned the sentinel, " but not 
for the indulgence of carnal appetite will I forsake my post. 
Who is he goeth with thee ? " 

" A fellow whose wit is greater than bis courage, and yet he 
goeth with many for a born fooL A parlous coward he is, eise 
might he now be fighting the Amalekites with the sword of 
the Lord and of Gideon. Yet in good sooth he serveth me 
well for the nonce." 

The sentry glanced at Tom, but could see little of him ex- 
cept a long white, oval, and Tom was now collected enough to 
put in exercise bis best wisdom, which consisted in holding 
bis tongue. 

" Answer me then, mistress, how, being a godly woman, as 
I doubt not from thy speech thou art, thee rides thus late 
with none but a fool to keep thee Company ? Knowest thou 
not that the country is füll of soldiers, whereof some, though 
that they be all true-hearted and right-minded men, would 
not mayhap carry themselves so civil to a woman as Corporal 
Bearbanner? And now, I bethink me, thou comest from the 
direction of Eaglan ! " 

Here he drew himself up, summoned a voice from bis ehest 
a storey or two deeper, and asked in magisterial tone : 

'^ Whence comest thou, woman ? and on what business gad- 
dest thou so late ? '' 

'^ I am come from visiting at a friend's house, and am now 
almost on my own farm," answered Dorothy. 

The man tumed to Tom, and Dorothy began to regret she 
had brought him : he was trembling visibly, and bis mouth 
was wide open with terror. 

" See," she said, ** höw thy gruff voice terrifieth the inno- 
Cent ! If now he should fall in a fit thou wert to blame." 

As she spoke she put her hand in her pocket, and taking 
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from it her untoothsome plum, popped it into Tom's month. 
Instantly he began to make such stränge uncoath noises that 
the sentinel thought he had indeed terrified him into a fit. 

" I must get him straightway home. Gtood-night, friend/' 
Said Dorothy, and giving Dick the rein, she was off like the 
wind, heedless of the shouts of the sentinel or the feeble 
cries of pursuing Tom, who, if he could not fight, could run. 
FoUowing his mistress at great speed, he was instantly lost 
in the darkness, and the sentinel, who had picketed his horse 
in a neighbouring field, sat down again on the parapet of the 
bridge, and began to examine all that Dorothy had said with 
a wondrous inclination to discover the strong points in it. 

Having galloped a little way, Dorothy drew bridle and 
halted for Tom. As soon as he came up, she released him, 
and telling him to lay hold of Dick's mane and run alongside, 
kept him at a fast trot all the way to his mother's house. 

The moon had risen before they reached it, and Dorothy 
was therefore glad, when she dismounted at the gate, to think 
she need ride no further. But while Tom went in to rouse 
his mother, she let Dick have a few bites of the grass before 
taking him into the kitchen — lest the Koundheads should find 
him. The next moment, however, out came Tom in terror, 
saying there was a man in his mother's closet, and he feared 
the Koundheads were in possession. 

"Then take care of thyself, Tom," said Dorothy; and 
mounting instantly, she made Dick scramble up into the fields 
that lay between the cottage and her own house, and set off 
at füll speed across the grass in the moonlight — an ethereal 
pleasure which not even an anxious secret could blast 

Through a gap in the hedge she had just popped into the 
second field, when she heard the click of a flint-lock, and a 
Yoice she thought she knew ordering her to stand : within a 
few yards of her was again a Eoundhead soldier. If she rode 
away, he would fire at her; that mode of escape therefore she 
would keep for a last chance. The moon by this time was 
throwing an unclouded light from more than half a disc upou 
the field 

Keeping a sharp eye upon the man's movements, she 
allowed him to come within a pace or two^ but the moment 
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he would have taken Dick by the bridle she was three or four 
yards away. 

" Fright not my horse, friend," she said. — " But how ! " she 
added, suddenly remembering him, "is it possible) Mas- 
ter üpstill ! Gently, gently, little Dick ! Master üpstill is 
an old friend. What! hast thou too tumed soldier? Left thy 
last and lapstone and tumed soldier, Master Üpstill 1" 

**I have left all and followed Hirn, mistress," answered 
Castdown. 

**Art sure He called thee, Master üpstill V 

" I heard Hirn with my own ears." 

" Called thee to be a shedder of blood, Master Üpstill 1 " 

" Galled me to be a fisher of men, and thee I catch, mistress 
— thus," returned the man, stepping quickly forward and 
making another grasp at Dick's bridle. 

It was all Dorothy could do to keep herseif from giving 
him a smart blow across the face with her whip, and riding 
off. But she gave Dick the cut instead, and sent him yards 
away. 

" Poor Dick ! poor Dick ! " she said, patting his neck ; " be 
quiet ] Master Üpstill will do thee no wrong. Be quiet^ little 
man." 

As she thus talked to her geüet, Üpstill again drew near, 
now more surly than at first. 

"Say what manner of waman art thoul" he demanded 
with pompous anger. "Whence comes thou, and whither 
does thee go 1 " 

** Home," answered Dorothy. 

"What place calls thee home?" 

" Why ! dost not know me, Master üpstill ? When I was 
a little one, thou didst make my shoes for me." 

" I trust it will be forgiven me, mistress. Truly I had ne'er 
made shoe for thee an' I had foreseen what thee would come 
to ! For I make no farther doubt thou art a consorter with 
malignants, harlots, and papists." 

Again he clutched at her bridle, and this time, whether it 
was Dorothy or Dick's fault, with success. Dorothy dropped 
the bridle, put her band in her pocket, Struck Dick smartly 
with her whip, and as he reared in consequence, drew it acroes 
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üpstill's eyes, and so foand the chance of administering her 
bolus. 

It was thoroughly effectiye. The fellow lefb his hold of 
the bridle, and began a series of efforts to remove it, which 
rapidly grew wilder and wilder, until at last his gestures 
were those of a maniac. 

" There ! " she cried, as she bounded from him, " take thy 
first lesson in good manners. No one can rid thee of that 
mouthful, which is as thy eyil words retamed to choke thee ! 
— ^Thoa hadst better keep me in sight/' she added, as she 
gave Dick his head, " for no one eise can free thee." 

UpstiU ceased his futile efforts, caught up his earbine, and 
fired — not without risk to Dorothy, for he was far too wrath- 
fol to take the aim that would have insured her safety. Bat 
she rode on unhurt, me'ditating how to secure Upstill when 
she got him to Wyfem, whither she doubted not he would 
foUow her. Her difficulties were not yet past, howe ver, for just 
as she reached her own ground, she was once again met by 
the Order to stand 

This time it came inayoicewhich,notwithstandingtheanxiety 
it brought with it, was almost as welcome as well known, and 
yet made her tremble for the first time that night : it was the 
Toice of Richard Heywood. Dick also seemed to know it, for 
he stood without a hint from his mistress, while, through the 
last hedge that parted her from the little yet remaining of the 
property of her fathers, came the man she loved — an enemy 
between her and her own. 

The Marquis's request to be allowed to communicate with 
the king had been an unfortunate one. It increased suspicion 
of all kinds, rendered the yarious reports of the landing of the 
Irish army under Lord Glamorgan more credible, roused the 
resolution to render all communication impossible, and led to 
the drawing of a cordon around the place that not a soul should 
pass unquestioned. The measure would indeed have been 
unavailing had the garrison been as able as formerly to make 
sallies; but ever since Colonel Morgan received his reinforce- 
ment, the issuing troopers had been invariably met at but a 
few yards from home, and immediately driven in again by 
largely superior numbers. Still the cordon required a good 
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many more men than the besieging party could well spare 
without too mach weakening their positions, and tliey had 
therefore sought the aid of all the gentlemen of Puritan politics 
in the vicinity, and of course that of Mr. Hey wood. With the 
men his father sent, Kichard himself oÜ'ered his Services, in 
the hope that, at the Coming fall of the stronghold, he might 
have a chance of being useful to Dorothy. They had given 
the cordon a wide extension, in order that an issuing 
messenger might not perceive his danger until he was too far 
from the Castle to regain it, and then by capturing him might 
acquire information. Hence it came that posts could be 
assigned to Bichard and his men within such a distance of 
Eedware as admitted of their being with their own people 
when off duty. 



CHAPTEE LIIL 

FAITHFUL FOES. 

Hearing UpstilPs shot, and then Dick's hoofs on the sward, 
Richard fortunately judged well and took the right direction. 
What was his astonishment and delight when, passing hurriedly 
through the hedge in the expectation of encountering a cava- 
lier, he saw Dorothy mounted on Dick ! What form but bers 
had been filling soul and brain when he was startled by the 
shot ! And there she was before him ! He feit like one who 
knows the moon is weaving a dream in his brain. 

** Dorothy," he murmured tremblingly, and his voice sounded 
to him like that of some one speaking far away. He drew 
nearer, as one might approach a beloved ghost, anxious not to 
scare her. He laid his band on Dick's neck, half fearful of 
finding him but a shadow. 

" Richard 1" said Dorothy, looking down on him benignant 
as Diana upon Endymion. 

Then suddenly, at her voice and the assurance of her bodily 
presence, a great wave from the ocean of duty broke thunderous 
on the shore of his consciousness. 

"Dorothy, I am bound to question thee," he said: *' whence 
comest thöu ? and whither art thou bound V^ 
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"If I should refuse to answer thee, Richard f^ returned 
Dorothy with a smile. 

"Then must I take thee to headquarters. And bethink 
thee, Dorothy, how that would cut me to the heart." 

The moon shone füll upon his face, and Dorothy saw the 
end of a great scar that came from under his hat down on to 
his forehead. 

**Then will I answer thee, Eichard," she said, with a stränge 
trembling in her voice. " I come from Eaglan.*^ 

" And whither art going, Dorothy 1 "" 

" To Wyfern/' 

"On what businessl" 

" Were it then so wonderful, Eichard, if I should desire to 
be at home, seeing Wyfern is now safer than Eaglan t It was 
for safety I went thither, thou knowest" 

"It might not be wonderful in another, Dorothy, but in 
thee it were truly wonderful ; for now are they of Eaglan thy 
friends, and thou art a brave woman, and lovest thy friends. 
I would not believe 'it of thee even from the mouth of thy 
mother. Confess — thou bearest about thee that thou wouldst 
not willingly show me." 

Dorothy, as if in embarrassment, drew from her pocket her 
handkerchief, and with it a comb, which feil on the ground. 

" Prithee, Eichard, pick me up my comb," she said ; then, 
answering his question, continued, " — No, I have nothing 
about me I would not show thee, Eichard : wilt thou take my 
Word for it 1 ** 

When she had spoken, she held out her band, and receiving 
from him the comb, replaced it in her pocket. But a keen 
pang of remorse went through her heart. 

"I am a man under authority,'' said Eichard, "and my 
Orders will not allow me. Besides thou knowest, Dorothy, 
although it involves such questions in casuistry as I cannot 
meet, men say thou art not bound to teil the truth to thine 
enemy." 

"An' thou be mine enemy, Eichard, then must thou satisfy 
thyself," said Dorothy, trying to speak in a tone of oflfence. 
But while she sat there looking at him, it seemed as if her 
heart were floating on the top of a great wave out somewhere 
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in the moonlight. Yet the conscience-dog was awake in liU 
kenne!. 

Richard stood for a moment in silent perplexitj. 

" Wilt thou Bwear to me, Dorothy," he said at length, " that 
thou hast no papers about thee, neither art the bearer of news 
or request or sign to any of the king's party 1 " 

** Richard," retumed Dorothy, " thou hast thyself taken from 
*niy words the credit : I say to thee again, satisfy thyself." 

" Dorothy, what am I to do 1 " he cried. 

** Thy duty, Richard," she answered. 

** My duty is to search thee," he said. 

Dorothy was silent. Her heart was beating terribly, but 
she would see the end of the path she had taken ere she would 
think of tuming. And she would trust Richard. Would she 
then have him fail of his duty 1 Would she have the straight- 
going Richard swerye? Even in the face of her inaidenly 
fears, she would encounter any thing rather than Richard should 
for her sake be false. But Richard would not turn aside. 
Neither would he shame her. He would find some way. 

" Do then thy duty, Richard," she said, and sliding from her 
saddle, she stood before him, one band grasping Dick's mane. 

There was no defiance in her tone. She was but submitting, 
assured of deliverance. 

What was Richard to do I Never man was more perplexed. 
He dared not let her pass. He dared no more touch her than 
if she had been Luna herseif standing there. He would not 
had he dared, and yet he must. She was silent^ seemed to 
herseif cruel, and began bitterly to accuse herseif. She saw 
his hazel eyes slowly darken, then begin to glitter — was it 
with gathering tears 1 The glitter grew and overflowei The 
man was weeping ! The tenderness of their common child- 
hood rushed back upon her in a great wave out of the past, 
ran into the rising billow of present passion, and swelled it 
up tili it towered and broke ; she threw her arm round his 
neck and kissed him. He stood in a dumb ecstasy. Then 
terror lest he should think she was tempting him to brave his 
conscience overpowered her. 

"Richard, do thy duty. Regard not me," she cried in 
anguish. 
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Bichard gaye a stränge laugh as he answered, 

'* There was a time when I had doubted the sun in heaven 
as soon as thy word, Dorothy. This is surely au evtl time. 
Teil me, yea or nay, hast thou missives' to the king ör any of 
his people % Falter not with me." 

But such au appeal was what Dorothy would least willingly 
eucounter. The necessity, yet difficulty, of escaping it stimu- 
lated the wits that had beeu overclouded by feeling. A light 
appeared. She broke into a real merry laugh. 

" What a pair of fools we axe, Richard ! " she said, " Is 
there never au honest woman of thy persuasion near — one who 
would show me no favour? Let such an one search ine, and 
teil thee the truth." 

*' Doubtless," answered Eichard, laughing very differently 
now at his stupidity, yet immediately committing a blunder : 
" there is Mother Eees 1 '* 

"What a baby thou art, Richard!" rejoined Dorothy. 
'* She is as good a friend of mine as of thine, and would doubt- 
less favour the wiles of a woman." 

" True, true ! Thou wast always the keener of wit, Dorothy, 
— as becometh a woman. What sayst thou then to Dame 
Upstill? She is even now at the farm there, whence she 
watches over her husband while he watches over Raglan. 
Will she answer thy turn 1 " 

" She will," replied Dorothy. ** And that she may show me 
no favour, here comes her husband, who shall bear a witness 
against me shall rouse in her all the malice of vengeance for her 
injured spouse, whom for his evil language, as thou shalt see, 
I haye so silenced as neither thou nor any man can restore him 
to Speech.*' 

While she spoke, Upstill, who had foUowed his enemy as 
the sole hope of deliverance, drew near, in such plight as the 
dignity of narrative refuses to describe. 

"Upstill," said Richard, ** what meaneth thisl Wherefore 
hast thou left thy post? And above all, wherefore hast thou 
permitted this lady to pass unquestioned ? " 

Sounds of gurgle and Strangulation, with other cognate 
noises, was all UpstilPs response. 

" Indeed, Mr. Hey wood," said Dorothy, " he was so far 



394 ^^' GEOKGE AND ST. MICHAEL. 

from neglecting his duty and allowing me to pass unquestioned, 
that he insulted me grievously, averring that I consorted with 
malignant rogues and papists, and worse — the which drove me 
to punish him as thou seest/' 

" Castdown Upstill, thou hast shamed thy regiment, carry- 
ing thyself thus to a gentlewoman/' said Eichard. 

" Then he fired his carbine after me," said Dorothy. 

"That may have been but his duty," retumed Richard. 

" And worst of all," continued Dorothy, " he said that had 
he known what I should grow to, he would never have made 
shoes for me when I was an Infant. Think on that, Master 
Hey wood I " 

" Ask the lady to pardon thee, Upstill. I can do nothing for 
thee," said Richard. 

Upstill would have knelt, in lack of other mode of petition 
strong enough to express the fervour of his desires for release, 
but Dorothy was content to see him punished, and would not 
see him degraded. 

" Nay, Master Upstill," she said, " I desire not that thou 
shouldst take the measure of my foot to-night. Prithee, Master 
Heywood, wilt thou venture thy fingers in the godly man's 
mouth for me 1 Here is the key of the toy, a sucket which 
will pass neither teeth nor throat. I Warrant thee it were no 
evil thing for many a married woman to possess. I will give 
it thee when thou marriest, Master Heywood, though, good 
sooth, it were hardly fair to my kind ! " 

So saying she took a ring from her finger, raised from it a 
key, and directed Richard how to find its hole in the plum. 

" There ! FoUow us now to the farm, and find thy wife, 
for we need her aid," said Richard as he drew by the key the 
little Steel Instrument from UpstilVs mouth, and restored him 
to the general body of the articulate. 

Thereupon he took Dick by the bridle, and Dorothy and he 
walked side by side, as if they had been still boy and girl as 
of old — for of old it already seemed. As they went Richard 
washed both plum and ring in the dewy grass, and restored 
them, putting the ring upon her finger. 

"With better light I will one day show thee how the 
thing worketh," she said, thanking him. '< Holding it thus 
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by the ends, thou seest, it will bear to be pressed ; but 
remove thj finger and thumb, and straight upon a touch 
it shooteth its süngs in all directions. And yet another day, 
when these troubles are over, and honest folk need no longer 
fight each other, I will give it tbee, Richard." 

"Would that day were here, Dorothy! But what can 
honest people do, while St. George and St Michael are them- 
selves at odds % " 

** Mayhap it but seemeth so, and they but dispute across the 
Yule-log," Said Dorothy ; " and men down here, like the dogs 
about the fire, take it up, and fall a-worrying each other. 
But the end will crown alL" 

" Discrown some, I fear," said Eichard to himself. 

As they reached the farmhouse, it was growing light. 
TTpstill fetched bis dame from her bed in the hayloft, and 
Bichard told her, in formal and authoritative manner, what he 
required of her. 

** I will search her ! " answered the dame from between her 
closed teeth. 

" Mistress Vaughan,'' said Richard, " if she offer theo evil 
words, give her the same lesson thou gavest her husband. If 
all tales be true, she is not beyond the need of it. — Search 
her well, Mistress Upstill, but show her no rudeness, for she 
hath the power to avenge it in a parlous manner, having gone 
to school to my Lord Herbert of Raglan. Not the less must 
thou search her well, eise will I look upon theo as no better 
than one of the malignants." 

The woman cast a glance of something very like hate, but 
mingled with fear, upon Dorothy. 

" I like not the business, Captain Heywood," she said. 

" Yet the business must be done, Mistress Upstill. And 
hark'ee, for every paper thou findest upon her, I will give 
thee its weight in gold. I care not what it is. Bring it 
hither, and the dame's butter-scales withal." 

** I Warrant thee, captain ! " she retumed. " Come with 
me, mistress, and show what thou hast about thee. But, good 
sooth, I would the sun were up ! *' 

She led the way to the rick-yard, and round towards the sun- 
rise. It was the month of August, and several new ricks 
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already stood facing the east, yellow, and beginning to glow 
like a second dawn. Between the two, Mistress Upstill began 
her search, ivhich slie made more thorongh tban agreeable. 
Dorothj sabmitted withoat complaint. At last, as she was 
giying up the quest in despair, her eyes or her fingers dis- 
covered a little opening inside the prisoner's bodice, and 
there sore enoagh was a pocket, and in the pocket a slip 
of paper I She drew it out in triumph. 

" That is nothing," said Dorothy ; " give it me." And 
with flushed face she made a snatch at it. 

" Holy Mary ! " cried Dame Upstill, whose Protestantism 
was of doubtful date, and thrust the paper into her own 
bosom. 

" That paper hath nothing to do with State affairs, I protest," 
expostidated Dorothy. " I will give thee ten times its weight 
in gold for it." 

But Mistress Upstill had other passions besides avarice, and 
was not greatly tempted by the offer. She took Dorothy by 
the arm, and said, 

" An' thou come not qnickly, I will cry that all the paiiah 
shall hear me." 

^^ I teil thee, Mistress Upstill, on the oath of a Christian 
woman, it is bnt a private letter of mine own, and beareih 
nothing npon affairs. Prithee read a word or two, and 
satisfy thyself." 

'< Nay, ndstress, tmly I will pry into no secrets that belong 
not to me," said the searcher, who could read no word of 
writing or print either. *' This paper is no longer thine, and 
mine it never was. It belongeth to the High Court of Parlia- 
ment, and goeth straight to Captain Heywood — whom I will 
inform concerning the bribe wherewith thoa didst seek to 
corrupt the conscience of a godly woman.'' 

Dorothy saw there was no help, and yielded to the grasp 
of the dame, who led her like a culprit, with buming cheek, 
back to her judge. When Bichard saw them bis heart sank 
within him. 

" What hast thou found I " he asked gruffly. 

'' I have found that which young mistress here wonld haye 
had me cover with a bribe of ten times that your honour 
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promised me for it," answered the woman. " She had it in 
her bosom, hid in a pocket little bigger than a crown-piece, 
inside her bodice." 

" Ha, Mistress Dorothy ! is thiß true 1 " asked Bichard, 
tuming on her a face of distress. 

" It is true," answered Dorothy, with downcast eyes — far 
more ashamed, howeyer, of that which had not been disco- 
vered, and which might haye justified Bichard's look, than of 
that which he now held in his band. '' Prithee,'' she added, 
" do not read it tili I am gone." 

" That may hardly be," retumed Eichard, almost suUenly. 
^*Upon this paper it may depend whether thou go at alL" 

"Belieye me, Eichard, it hath no importance," she said, 
and her bloshes deepened. " I would thou wouldst belieye me." 

Bat as she said it, her conscience smote her. 

Eichard retumed no answer, neither did he open the 
paper, bat stood with his eyes fized on the ground. 

Dorothy meantime stroye to quiet her conscience, saying 
to herseif: ''It matters not; I must marry him one day — 
an' he will now haye me. Hath not the woman told him 
where the silly paper was hid % And when I am married to 
him, then will I teil him all, and doubtless he will forgiye me. 
— ^Nay, nay, I must teil him first, for he might not then wish 
to haye me. Lord ! Lord ! what a time of lying it is 1 Sure 
for myself I am no better than one of the wicked 1 " 

Bat now Eichard, slowly, reluctantly, with eyes ayerted, 
opened the paper, stood for an instant motionless, then 
suddenly raised it, and looked at it His face changed at 
once from midnight to moming, and the sunrise was red. 
He put the paper to his lips, and thrust it inside his doublet 
It was his own letter to her by Marquis! She had not 
thought to remoye it from the place where she had carried it 
eyer since receiying it 

"And now, Master Heywood, I may go where I willf" 
said Dorothy, yenturing a half-roguish, but whoUy shame- 
faced glance at him. 

But Dame Upstill was looking on, and Eichard therefore 
brought as much of the midnight as would obey Orders, back 
oyer hia countenance as he answered : 
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"Nay, mistress. An' we had found aught upon thee of 
greater consequence, it might have made a question. But this 
hardly accounts for thy mission. Doubtless thou bearest thy 
message in thy mind." 

** What ! thou wilt not let me go to Wyfern, to my own 
house, Master Heywood T' said Dorothy in a tone of dis- 
appointment, for her heart now at length began to fail her. 

"Not until Raglan is ours," answered Eichard. "Then 
shalt thou go where thou wilt. And go where thou wilt, 
there will I follow thee, Dorothy." 

From the last clause of this speech he diverted Mistress 
UpstilPs attention by throwing her a gold noble, an indignity 
which the woman rightly resented — but stooped for the 
money ! 

" Go teil thy husband that I wait him here," he said. 

" Thou shalt follow me nowhither," said Dorothy angrily. 
"Wherefore should not I go to Wyfern and there abidel 
Thou canst there watch her whom thou trustest not." 

" Who can teil what manner of person might not creep to 
Wyfern, to whom there might messages be given, or whom 
thou mightest send credenced by secret word or sign 1 " 

" Whither, then, am I to go 1 " asked Dorothy with dignity. 

" Alas, Dorothy !" answered Richard, '* there is no help : I 
must take thee to Raglan. But comfort thyself — soon shalt 
thou go where thou wilt." 

Dorothy marvelled at her own resignation the while she 
rode with Richard back to the castle. Her scheme was a 
failure, but through no fault, and she could bear anything 
with composure except blame. A word from Richard to 
Golonel Morgan was sufficient. A messenger with a flag of 
truce was sent instantly to the castle', and the firing on both 
sides ceased. The messenger returned, the gate was opened, 
and Dorothy re-entered, defeated, but bringing her secrets 
back with her. 

" Tit for tat," said the Marquis when she had recounted 
her adventures. '^ Thou and the Roundhead are well matched. 
There is no avoiding of it, cousin ! It is your fate, as clear 
as if your two horoscopes had run into one. Mind thee, 
hearts are older than crowns, and love oatUyes all but leasing.** 
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'^ All but leasing 1 " repeated Dorotbj to herself, and the 
hui was bitter. 



OHAPTER LIV. 

DOM US DISSOLVITUR. 

ScuPAMORE was now much better, partly from the inflaence 
of reviving bopes with regard to Dorothy, for bis disposition 
was such tbat he always deceived bimself in the direction of 
what he counted advantage; not like Heywood, who was ever 
ready to believe what in matters personal told against him. 
Tom Fool had just been boasting of bis exploit in escaping 
from Eaglan, and expressing bis conviction tbat Dorothy, 
whom he had valiantly protected, was safe at Wyfem, and 
Kowland was in consequence dressing as fast as he could to 
pay her a yisit, when Tom caught sight of Bichard riding 
towards the cottage, and jumping up, ran into the chimney 
comer beyond bis mother, who was busy with Scudamore's 
breakfast. She looked from the window, and spied the canse 
of bis terror. 

<< Silly Tom I" she said, for she still treated him like a cbild, 
notwithstanding her boastful belief in bis high position and 
merits, ^ he will not barm thee. There never was hurt in a 
Heywood." 

*' Treason, flat treason, witch ! " cried the voice of Scada- 
more from the closet. 

*^ Thee of all men, Sir Bowland, has no cause to say so," 
retumed Mistress Rees. **But come and break thy fast while 
be talks to thee, and save the precious time which runneth so 
fast away." 

" I might as well be in my grave for any value it hath to 
me !" Said Eowland, who was for the moment in a bad mood. 
His hope and bis faith were ever ready to fall out, and a 
twinge in bis Shoulder was enough to set them jarring. 

"Here comes Master Heywood, anybow," said the old 
woman, as Eichard, leaving Lady at the gate, came striding 
up the walk in bis great brown boots; "and I pray you, Sir 
Eowland, to let bygones be bygones, for my sake if not for 
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your own, lest thou bring the yengeance of General Fairfax 
upon my poor house." 

"Fairfax!" cried Scudamore; "is thatyillaiii come hither f '* 

"Sir Thomas Fairfax arrived two days agone," answered 
Mistress Eees. '' Alas, it is but too sure a sign that for Eaglan 
the end is near ! " 

" Good morrow, Mother Eees,** said Eichard, looking in at 
the door, radiant as an Apollo. The same moment out came 
Scudamore from the closet, pale as a dying moon. 

" I want my horse, Heywood ! " he cried, deigning no pre- 
liminaries. 

"Thy horse is at Eedware, Scudamore; I carry bim not in 
my pocket I saw him yesterday ; bis flesh hath swallowed 
a good many of bis bones since I looked on bim last Wbat 
wouldst thou with him % " 

" What is that to thee 1 Let me have him." 

" Softly, Sir Eowland; it is true I promised thee thy liberty, 
but liberty doth not necessarily include a horse." 

" Thou wast never better than a shifting fanatic ! " cried 
Sir Eowland. 

<^ An' I served thee as befitted, thou shouldst never see thy 
horse again/' retumed Eichard. " Yet I promise thee that so 
soon as Eaglan hath fallen, he shall again be thine. Nay, I 

care not Teil me whither thou goesb, and Ha I art l^oa 

there % " he cried, interrupting himself, as he caught sight of 
Tom in the chimney comer ; and pausing, he stood silent for 
a moment. '* — Wouldst like to hear, thou rascal/' he resomed 
presently, " that Mistress Dorothy Vaughan got safe to Wyfem 
this morning 1 " 

" God be praised 1 " said Tom Fool. 

*^ But thou shalt not hear it. I will teU thee better if le88 
welcome news — that I come from conducting her back to 
Eaglan in safety, and have seen its gates close upon her. 
Thou shalt have thy horse, Sir Eowland, an' thou can wait for 
him an hour ; but for thy ride to Wyfem, that, thou seest, 
would not avail thee. Thy cousin rode by here this mornixig; 
it is true, but, as I say, she is now within Eaglan walls, whence 
she will not issue again until the soldiers of the Parliament 
enter. It is no treason to teil thee that General Fäirfax b 
^out to send bis final summons ere he storm the rampartb 
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*' Then mayst thou keep the horse, for I will back to Eaglan 
on foot/' Said Scudamore. 

^'Nay, that wilt thou not, for nought greatly larger than a 
xnouse can any more pass tlirough the linea. Dost think be- 
canse I sent back thy consin Dorothy, lest she should work 
xnischief outside the walls, I will iherefore send theo back to 
work mischief within them t " 

''And thou art the man who professeth to love Mistresa 
Dorothy 1 " cried Scudamore with contempt 

'' Hark thee, Sir Eowland, and for thy good I will teil thee 
more. It is bat just that as I told thee my doubts^ whence thou 
didst draw hope, I should now teil thee my hopes, whence 
thou mayst do well to draw a little doubt" 

'' Thou art a mean and treacherous villain ! " cried Scuda 
more. 

*' Thou art to blame in speaking that thou dost not believe, 
Sir fiowland. But wilt thou have thy horse or no 1 " 

**No ; I will remain where I am until I hear the worst," 

" Or come home with me, where thou wilt hear it yet sooner. 
Thou sbalt taste a Eoundhead's hospitality." 

'' I scom thee and thy false friendship^^' cried Bowland, and 
tuming again into the closet^ he bolted the door. 

That same monuBg agreat iron ball Struck the marble horse 
on his proud head, and flung it in fragments over the court. 
From his neck the water bubbled up bright and clear, Uke the 
life-blood of the wounded whiteness. 

"Poor Molly !" said the Marquis, when he looked from his 
study window — then smiled at his pity. 

Lord Charlea entered : a messenger had come from General 
Fairfaz, demanding a surrender in the name of the Parliament. 

'' If they had but gone on a little longer, Charles, they might 
have sayed us the trouble," said his lordship, '' for there would 
have been nothing left to surrender. — But I will consider the 
proposaV he added. '' Pray teil Sir Thomas that whatever I 
do, I look first to have it approved of the king." 

But there was no longer the shadow of a question as to sub 
mission. All that was left was bat the arrangement of con- 
ditions. The Marquis was aware that Captain Hooper's tren- 
cbes were rapidly approaching the rampart j that siz great 

3 c 
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mortars for throwing shells had been got into position ; and 
that resistance would be the merest foUy. Yarious meetings, 
therefore, of commissioners appointed on both sides for the 
settling of the terms of Submission took place \ and at last on 
the fifteenth of August, they were finally arranged, and the 
surrender fixed for the seventeenth. The interval was a sad 
time. All day long tears were flowing, the ladies doing their 
best to conceal, the servants to display them. Eyery one was 
busy gathering together what personal effects might be carried 
away. It was especially a sad time for Lord Glamorgan's 
children, for they were old enough not merely to love the place, 
but to know that they loved it ; and the thought that the 
sacred things of their home were about to pass into other hands, 
roused in them wrath and Indignation as well as grief ; for the 
sense of property is, in the minds of children who have been 
born and brought up in the midst of family possessions, per- 
haps strenger than in the minds of their eiders. 

As the sun was going down on the evening of the sixteenth, 
Dorothy, who had been helping now one and now another of 
the ladies all day long, having, indeed, little of her own to 
demand her attention, Dick and Marquis being almost her sole 
valuables, came from the keep, and was crossing the fountain 
court to her old room on its westem side. Every one was busy 
in-doors, and the place appeared deserted. There was a stillness 
in the air that sofwnded awfuL For so many weeks it had been 
shättered with roar upon roar, and now the guns had ceased 
to bellow, leaving a sense of vacancy and doubt, an oppression 
of silence. The hum that came from the lines outside seemed 
but to enhance the stillness within. But the sunlight lived 
on sweet and calm, as if all was weil. It seemed to promise 
that wrath and ruin would pass, and leave no lasting desolation 
behind them. Yet she c'ould not help heaving a great sigh, 
and the tears came Streaming down her cheeks. 

" Tut, tut, cousin ! Wipe thine eyes. The dreary old house 
is not worth such bright tears." 

Dorothy turned, and saw the Marquis seated on the edge of 
the marble basin, under the headless horse, whose blood seemed 
still to well from his truncated form. She saw also that, 
although his words were cheerful, his lip quivered. It was 
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Bome little time before ehe could compose herseif sufficiently 
to speak. 

I marvel yoiir lordship is so calm," she said. 

Come hither, Dorothy," he returned kindly, "and sit 
thee down by my side. Thou wast right good to my little 
MoUy. Thou hast been a ministering angel to Eaglan and its 
people. I did thee wrong, and thou forgavest me with a 
whole heart. . Thou hast returned me good for evil tenfold, 
and for all this I love thee j and therefore will I now teil 
thee what maketh me quiet at heart, for I am as thou seest 
me, and my heart is as my countenance. I have lived my 
life, and have now but to die my death. I am thankful to 
have lived, and I hope to live hereafter. Goodness and 
mercy went before my birth, and goodness and mercy will 
follow my death. For the ills of this life, if there was no 
silence there would be no music. Ignorance is a spur to 
knowledge. Darkness is a pavilion for the Almighty, a foil 
to the painter to make his shadows. So are afflictions good 
for our instruction, and adversities for our amendment As 
for the article of death, shall I shun to meet what she who 
lay in my bosom hath passed through % And look you, fair 
dam sei, thou whose body is sweet, and comely to behold — 
wherefore should I not rejoice to depart ? When I see my 
house lying in ruins about me, I look down upon this ugly over- 
grown.body of mine, the very foundations whereof crumble 
from beneath me, and I thank God it is but a tent, and no 
enduring house even üke this house of Eaglan, which yet will 
ere long be a dwelling of owls and foxes. Very soon will 
Death pull out the tent-pins and let me fly, and therefore am 
I glad ; for, fair damsel Dorothy, although it may be hard for 
thee, beholding me as I am, to comprehend it, I Hke to be old 
and ugly as little as wouldst thou, and my heart, I verily 
think, is little older than thine own. One day, please God, I 
shall yet be clothed upon with a house that is from heaven, 
nor shall I hobble with gouty feet over the golden pavement 
— if so be that my sins overpass not mercy, Pray for me, 
Dorothy, my daughter, for my end is nigh, that I find at 
length the bosom of Father Abraham." 

As he ended, a slow flower of music bloomed out upon the 
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silence from under the fingers of the blind youth hid in the 
stony Shell of the chapel ; and, doubtful at first, its fragrance 
Med at length the whole sunset air. It was the music of a 
NwnA dimiitis of Palestrina. Dorothy knelt and kissed the old 
man's hand, then rose and went weeping to her Chamber, 
leaving him still seated by the broken yet flowing fountain. 

Of all who prepared to depart, Caspar Kaltoff was the 
busiest. What best things of his master's he could carry 
with him^ he took, bat a multitude he left to a more con- 
venient opportunity, in the hope of which, alone and unaided, 
he sunk his precious cabinet, and a ehest besides, filled with 
curious inventions and favourite tools, in the secret shaft. 
But the most valued of all, the fire-engine, he could not take 
and would not leave. He stopped the fountain of the white 
horse, onee more set the water-commanding slave to work, 
and fiUed the cistern until he heard it roar in the waste-pipe. 
Then he extinguished the fire and let the fumace cool, and 
when Dorothy entered the Workshop for the last time to take 
her mournful leave of the place, there lay the bones of the 
mighty creature scattered over the floor — here a pipe, there a 
valve, here a piston and there a cock. Nothing stood bat the 
fumace and the great pipes that ran up the grooves in the 
wall outside, between which there was scarce a hint of com- 
nection to be perceived. 

"Mistress Dorothy," he said, "my master i» the greatest 
man in Christendom, but the world is stupid, and will forget 
him because it never knew him." 

Amongst her treasures, chief of them all, even before the 
gifts of her husband, Lady Glamorgan carried with her the 
last garments, from sleeve-ribbons to dainty little shoes and 
rosettes, wom by her MoUy. Dr. Bayly carried a bag of 
papers and sermons, with his doctor's gown and hood, and bis 
best suit of clothes. The Marquis with his own hand put ap 
his Vulgate, and left his Gower behind. Ever since the pain* 
ful proofs of its failure with the king' he had feit if not a 
dislike yet a painful repugnance to the volame, and had 
never opened it. It was a troubled night, the last they 
spent in the castle. Not many slept. But the lord of it had 
long understood that what could cease to be his never had 
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been bis, and slept like a child. Dr. Bayly, who in bis loving 
anziety had managed to get hold of bis key, crept in at mid- 
night, and found him fast asleep ; and again in the morning, 
and found him not yet waked. 

When breakfast was over, proclamation was made that at 
nine o'clock there would be prayers in the chapel for the last 
time, and that the Marquis desired all to be present. When 
the hour arrived, be entered leaning on the arm of Dr. Bayly. 
Dorothy followed with the ladies of the family. Young 
Delaware was in bis place, and ^^ with organ voice and voice 
of psalms," praise and prayer arose for the last time from the 
house of Baglan. All were in tears save the Marquis. A 
smile played about bis lips, and be looked like a child giving 
away bis toy. Sir Toby Matthews tried hard to speak to bis 
flock, but broke down, and had to yield the attempt. When 
the Services were over, the Marquis rose and said, 

'^Master Delaware, once more play thy Nunc ^rnUHi^ and 
so meet me every one in the hall.'' 

Thither the Marquis bimself walked first, and on the dais 
seated bimself in bis chair of state, with bis family and friends 
around bim, and the officers of bis household waiting. On 
one side of him stood Sir Ealph Blackstone, with a bag of 
gold, and on the other Mr. Greorge Wharton, the clerk of the 
accounts, with a larger bag of silver. Then each of the ser> 
vants, in tum according to position, was called before him by 
name, and with bis own band the Marquis, dipping now into 
one bag, now into the other, gave to each a small present in 
yiew of coming necessities : they had the day before received 
their wages. To each be wished a kind farewell, to some 
adding a word of advice or comfort He. then handed the 
bags to the govemor, and told him to distribute their contents 
according to bis judgment amongst the garrison. Last, he 
ordered every one to be ready to follow him from the gates 
the moment the clock Struck the hour of noon, and went 
to bis study. When Lord Charles came to teil him that all 
were marshalled, and everything ready for departure, be 
found him kneeling, but he rose with more of agility than 
be had for a long time been able to show, and followed bis 
son. With slow pace he crossed the courts and the ball, 
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which were silent as the grave, bending bis steps to the 
xnain entrance. The portcuUises were up, the gates wide 
open, the drawbridge* down — all silent and deserted. The 
white Btair was also vacant, and in solemn silence the Mar- 
quis descended, leaning on Lord Charles. Bat beneath was 
a gallant show, yet, for all its colour and shine, moumfal 
enoagh. At the foot of the stair stood foar carriages, each 
with six horses in glittering hamess, and behind them all the 
officers of the hoasehold and all the guests on horseback. 
Next came the garrison-music of drums and tmmpets, then 
the men-^rvants on foot, and the women, some on foot and 
8ome in Waggons with the children. After them came the 
Waggons loaded with such things as they were permitted to 
carry with them. These were foUowed by the principal officers 
of the garrison, colonels and captains, accompanied by tbeir 
troops, consisting mostly of squires and gentlemen, to the 
number of about two hundred, on horseback. Last came the 
foot-soldiers of the garrison and those who had lost their 
horses, in all some five hundred, stretching far away, round 
towards the citadel, beyond the sight. Colours were flying 
and weapons glittering, and though all was silence except for 
the pawing of a horse here and there, and the ringing of 
chain-bridles, everything looked like an ordered march of 
triumph rather than a surrender and evacuation. Still there 
was a something in the silence that seemed to teil the true 
tale. In the front carriage were Lady Glamorgan and the 
ladies Elizabeth, Anne, and Mary. In the carriages be- 
hind came their gentlewomen and their lady visitors, with 
their immediate attendants. Dorothy, mounted on Dick, with 
Marquis's chain fastened to the pommel of her saddle, foUowed 
the last carriage. Beside her rode young Delaware, and bis 
father, the master of the horse. 

<< Open the white gate," said the Marquis from the stair as 
he descended. 

The great clock of the casÜe Struck, and with the last stroke 
of the twelve came the blast of a trumpet from below. 

<< Answer, trumpets," cried the Marquis. 

The govemor repeated the order, and a tremendous blare 
foUowed, in which the drums unbidden joined. This was the 
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Signal to the warders at the brick gate, and they flung its two 
leaves wide apart. Another blast from below, and in marched 
on horseback General Fairfax with bis staff, foUowed by three 
hundred foot. The latter drew up on each side of the brick 
gate, while the General and bis staff went on to- the marble 
gate. As soon as they appeared within it, the Marquis who 
had halted in the midst of bis descent, came down to meet 
them. He bowed to the General, and said — 

" I would it were as a guest I received you-, Sir Thomas, 
for then xnight I honestly bid you welcome, But that I can- 
not do when you so shake my poor nest that you shake the 
birds out of it. But though I cannot bid you welcome, I will 
notwithstanding heartily bid you farewell, Sir Thomas, and I 
thank you for your courtesy to me and mine. This nut of 
Baglan was, I believe, the last you had to crack. Amen. 
God^s will be done." 

The General returned civil answer, and the Marquis, again 
bowing graciously, advanced to the foremost carriage, the 
door of which was held for him by Sir Balph, the steward, 
while Lord Charles stood by to assist bis father. The 
moment he had entered, the two gentlemen mounted the 
horses held for them one on each side of the carriage, Lord 
Charles gave the word, the trumpets once more uttered a loud 
cry, the Marquis's moved, the rest followed, and in slow pro- 
cession Lord Worcester and his people, passing through th« 
gates, left for ever the house of Eaglan, and in his heart 
Henry Somerset bade the world good-bye. G«neral Fairfax 
and bis Company ascended the great white stair, crossed the 
moat on the drawbridge, passed under the double portcullis 
and through the gates, and so entered the deserted court. All 
was frightfully still ; the Windows stared like dead eyes — the 
very houses seemed dead ; nothing alive was visible except 
one scared cat : the cannonade had driven away all the 
pigeons, and a tile had killed the patriarch of the peacocks; 
They entered the great hall and admired its goodly propor- 
tions, whüe not a few expressions of regret at the destruction 
of such a magnificent house escaped them ; then as soldiers they 
proceeded to examine the ruins, and distinguish the results 
wrought by the different batteries. 
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'^GknÜemen/' said Sir Thomas, ''had the walls been as 
strong as the towers, we Bhould haye been still sitting in 
yonder fielA" 

In the meantime the army commissioner, Thomas Herbert 
by name, was busy secoring with the help of his men the 
papers and yaluables, and making an inventorj of such goods 
as he oonsidered worth removing for sale in London. Having 
satisfied his cariosity with a snrvey of the place, and left 
a guard to receiye Orders from Mr. Herbert, the General 
mounted again and rode to Chepstow, where there was a 
grand entertainment that eyening to celebrsLte the fall of 
Saglani the last of the strongholds of the king. 



CHAPTER LV. 

As the sad, shining Company of the Marquis went from the 
gates, running at füll speed to oyertake the rear ere it should 
haye passed through, came Caspar, and mounting a horse led 
for him, rode near Dorothy. As they left the brick gate, a 
horseman joined the procession from outside. Pale and 
worn, with bent head and sad face, Sir Bowland Scudamoie 
feil into the ranks amongst his friends of the garrison, and 
with them rode in silencei Many a look did Dorothy cast 
around her as she rode, but only once, on the crest of a grassy 
hill that rose abrupt from the highway a few miles from 
Eaglan, did she catch sight of Eichard mounted on Lady. 
All her lifo after, as ofben as trouble came, that figure rose 
against the sky of her inner world, and was to her a type of 
the sleepless watch of the uniyerse. Soon, from flank and 
rear, in this direction and that, each to some hayen or home, 
seryants and soldiers began to drop away. Before they 
reached the forest of Dean, the cortege had greatly dwindled, 
for many belonged to yillages, small towns, and farms on the 
way, and their Orders had been to go home and wait better 
time& When he reached London, ezcept the chief officers 
of bis household, one of his own pages, and some of his 
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dangbters' gentlewomen and menials, the Marquis had few 
attendants left beyond Caspar and Shafto. It was a long and 
weary journey for him, occupying a whole week. One even- 
ing he was so tired and unwell that they were forced tö put 
up with what quarters they could find in a very poor little 
to¥m. Early in the moming, however, they were up and 
away. When they had gone some ten miles — Lord Charles 
was riding beside the coach and chatting with his sisters~-a 
remark was made not complim^ntary to their accommodation 
of the previous night 

" True," said Lord Charles ; " it was a very scurvy inn, but 
we must not forget that the reckoning was cheap/' 

While he spoke, one of the household had approached the 
Marquis, who sat on the other side of the carriage, and said 
something in a low voice. 

"Say*6t thou sol" returned his lordship. " — Hear'st 
thou, my Lord Charles 1 Thou talkest of a cheap reckoning ! 
I never paid so dear for a lodging in my life. Here is 
Master Wharton hath just told me that they have left a 
thousand pound ander a bench in the Chamber we broke our 
fast in. Truly they are overpaid for what we had 1 " 

" We have sent back after it, my lord," said Mr. Wharton. 

" You will never see the money agaiu," said Lord Charles. 

**0h, peacel" said the Marquis. "If they will not be 
known of the money, you shall see it in a brave inn in a short 
time." 

Nothing more was said on the matter, and the Marquis 
seemed to have forgotten it. Late at night, at their nezt 
halting-place, the messenger rejoined them, having met a 
drawer, mounted on a sorry horse, riding after them with the 
bag, but little prospect of overtaking them before they 
reached London. 

" I thought our hostess seemed an honest woman ! " said 
Lady Anne. 

"It is a poor town, indeed, Lord Charles, but you see it is 
an honest one nevertheless ! '' said Dr. Bayly. 

**It may be the town never saw so much money before," 
said the Marquis, " and knew not what to make of if 

" Your lordship is severe," said the doctor. 
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" Only with my tongue, good dootor^ only with my tongue," 
Said the Marquis, laughing. 

When they reached London, Lord Worcester found himself, 
to his surprise, in custody of the Black Eod, who, as now for 
some three years Worcester House in the Strand had been 
used for a state-paper office, conducted him to a house in 
Covent Garden, where he lodged him in tolerable comfort 
and mild imprisonment. Parliament was still jealous of 
Glamorgan and his Irish doings — as indeed well they might 
be. But his confinement was by no means so great a trial to 
him as his indignant friends supposed ; for, long willing to 
depart, he had at length grown a little tired of life, feeling 
more and more the oppression of growing years, of gout 
varied with asthma, and, worse of all to the once active man, 
of his still increasing corpulence ; which last indeed, by his 
own confession, he found it hard to endure with patience. 
The journey had been too much for him, and he began to lead 
the life of an invalid. There being no sufficient accommoda- 
tion in the house for his family, they were forced to content 
themselves with lodging as near him as they could, and in 
these circumstances Dorothy, notwithstanding Lady Gla- 
morgan's entreaties, would have retumed home. But the 
Marquis was very unwilling she should leaye him, and for his 
sake she concluded to remain. 

" I am not long for this world, Dorothy," he said. " Stay 
with me and see the last of the old man. The wind of deaÜi 
has got inside my tent, and will soon blow it out of sight^ 

Lady Glamorgan's Intention from the first had been to go 
to Ireland to her husband as soon as she could get leaye. 
This, however, she did not obtain until the first of October — 
five weeks after her arrival in London. She would gladly 
have carried Dorothy with her, but she would not leave the 
Marquis, who was now failing visibly. As her ladyship's 
pass included thirty of her servants, Dorothy feit at ease 
about her personal comforts, and her husband would soon 
supply all eise. The ladies Elizabeth and Mary were in the 
same house with their father ; Lady Anne and Lord Charles 
were in the house of a relative at no great distance, and 
visited him every day. Sir Toby Mathews also, and Dr. 
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Bayly, bad fonnd shelter in the neighbourhood, so that bis 
lordsbip never lacked Company. But be was going to bave 
otber Company soon. Gently be sank towards tbe grave, and 
as be sank bis soul seemed to retire fartber witbin, vanisbing 
on tbe way to tbe deeper life. Tbey tbougbt be lost interest 
in life : it was but tbat tbe brigbtness drew bim from tbe 
glimmer. Eyery now and tben, bowever, be woold come fortb 
from bis inner cbamber^ and standing in bis open door look 
out upon bis friends, and teil tbem wbat be bad seen. Tbe 
winter drew on. But first November came, witb its ** Saint 
Martin's summer, balcyon days/' and tbe old man rerived a 
little. He stood one morning and looked from bis window 
on tbe garden bebind tbe bouse, all glittenng witb molten 
hoar-frost. A few leayes, golden witb deatb, bang bere and 
tbere on a naked bougb. A kind of sigb was in tbe air. Tbe 
very ligbt bad in it as mucb of resignation as bope. He bad 
forgotten tbat Dorotby was in tbe room. Tbere was Celtic 
blood in tbe Marquis, and at times bis tbougbts took sbapes 
tbat bardly belonged to tbe Teuton. 

*' Cometb my youtb bitber again % " be murmored. '^ As a 
stranger be cometb wbom yet I know so well I Or is it but 
tbe face of my old age ligbted witb a paxting smile t Eitber 
way, cbange cometb, and cbange will be good. Domine^ in 
numus ttuis" 

He tumed and saw Dorotby. 

" Cbild 1" be exclaimed, " good sootb, I bad forgotten thee. 
Tet I spake no treason. Dorotby, I bold not witb tbem wbo 
say tbat from dust we came and to dust we retum. Neitber 
my blessed countess, wbom tbou knewest not, nor my darling 
Molly, wbom tbou knewest so well, were bom of tbe dust. 
From some better wbere tbey came — for, say, can dust beget 
love] Wbitber tbey bave gone I foUow, in tbe bope tbat 
tbeir prayers bave smootbed for me tbe way. Lord, lay not 
my sins to my cbarge. Mary, motber, bear my wife wbo 
prayetb for me. Hear my little Molly : sbe was ever dainty 
and good." 

Again be bad forgotten Dorotby, and was witb bis dead. 
Bat St. Martin's summer is only tbe ligbtening of tbe year 
tbat comes before its deatb; and November, altbougb it brougbt 
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not then sucli evil fogs as it now afflicts London witlial, yet 
brought with it November weather — one of God's hoimdSy 
with which He hunts us out of the hoUows of our own moods, 
and teaches us to sit on the arch of the cellar. Bat though 
the Marquis fought hard and kept it out of his mind, it got 
into his troubled body. The gout left his feet ; he coughed 
distressingly, breathed with difficulty, and at length betook 
himself to bed. For some time his interest in politics, save 
in so much as affected the king's person^ had been gradually 
ceasing. 

''I trust I have done my part/' he said once to the two 
dergymen, as they sat by his bedside. *' Yet I know not. I 
fear me I cloye too fast to my money. Tet woold I have 
parted with all, even to my shirt, to make my lord the king & 
good Catholic Bat it may be, Sir Toby, we make more of 
such matters down here than they do in the high coontriea; 
and in that case, good doctor, ye are to blame who broke 
away from your mother, even wäre she not perfect." 

He crossed himself and murmured a prayer, in fear lest he 
had been guilty of laxity of judgment. But neither dergymen 
Said a word. 

'' But teil me, gentlemen, ye who understand sacred things,'* 
he resamed, '* can a man be far out of the way so long as, with 
fall heart and no withholding, he saith, Fiat vdlunias iua — ^and 
that after no private interpretation, but Sicui in coüoV* 

'' That^ my lord, I also strive to say with all my heart," said 
Dr. Bayly. 

"Mayhap, doctor," returned the Marquis, "when thou art 
as old as I, and hast learned to see how good it is, how all- 
good, thou wilt be able to say it without any striving, There 
was a time in my lifo when I too had to strive, for the thooght 
that He was a hard master would come, and come again. But 
now that I have learned a little more of what He meaneth with 
me, what He would have of me and do for me, how He would 
make me pure of sin, clean from the very bottom of my heart 
to the crest of my soul, from spur to plume a stainless knight, 
verily I am no more content to submit to His will: I cry in the 
night time, ' Thy will be done : Lord, let it be done, I entreat 
Thee ;' and in the daytime I cry, ^ Thy kingdom come : Lord, 
let it come, I pray Thee.' " 
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He lay silent. The clergymen left the room, and Lord 
Charles came in, and sat down by his bedside. The Marquis 
looked at him, and said kindly, 

" Ah, son Charles 1 art thou there % " 

**I came to teil you, my lord, the rumour goeth that the 
king hath consented to establish the Presbyterian heresy in 
the land," said Lord Charles. 

^* Belieye it not^ my lord. A man ought not to believe iU 
of another so long as there is space enough for a doubt to 
perch. Yety alas I what shall be hoped of him who will yield 
nothing to prayers, and eyerything to compulsion t Had his 
majesty been a true prince, he had ere now set his foot on the 
neck of his enemies, or eise ascended to heaven a blessed martyr. 
* Protestant/ say'st thou? In good sooth, I force not What 
is he now but a football for the sectaries to kick to and fro ! 
But I shall pray for him whither I go, if indeed the prayers 
of such as I may be heard in that country. God be with his 
majesty. I can do no more. There are other realms than Eng- 
land, and I go to another king. Yet will I pray for England, 
for she is dear to my heart. God grant the evil time may 
pass, and Englishmen yet again grow humble and obedient ! " 

He closed his eyes, and his face grew so still that, notwith- 
Standing the labour of his breathing, he would have seemed 
asleep, but that his Ups moyed a little now and then, giying a 
fiutter of shape to the eternal prayer within him. Again he 
opened his eyes, and saw Sir Toby, who had re-entered silent 
as a ghosty and said, feebly holding out his hand, 

" I am dying, Sir Toby : where will this swoUen hulk of 
mine be hid ) " 

** That, my lord," retumed Sir Toby, " hath been already 
spoken of in Parliament, and it hath been wrung from them, 
heretics and fanatics as they are, that your lordship's mortal 
remains shall lie in Windsor Castle, by the side of Earl William, 
the first of the Earls of Worcester." 

'< God bless us all ! " cried the Marquis, almost merrily, for 
he was pleased, and with the pleasure the old humour came 
back for a moment : ** they will giye me a better castle when 
I am dead than they took from me when I was alive ! " 

" Yet is it a small matter to him who inherits such a house 
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as awaiteth my lord — domum non manufactam, in ccdis (xUr- 
nam'^ said Sir Toby. 

**I thank thee, Sir Toby, for recalling me. Truly for a 
xnoment I was uplifted somewhat. That I sliould still play 
the fool, and the old fool, in the very face of Death ! But, 
thank God, at thy word the world hath again dwindled, and 
my heayenly house drawn the nearer. Dominey nunc dimütis, 
Let me, so soon as you judge fit, Sir Toby, haye the consola- 
tions of the dying/* 

When the last rites, wherein the Church yields all hold save 
that of prayer, had been administered, and his daughters with 
Dorothy and Lord Charles stood around his bed, 

" Now have I taken my staff to be gone," he said cheerfully, 
<< like a peasant who hath visited his friends, and will now re- 
tum, and they will see him as far upon the road as they may. 
I tremble a little, but I bethink me of Him that made me 
and died for me, and now calleth me, and my heart revives 
within me.*' 

Then he seemed to fall half asleep, and his soul went 
wandering in dreams that were not all of sleep — just as it had 
been with little Molly when her end drew near. 

" How sweet is the grass for me to lie in, and for thee to 
eat ! Eat, eat, old Ploughman." 

It was a favourite horse of which he dreamed — one which 
in old days he had named after Piers Ploughman, the Vision 
concerning whom, notwithstanding its severity on Catholic 
abuses, he had at one time read mach. After a pause he 
went on — 

*^ Alack, they haye shot off his head I What shall I do 
without my Ploughman — my body growoth so large and 
heavy ! — Hark, I hear Molly ! * Spout, horse,' she crietfa. 
See, it is his life-blood he spouteth I Lord, what shall I do, 
for I am heavy, and my body keepeth down my souL Hark 1 
Who calleth me ? It is Molly I No, no ! it is the Master. 
Lord, I cannot rise and come to Thee. Here have I lain for 
ages, and my spirit groaneth. Beach forth Thy band, Lord, 
and raise me. Thanks, Lord, thanks I " 

And with the word he was neither old man nor Marquis 
ly more. The Parliament, with wondroos liberality, voted 
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fiye handred pounds for bis funeral, and Dr. Bayly teils ns 
that he laid him in his grave with his own hands. Bat let U8 
tnist rather that Anne and Molly received him into their 
arms^ and soon made him forget all aboat Castles and chapels 
and dukedoms and ungrateful princes, in the eyerlasting 
yonth of the heayenly Idngdom, whose life is the presence of 
the Father, whose air to breathe is love, and whose com and 
wine are trath and gracioasness. There sarely, and nowhere 
eise as sarely, can the prajer be for a man fiüfiUed : Eeguie- 
sccU in Face, 



CHAPTER LVI. 

RICHARD AND CASPAR. 

I HAVE now to recoant a small adyentare, to which it wonld 
scarcely be worth while to a£ford a place, were it not for the 
important fact that it opened to Richard a great window not 
only in Doroth/s history while she lived at the castle, bat, 
which was of far more importance, into the character mould- 
ing that history — for character has far more to do with 
determining history than history has to do with determining 
character. Without the interyiew whose circamstances I am 
aboat to narrate, Eichard coald not so soon at least haye done 
jastice to a character which had been, if not keeping parallel 
pace with his own, yet adyancing rapidly in the same direction. 
The decree of the Parliament had gone forth that Eaglan 
shoald be destroyed. The same hoar ia which the sad news 
reached Caspar, he set oat to secare, if possible, the treasares 
he had concealed He had little fear of their being discoyered, 
bat great fear of their being rendered inaccessible from the 
Workshop. Having reached the neighbourhood, he hired a 
horse and cart from a small farmer whom he knew, and, tak- 
ing the precaation to pat on the dress of a countryman, got 
on it and droye to the castle. The hage oaken leaycs of the 
brick gate, boand and riyeted with iron, lay tom from their 
hinges, and he entered anqaestioned. Bat instead of the soli- 
tade of desertion, for which he had hoped, he foand the whole 
place swarming with coantry people, men and women, most 
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of them with baskets and sacks, while the space between tbe 
outer defences and the moat of the Castle itself was filled with 
country vehicles of every description, from a wheelbarrow to 
a great waggon. When the most valoable of the effects found 
in the place had been carried to London, a sale for the large 
remainder had been held on the spot, at which not a few of 
the neighboaring families had been purchasers. After all, 
however, a great many things were left unbid for, which were 
not, from a money point of view — the sole one taken — ^worth 
removing; and now the peasantry were, like jackals, admitted 
to pick the bones of the huge carcase, ere the skeleton itself 
should be tom asunder. Nor could the invading populace 
have been disappointed of their expectations : they found 
namberless things of immense value in their eyes, and great 
use in their meagre economy. For years, I might say centories 
after, pieces of furniture and panels of carved oak, bits of 
tapestry, antique sconces and candlesticks of brass, ancient 
horse-farniture, and a thonsand things besides of endless in- 
terest, were to be found scattered in farmhouses and cottages 
all over Monmouth and neighbouring shires. I should not 
wonder if,.even now in the third Century, and after the rage 
for the coUection of such things has so long prevailed, there 
were some of them still to be discovered in places where no 
one has thought of looking. When Caspar saw what was 
going on, he judged it prudent to turn and drive his cart into 
the quarry, and having there secured it, went back and entered 
the Castle. There was a great divided torrent of humanity 
rushing and lingering through the various lines of rooms, here 
meeting in whirlpools, there parted into mere rivulets — man 
and woman searching for whatever might look valuable in his 
or her eyes. Things that nowadays would fetch their weight 
in silver, some of them even in gold, were passed by as worth- 
less, or popped into a bag to be carried home for the amuse- 
ment of cottage children. The noises of hob-nailed shoes on 
the oak floors, and of unrestrained clownish and churUsh voices 
everywhere, were tremendous. Here a fat cottager might be 
Seen standing on a lovely quilt of patchwork brocade, puUing 
down, rough in her cupidity, curtains on which the new-bom 
and dying eyes of generations of nobles Lad rested, hcnceforth 
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,to adorD a miserable cottage, while her husband was taking 
down the bed, larger, perhaps, than the room itself in which 
they would in vain try to set it up, or cruelly forcing a lid, 
which, having a spring lock, had closed again after the carved 
ehest had been already rifled by the commissioner or his men. 
The kitchen was füll of sqoabbling women, and the whole 
place in the agonies of dissolution. But there was a small 
group of persons, fortoitously met^ bat linked together by an 
old painfal memory of the place itself^ strongly revived by 
their present meeting, to whom a fanatical hatred of everything 
Catholic, coupled with a profound sense of personal injury, 
had prevailed over ayarice, eausing them to leave the part of 
acquisition to their wires, and aspire to that of pure destruc- 
tion. It was the same Company, almost to a man, whose mis- 
adventures in their search of Baglan for arms, under the mis- 
guidance of Tom Fool, I have related in an early chapter. In 
their hearts they nnrsed a half-persuasion that Eaglan had 
fallen because of their wrongs within its walls^ and the shame 
that there had been heaped upon the godly. These men, 
happening to meet^ as I say, in the midst of the surrounding 
tumult, had fallen into a oonversation chiefly occupied with 
reminiscences of that awful experience, whose terrors now 
looked like an evil dream, and, in a place thus crowded with 
men and women^ buzzing with voices, and resounding with 
feet, as little likely to retum as a vanished thunder-doud. In 
the course of their conversation, therefore, they grew raliant ; 
grew conscious next of a high calling, and resolved therewith 
to take to themselves the honoor of giving the first sweep of 
the besom of destruction to Eaglan Castle. Satisfying them- 
selves first, therefore, that their wives were doing their duty 
for their household, — Mistress Upstill was as good as two men 
at least at appropriation, — they set out, Castdown taking the 
lead, Master Sycamore, John Croning, and the rest foUowing, 
armed with crowbars, for the top of the gveat tower, ambitious 
to commence the overthrow by attacking the very summit^ the 
high places of wickedness, the crown of pride; and afber some 
devious wandering, at length found the way to the stair. 
When Caspar Kaltoff entered the Castle, he made straight 

for the keep, and to his delight found no one in the lower 

2 D 
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part To make certain, however, that he was alone in the place, 
ere he secored himself from intrusion, he ran up the stair, gava 
a glance at the doora as he ran, and reached the top just as 
Upstill, in fierce, discrowning pride, was heaving the first cap- 
stone from between two battlements. Caspar was close by the 
cocks; instantly he turned one, and as the dislodged stone 
Struck the water of the moat, a sudden hollow roaring in- 
vaded their ears, and while they stood aghast at the well- 
remembered sound, and ere yet the marrow had time to freeze 
in their stupid bones, the very moat itself into which they had 
cast the insulted stone, storming and spouting, seemed to come 
rushing up to avenge it upon them where they stood. The 
moment he turned the cock, Caspar shot half-way down the 
stair, but as quietly as he could, and into a little Chamber in 
the wall, where stood two great vessels through which the 
pipes of the fire-engine inside had communicated with the pipes 
in the wall outside. There he waited until the steps, which 
long before he reached his refuge he heard com« thundering 
down the stairs after him, had passed in headlong haste, when 
he sprang up again to save the water for another end, and to 
attach the drawbridge to the sluice, so that it would raise it to 
its füll height. Then he hurried down to the water-trap under 
the bridge and set it, after which he could hardly help wasting 
a little of his precious time, lurking in a convenient corner to 
watch the result. He had not to wait long. The shrieks of 
the yokels as they ran, and their looks of horror when they 
appeared, quickly gathered around them a gaping crowd to 
hear their tale, the more foolhardy in which, partly doubting 
their word, for the fountains no longer played, and partly 
ambitious of showing their superior courage, rushed to the 
Gothic bridge. Down came the drawbridge with a clang, and 
with it in sheer descent a torrent of water fit to sweep a regi- 
ment away, which shot along the stone bridge and dashed 
them from it bruised and bleeding, and half-drowned with the 
water which in their terror and surprise found easy way into 
their bodies. Caspar withdrew satisfied, for he now feit eure 
of all the time he required to get some other things he had 
thought of saving down into the shaft with the cabinet and 
ehest. Having efifected this, and with much labour and diffi- 
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culty, aided by rollers, got all into the quarry and then into 
the cart, he did not resist the temptation to go again amongst 
the crowd, and enjoy listening to the yarious remarks and con- 
jectures and terrors to which doubtless his trick had given rise. 
He therefore got a great armful of trampled com from the field 
above, and laid it before his patient horse, then ran round and 
re-entered the Castle by the main gate. He had not been in 
the crowd many minutes, however, when he saw indications of 
suspicion ripening to conviction. What had given ground for 
it he could not teil, but at some point he must have been seen 
on the other side of the tower-moat. All this time Upstill 
and his party had been recounting with various embellishment 
their adventures both former and latter, and when Kaltoff was 
recognised, or at least suspected in the crowd, the rumour 
presently arose and spread that he was either the devil himself, 
or an accredited agent of that potentate. 

<' Be it then the old Satan himself ) " Caspar heard a man say 
anxiously to his neighbour, as he tried to get a look at his feet, 
which was not easy in such a press. Caspar, highly amused, 
and thinking that such evil reputation would rather protect 
than injure him, showed some anxiety about his feet, and 
made as if he would fain keep them out of the field of Obser- 
vation. But thereupon he saw the faces and gestures of the 
younger men begin to grow threatening ; evidently anger was 
succeeding to fear, and some of them, fired with the ambition 
possibly of thrashing the devil, ventured to give him a rough 
shove or two from behinA Neither outbreak of sulphurous 
flashes nor even kick of cloven hoof following, they proceeded 
with the game, and rapidly advanced to such ezbremities, 
expostulation in Caspar's broken English, for such in excite- 
ment it always became, seeming only to act as fresh incite- 
ment and justification, that at length he was compelled in seif- 
defence to draw a dagger. This checked them a little, and 
ere audacity had had time to recover itself, a young man came 
shoving through the crowd, pushing them all right and left 
until he reached Caspar, and stood by his side. Now there 
was that about Eichard Heywood to give him influence with a 
crowd : he was a streng man and a gentleman, and they drew 
back. 
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** De fools dink I was de tuyfel ! " said Caspar. 

Eichard turned^upon tliem with Indignation. 

" You Englishmen I " he cried, " and treat a foreignei 
thus ! " 

Bat there was nothing about him to show that he was 
a Eoundhead, and from behind rose the cry : '^ A malignant 1 
A Boyalist 1 " and the fellows near began again to advance 
threateningly. 

" Mr Heywood," said Caspar hurriedly, for he recognised 
his helper from the time he had seen him a prisoner, ^^ let us 
make for the halL I know the place and can bring us both off 
safe." 

It was one of Eichard's greatest virtues that he could 
place mach confidence. He gave one glance at his companion, 
and said, ^' I will do as thou sayest.'' 

'Tollow me then, sir/' said Caspar, and tarning with 
brandished dagger, he forced his way to the hall-door, 
Eichard following with fists, his sole weapons, defending their 
rear. 

There were bat few in the hall, and althongh their enemies 
came raging after them, they were impeded by the crowd, so 
that there was time as they crossed it for Caspar to say — 

" Follow me over the bridge, bat, for God's sake, put yoar 
feet exactly where I pat mine as we cross. Yoa will see why 
in a moment after." 

'*I will," said Eichard, and, delayed a little by needfal 
care, gained the other side jast as the foremost of their pur- 
saers rushed on the bridge, and with a clang and a roar were 
swept from it by the descending torrent. 

They lost no time in explanationa Caspar harried Eichard 
to the Workshop, down the shaft, throagh the passage, and 
into the quarry, whence, taking no notice of his cart, he went 
with him to the White Horse, where Lady was waiting him. 
And Eichard was well rewarded for the kindness he had 
shown, for ere they said good-bye, the German, whose heart 
was fall of Dorothy, and nnderstood, as indeed eyery one 
in the Castle did, something of her relation to Eichard, had 
told him all he knew about her life in the Castle, and how 
ehe had been both before and during the siege a guardian 
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angel, as the Marquis himself had said, to Eaglan. Nor was 
the story of her attempted visit to her old playfellow in the 
turret Chamber, or the suflTerings she had to endure in conse- 
quence, forgotten ; and when Caspar and he parted, Bichard 
rode home with fresh strength and light and love in his heart, 
and Lady shared in them all somehow, for she constantly 
reflected, or imaged rather, the moods of her master. As 
much as ever he believed Dorothy mistaken, and yet could 
have kneeled in reverence before her. He had himself tried 
to do the truth, and no one but he who tries to do the truth 
can perceive the grandeur of another who does the same. 
Alive to his own shortcomings, such a one the better under- 
Stands the saccess of his brother or sister : there the truth 
takes to him shape, and he worships at her shrine» He saw 
more clearly than before what he had been learning ever since 
she had renounced him, that it is not correctness of opinion — 
could he be sure that his own opinions were correct 1 — ^that 
constitutes rightness, but that condition of soul which, as 
a matter of course, causes it to move along the lines of truth 
and duty — the life going forth in motion according to the law 
of light : this alone places a nature in harmony with the 
central Truth. It was in the doing of the will of His Father 
that Jesus was the Son of God — yea, the etemal Son of 
the eternal Father. Nor was this to make little of the trutlj 
intellectually considered — of the fact of things. The greatest 
fact of all is that we are bound to obey the truth, and that to 
the fall extent of our knowledge thereof, howeyer little that 
may be. This Obligation acknowledged and obeyed, the road 
is open to all truth — and the on/yroad. The way to know is 
to do the known. Then why, thought Eichard with himself, 
should he and Dorothy be parted ? Why should Dorothy 
imagine they should 1 All depended on their common mag- 
nanimity, not the magnanimity that pardons faults, but the 
magnanimity that recognises virtues. He who gladly kneels 
with one who thinks largely wide from himself, in so doing 
draws nearer to the Father of both than he who pours forth 
his soul in sympathetic torrent only in the Company of those 
who think like himself. If a man be of the truth, then and 
only then is he of those who gather with the Lord. In forms 
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natural to the age and hi» individual thought, if not altogether 
in such as I have here put down, Bichard thus fashioned his 
insights as he sauntered home upon Lady, his head above the 
clouds, and his heart higher than his head — as it ought to be 
once or twice a day at least. Poor, indeed, is any worldly success 
compared to a moment's breathing in divine air, above the 
region where the miserable word success yet carries a meaning. 



CHAPTEE LVIL 

THE SKELETON. 

The death of the Marquis took place in December, long befora 
which time the second Marquis of Worcester, ever busy in the 
king's afifairs, and unable to show himself with safety in Eng- 
land, or there be useful, had gone from Ireland to Paris. 

As the country was now a good deal quieter, and there was 
nothing to detain her in London, and much to draw her to 
Wyfem, Dorothy resolved to go home, and there, if possible, 
remain. Indeed, there was now nothing eise she could well 
do, except yisit Mr. Herbert at Llangattock. But much as 
she revered and loved the old man, and would.have enjoyed 
his Company, she feit now such a longing for activity, that she 
must go and look after her afiairs. What with the words of 
the good Marquis and her own late experiences and conflicts, 
Dorothy had gained much enlightenment. She had learned 
that well-being is a condition of inward calm, resting upon yet 
deeper harmonies of being, and resulting in serene activity, 
the prevention of which natural result reaöts in perturbation 
and confusion of thought and feeling. But for many sakes 
the thought of home was in itself precious and enticing to her. 
It was füll of clear memories of her mother, and vague memo- 
ries of her father, not to mention memories of the childhood 
Bichard and she had spent together, from which the late mists 
had begun to rise, and reveal them sparkling with dew and 
sunshine. As soon, therefore, as Marquis Henry had gone to 
Countess Anne, Dorothy took her leave, with many kind words 
between^ of the ladies Elizabeth, Anne, and Mary, and set 
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out, attended by her old bailiff and some of the men of her 
small tenantry, who having fought the king's battle in vain, 
had gone home again to fight their own. At Wyfern she 
foond eveiything in rigid order, ahnost cataleptic repose. 
How was it ever to be home again ? What new thing could 
restore the homefulness where the revered over-life had 
vanishedl And how shall the world be warmed and 
brightened to him who knows no greater or better man than 
himself therein — no more skilful workman, no diviner thinker, 
uo more god-like doer than himself? And what can the uni- 
verse have in it of home, of country, nay even of world, to him 
who cannot believe in a sool of souls, a heart of hearts ? I should 
fall out with the very beating of the heart within my bosom, did 
I not believe it the pulse of the infinite heart, for how eise should 
it be heart of mine ? I made it not, and any moment it may seem 
to fail me, yet never, if it be what I think it, can it betray me. 
It is no wonder then, that, with only memories of what had 
been to render it lovely in her eyes, Dorothy should have soon 
begun to feel the place lonely. 

The very next morning after her rather late arrival, she 
sent to saddle Dick once more, called Marquis, and with no 
other attendant, set out to see what they had done to dear 
old Eaglan. Marquis had been chained up almost all the 
time they were in London, and freedom is blessed even to a 
dog : Dick was ever joyful under his mistress, and now was 
merry with the keen, invigorating air of a frosty December 
morning, and frolicsome amidst the early snow, which lay un- 
usually thlck on the ground, notwithstanding his hundred 
and twenty miles' ride, for they had taken nearly a week to 
do it; so that between them they soon raised Dorothy's spirits 
also, and she turned to her hopes, and grew cheerfül. 

This mood made her the less prepared to encounter the 
change that awaited her. What a change it was ! While she 
approached, what with the trees left, and the towers, the 
rampart, and the outer shell of the courts — little injured to 
the distant eye, she had not an idea of the devastation within. 

But when she rode through one entrance afber another 
with the gates torn from their hinges, crossed the moat by a 
mound of earth instead of a drawbridge, and rode through 
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the open gateway, where the portcullises were wedged up 
in their grooves and their chains gone, into the payed coort, 
she beheld a desolation, at sight of which her heart seemed to 
stand still in her bosom. The rugged horror of the heaps of 
ruins was indeed sof tly coyered with snow, but what this took 
from the desolation in harshness, it added in coldness and 
desertion and hopelessness. She feit like one who looks for 
the corpse of his friend, and finds but hi? skeleton. 

The broken bones of the hoose projected gaunt and ragged. 
Its ejes retomed no shine — they did not even stare, for not 
a pane of glass was left in a window : they were but eye- 
holes, black and blank with shadow and no-ness. The roofs 
were gone — all but that of the great hall, which they had not 
dared to touch. She climbed the grand staircase, open to the 
wind and slippery with ice, and reached her own room. Snow 
lay on the floor, which had swollen and burst upwards with 
November rains. Through room after room ehe wandered 
with a sense of loneliness and desolation and desertion such as 
never before had she known, even in her worst dreams. Yet 
was there to her, in the midst of her sorrow and loss, a stränge 
fascination in the scene. Such a hive of buming human life 
now cold and silent ! Even Marquis appeared aware of the 
change, for with tucked-in tail he went abont sadly sniff- 
ing, and gazing up and down. Once indeed, and only once, 
he tomed his face to the heavens, and gave a stränge protest- 
ing howl, which made Dorothy weep, and a little relieved 
her oppressed heart. She would go and see the Workshop. 
On the way, she would first visit the turret Chamber. But 
so strangely had destruction altered the look of what it had 
spared, that it was with difficulty she recognised the doors 
and ways of the house she had once known so welL Here 
was a great hole to the shining snow where once had been 
a dark comer ; there a heap of stones where once had been a 
carpeted corridor. All the human look of indwelling had 
passed away. Where she had been used to go about as if by 
instinct, she had now to fall back upon memory, and call up 
again, with an effort sometimes painful in its difficulty, that 
which had vanished altogether ezcept from the minds of ita 
scattered household. 
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She fonnd the door of the torret Chamber^ but that was 
all she found : the Chamber was gone. Nothing was there but 
the blank gap in the wall^ andbeyond it, far down, the nearly 
empty moat of the tower. She tarned, frightened and sick 
at heart, and made her way to the bridge. That still stood, 
but the drawbridge above was gone. She crossed the moat 
and entered the Workshop. A Single glance took in all that 
was left of the keep. Not a floor was between her and 
the sky ! The reservoir, great as a little mountain-tarn, had 
vanished utterly ! All was cleared out ; and the white wintry 
clouds were sailing over her head. Nearly a third part of 
the walls had been brought within a few feet of the ground. 
The fumace was gone — all bat its n^ason-work. It was like 
the change of centuries rather than months. The Castle had 
half-melted away. Its idea was blotted out, save from the 
human spirit. She tumed from the Workshop, in positive 
pain of body at the sight, and wandered she hardly knew 
whither, tili she found herseif in Lady Glamorgan*s parlour. 
There was left a single broken chair : she sat down on it, 
closed her eyes, and laid back her head. 

She opened them with a slight start : there stood Bichard a 
yard or two away. He had heard of her return, and gone at 
once to Wyfem. There, leaming whither she had betaken 
herseif, he had foUowed, and tracking what of her footsteps he 
could discoveri had at length found her. 



CHAPTER LVIIL 

LOVB AND NO LEASING. 

Their eyes met in the flashes of a double sunrisa Their 
hands met, but the band of each grasped the heart of the 
other. Two honester, purer souls, never looked out of their 
Windows with meeting gaze. Had there been no bodies to 
divido them, they would have mingled in a rapture of faith 
and high content. The desolation was gone ; the desert 
bloomed and blossomed as the rose. To Dorothy it was for a 
moment as if Baglan were rebuilt ; the min and the winter had 
vanished before the creative, therefore prophetic, throb of the 
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heart of love \ then her eyes feil, not defeated by those of the 
youth, for Dorothy's faith gave her a boldness that was lovely 
even against the foil of maidenly reserve, but beaten down by 
conscience : the yrords of the Marqnis shot like an arrow into 
her memory : " Love outlives all but leasing," and her eyes feil 
before ßichard's. 

But Eichard imagined that something in his look had dis- 
pleased her and was ashamed, for he had ever been, and ever 
would be, sensitive as a child to rebuke. Even ^irhen it was 
mistaken or unjust he would always find within him'some 
ground whereon it mighl have alighted. 

" Forgive me, Dorothy," he said, supposing she had found 
his look presumptuous. 

** Nay, Eichard/' retumed Dorothy, with her eyes fast on 
the ground, whence it seemed rosy mists came risiug through 
her, '' I know no cause wherefore thou shouldst ask me to 
forgive thee, but I do -know, although thou knowest not, good 
cause wherefore I should ask thee to forgive me. Eichard, I 
will teil thee the truth, and thou wilt teil me again how I 
might have shunned doing amiss, and how far my lie was an 
evil thing.' 

" Lie, Dorothy ! Thou hast never lied ! '* 

^' Hear me, Eichard, first, and then judge. Thou remem- 
berest I did teil thee that night as we walked in the field, 
that I had about me no missives : the word was true, but its 
purport was false. When I said that, thou didst hold in thy 
hand my comb, wherein were concealed certain papers in 
cipher." 

" Oh, thou cunning one ! " cried Eichard, half reproachfully, 
half humorously, but the amusement overtopped the seriousness. 

"My heart did reproach me; but, Eichard, what was I to dol" 

"Wherefore did thy heart reproach thee, Dorothy 1" 

"That I told a falsehood — that I told thee a falsehood, 
Eichard." 

" Then had it been Upstill, thou wouldst not have minded ! ^ 

" Upstill ! I would never have told Upstill a falsehood. I 
would have beaten him first." 

" Then thou didst think it better to teil a falsehood to me 
than to Upstill r' 
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** I would rather sin against thee, an' it were a sin, ßicliard. 
Were it wrong to think I would rather be in thy hands, sin 
or none, or sin and all, than in those of a mean-spirited knave 
whom I despisedl Besides I might one flay, somehow or 
other, make it up to theo — ^but I could not to him. But was 
it sin, Eichard ? — ^tell me that I have thought and thought 
over the matter until my mind is maze. Thou seest it was 
mj lord Marquis's business, not mine, and thou hadst no 
right in the matter.*' 

" Prithee, Dorothy, ask not me to judge." 

'' Art thou then so angry with me that thou wilt not help 
me to judge myself aright 1 " 

" Not so, Dorothy, but there is one command in the New 
Testament for the which I am often more thankful than for 
any other." 

" What is that, Richard." 

" Judge not Prythee, between whom lieth the quarrel, 
Dorothy 1 Bethink thee/' 

•^Between thee and me, Richard." 

" No, verily, Dorothy. I aceuse thee not." 

Dorothy was silent for a moment, thinking. 

" I See, Richard," she said. '' It lieth between me and my 
own conscience.*' 

" Then who am I, Dorothy, that I should dare step betwixt 
thee and thy conscience 9 God forbid. That were a presump- 
tion deserving indeed the pains of hell," 

^'But if my conscience and I seek a daysman betwixt us?" 

'* Mortal man can never be that daysman, Dorothy. Nay, 
an* thou need an umpire, thou must seek to Him who brought 
thee and thy conscience together and told thee to agree. Let 
God, over all and in all, teil thee whether or no thou wert 
wrong. For me, I dare not. Believe me, Dorothy, it is sheer 
presumption for one man to intermeddle with the things that 
belong to the spirit of another man.'* 

" But these are only the things of a womau," said Dorothy, 
in pure childish humility bom of love. 

'' Sure, Dorothy, thou wouldst not jest in such sober mat- 
ters 1 " 

" God forbid, Richard ! I but spoke that which was in.me, 
I see now it was foolishness." 
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*' All a man can do in this matter of judgment/' said 
Eicbard, '4s to lead bis fellow-man, if so be be can, up to tbe 
judgment of God. He must never dare judge bim for bim- 
8el£ An' tbou cannot teil wbetber tbou did well or ill in 
wbat tbou didst, tbou sbouldst not vez tby souL God is tbj 
refuge — even from tbe wrongs of tbine own judgment Pray 
to Hirn to let tbee know tbe trutb, tbat if needful tbou mayst 
repent. Be patient and not sorrowful until He sbow tbeei 
Nor fear tbat He will judge tbee barsbly because He must 
judge tbee truly. Tbat were to wrong God. Trust in Hirn 
even wben tbou fearest wrong in tbyself, for He will deliver 
tbee tberefrom." 

" Ab ! bow good and kind art tbou, Riebard." 
" How sbould I be otber to tbee, beloved Dorotby 1 " 
" Tbou art not tben angry witb me tbat I did deceive tbee I " 
" If tbou didst rigbt, wberefore sbould I be angry 1 If tbou 
didst wrong, I am well content to know tbat tbou wilt be 
sorry tberefor as soon as tbou seest it, and before tbat tbou 
canst not, tbou must not, be sorry. I am sure tbat wbat tbou 
knowest to be rigbt tbat tbou will do, and it seemetb as if 
God bimself were content witb tbat for tbe time. Wbat tbe 
very rigbt tbing is, concerning wbicb we may now differ, we 
must come to see togetber one day — tbe same, and not anotber, 
to botb, and tbis doing of wbat we see is to eacb of us tbe 
patb tbitber. Let God judge us, Dorotby, for His judgment 
is ligbt in tbe inward parts, sbowing tbe trutb and enabling 
US to judge ourselves. For me to judge tbee and tbee me, 
Dorotby, would witb it bear no ligbt. Wby, Dorotby, know- 
est tbou not — yet bow sbouldst tbou know — tbat tlds is tbe 
very matter for tbe wbicb we, my fatber and bis party, con- 
tend — tbat eacb man, namely, in matters of conscience, sball 
be left to bis God, and remain unjudged of bis brotber 1 And 
if I figbt for tbis on mine own part, unto whom sbould I 
accord it if not to tbee, Dorotby, wbo art tbe bigbest in soul 
and purest in mind and bravest in beart of all women I have 
known 1 Tberefore I love tbee witb all tbe power of a beart 
tbat loves tbat wbicb is true before tbat wbicb is beautiful, 
and tbat wbicb is bonest before tbat wbicb is of good report" 
Wbat followed I leave to tbe Imagination of sucb of mj 
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readers as are capable of understanding that the truer the 
natare the deeper must be the passion, and of hoping that the 
human soul will yet barst into grander blossoms of lore than 
ever poet has dreamed, not to say sung. I leave it also to 
the hearts of those who understand that love is greater than 
knowledge. For tbose who have neither heart nor Imagina- 
tion — only brains — to them I presume to leave nothing, know- 
ing what self-satisfying resources they possess of their own« 
The pair wandered all over the ruins together, and Dorothy 
had a hnndred places to take Eichard to, and teil him what 
they had been and how they had looked in their wholeness 
and use — amongst the rest her own Chamber, whither Marquis 
had brought her the letter which Mistress Upstill had found 
so badly concealed. Then Bichard's tum camie, and he gave 
Dorothy a sadly yivid account of what he had seen of the 
destruction of the place ; how, as if with whole republics of 
ants, it had swarmed all over with men paid to destroy it ; 
how in every direction the walls were falling at once ; how 
they dag and drained at fish-ponds and moat in the wild hope 
of finding hidden treasare, and had found in the former no- 
thing bat mud and a bunch of huge old keys, the last of some 
lost story of ancient days, — and in the latter nothing but a 
pair of silyer-gilt spurs, which he had himself bought of the 
fellow who found them. He told her what a terrible shell the 
Tower of towers had been to break — how after throwing its 
battlemented crown into the moat, they had in vain attacked 
the walls, might almost as well have sought with pickazes 
and crowbars to tear asunder the living rock, and. at last — 
but this was hearsay, he had not seen it — had undermined 
the wall, propped it up with timber, set the timber on fire, 
and so succeeded in bringing down a portion of the hard, 
tough massy defence. 

^' What became of the wild beasts in the base of the kitchen- 
tower, dost know, Richard 1 " 

" I saw their cages," answered Richard, " but they were 
empty. I asked what they were, and what had become of 
the animals,.of which all the country had heard, but no one 
could teil me. I asked them questions until they began to 
puzzle themselres to answer them^ and now I believe all 
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Gwent is divided between two opinions as to their fate — one, 
that thej are roaming the cottntry, the other that Lord Her- 
bert, as thej still call him, has by bis magic convejed tbem 
away to Ireland to assist bim in a general massacre of the Pro- 
testant&" 

Migbty in mutual faitb, neitber politics, nor morals, nor 
even theology, was anj more able to part tbose wbose piain 
trutb bad begotten absolute confidence. Strive tbey migbt, 
sin tbej coold not, against eacb otber. Tbey talked, wander- 
ing about, a long time, forgetting, I am sorry to say, even tbeip 
poor, sbivering borses, wbicb, after trying to console tbemselyes 
witb tbe renewal of a friendsbip wbicb a broad wbite line 
across Ladj's face bad for a moment, on Dick's part, somewbat 
impeded, bad become very restless. At lengtb an expos- 
tolatory wbinny from Lady caUed Eicbard to bis duty, and 
witb compnnctions of beart tbe pair bnrried to mount. Tbey 
rode bome togetber in a bliss tbat would baye been too deep 
almost for conscious deligbt but tbat tbeir animals were eager 
after motion, and as now tbe surface of tbe fields bad grown 
soft, tbey tnmed into tbem, and a tremendous gaUop soon 
brongbt tbeir gladness to tbe surface in great fountain throbs 
of joy. 



CHAPTEE LIX. 

aveI vale/ salve/ 

And now most I bury my dead out of my sigbt — bid farewell 
to tbe old, resplendent^ stately, scarred, defiant Eaglan, itself 
tbe grave of many an old story, and tbe cradle of tbe new, and 
alas ! in contrast witb tbe old, not merely tbe mecbanical, but 
tbe unpoetic and commonplace, yes, vulgär era of our island's 
bistory. Little did Lord Herbert dream of tbe age he was 
initiating — of tbe irreverence and pride and destruction tbat 
were about to foUow in bis footsteps, wasting, defiling, soar- 
ring, obliterating, tuming beauty into asbes, and worse ! That 
divine mecbanics sbould tbns, tbrongh selfishness and avarice, 
be leagued witb filtb and squalor and ngliness. Wben one 
looks upon Baglan, indignation rises — not at the storm of iron 
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which battered its walls to poTrder, hardly even at the decree 
to level them with the dust, but at the latter destroyer who 
could desecrate the beauty yet left by wrath and fear, who 
with the stones of my lady'a Chamber would build a kennel, 
or with the caryed stones of chapel or hall a barn or cowhouse ! 
What would the inventor of the water-commanding engine have 
Said to the poUution of our waters, the destruction of the very 
landmarks of our history, the desecration of ruins that ought 
to be venerated for their loveliness as well as their story ! 
Would he not have broken it to pieces, that the ruin it mnst 
occasion might not be laid to his charge ) May all such men 
as for the sake of money constitute themselves the creators of 
ugliness, not to speak of far worse evils in the land, live — or 
die, I care not which — to know in their own selves what a 
lovely human Psyche lies hid even in the chrysalis of a railway- 
director, and to loathe their past selves as an abomination — 
incredible but that it had been. He who calls such a wish a 
curse, must undergo it ere his being can be other than a blot. 
But this era too will pass, and truth come forth in forms new 
and more lovely still. The living Eaglan has gone from me, 
and before me rise the broken, mouldering walls which are the 
monument of their own past. My heart swells as I think of 
them, lonely in the deepeniug twilight, when the ivy which 
has flung itself like a garment about the bareness of their 
looped and windowed raggedness is but as darker streaks of 
the all-prevailing dusk, and the moon is gathering in the east. 
Fain would the soul forsake the fettersome body for a season, 
to go flitting hither and thither, alighting and flitting, like a 
bat or a bird — now drawing itself slow along a moulding to 
taste its curve and flow, now creeping into a cranny, and brood- 
ing and thinking back tili the fancy feels the tremble of an 
ancient kiss yet softly rippling the air, or descries the dim 
stain which no tempest can wash away. Ah, here is a stair ! 
True, there are but three steps, a broken one and a fragment. 
What Said I ? See how the phantom-steps continue it, wind- 
ing up and up to the door of my lady's Chamber I See its 
polished floor, black as night, its walls rieh with tapestry, love« 
lily cid, and harmoniously withered, for the ancient time had 
its ancient times^ and its things that had come down from 
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solemn antiqoity — see the silyer äconces, the tall mirrors, the 
part-open window, long, low, carved latticed, and fiUed with 
lozenge panes of the Boftest yellow green, in a multitude oi 
fihades ! There fitands my lady herself, leaning from it, look- 
ing down into the court 1 Ah, lovely lady I is not thy heart 
as the heart of my mother, my wife, my daughters % Thou 
hast had thy troables. I trust they are over now, and that 
thou art satisfied with God for making thee ! 

The Vision fades, and the old walls rise like a broken ceno- 
taph. But the same sky, with its clouds never the same, hangs 
over them ; the same moon will fold them all night in a doubt- 
ful radiance, befitting the things that dwell alone, and are all 
of other times, for she too is but a ghost, a thing of the past, 
and her light is but the light of memory; into the empty 
crannies blow the same winds that once refreshed the souls of 
maiden and man-at-arms, only the yellow flower that grew in 
its gardens now grows upon its walls. And howeyer the mind, 
or even the spirit of man may change, the heart remains the 
same, and an effort to read the hearts of our forefathers will 
help US to know the heart of our neighbour. 



JFhoever cares to distinguish the bones of faä from the draperp 
of invention in the foregone taie, wül find them aU in the lote Mr, 
Direlds " lAfe of the Marquis of Worcester^^ and the " Certamen 
Eeligiosum" and " Oolden Ajpophtheffms" of Dr. Bayly. 
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Assam, to open New ^ Routes for 
Commerce. Second Edition. With 
Four Illustrations and Map. Post 
8vo. Goth, price xo». 6d. 
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Comhill Library of Fiction 
(The). Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 
3« . 6</. per volume. 
Half-a-Dozen Dauehtera. By 
J. Mastemian. ^ ^ 

The House of Raby. " By Mrs. G. 
Hooper. ^ 

A Fight for Life. By Moy 
Thomas. 

Robin Gray. By Charles Gibbon. 
One of Two ; or, A Left- 
Handcd Bride. By J. Hain Fris- 
well. 

Ood's Providence House. By 
Mrs. G. L. Banks. 
Fpr Lack of Gold. By Charles 
Gibbon. _ , , 

Abel Drake*8 Wife. By John 
Saunders. 
Hirell. By John Saunders. 

CORY (Lieut. Col. Arthur). 
The Eastem Menace; or, 
Shadows of Coming Events. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price s*. 

lone. A Poem in Four Parts. 
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 
Cosmos. 
A Poem. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, pric« 

COX (Rev. Sir Q. W.), Bart. 
A History of Greece from 

the Earliest Period to the end of the 
Persian War. a vols. Dcmy 8vo. 
Cloth, price 36*. 

The Mythology of the 
Aryan Nations. a vols. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, price 38f. 

A General History of Greece 

from the Earliest Period to the Death 
of Alexander the Great, witha sketch 
of the subsequent History to the 
present time. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 7^. dd. 

Tales of Ancient Greece. 

Third Edition. Small Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price dr. 

School History of Greece. 
With Maps. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 

The Great Persian War 

from the Histories of Herodotus. 
New Edition. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 
price, 3^ . td. 

A Manual of Mythology 

in the form of Question and Answer. 
Third Edition. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 
price 3J. 



COX (Rev. Samuel). 

Salvator Mundi ; or, Is 
Christ the Saviour of all Men? Fifth 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5^ 

CRESSWELL (Mrs. G.). 
The King*s Banner. Drama 

in Four Acts. Five Illustrations. 
4to. Cloth, price -lof. 6d. 

CROMPTON (Henry). 
Industrial Conciliation. 

Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 2s. 6d. 

CUMMINS (H. I.), M. A. 

Parochial Charities of the 
City of Lrondon. Sewed, price is. 

CURWEN (Henry). 
Sorrow and Song: Studios 

of Literary Struggle. Henry Mürger 
— Novalis — ^Alexander Petöfi — Hon- 
or6 de Balzac — Edgar Allan Poe 
— Andr^ Ch^nier. 3 vols. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price x.si. 

DANCE (Rev. C. D.). ~ 

RecoUections of Four Years 
in Venezuela. With Three Illus- 
trations and a Map. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 7*. 6d. 

D*ANVERS(N.R.). 
The Suez Canal : Letters 

and Documents descriptive of its 
Rise and Progress in x854-56- By 
Ferdinand de Lesseps. Translated 
by. Demy 8vo. Clou, price 10s. 6ä, 

Little Minnie's Troubles. 

An Evety-day (3m)nicle. With Four 
Illustrations by W. H. Hughes. 
Fcap. Cloth, price 3*. 6d. 

Pixie*s Adventures ; or, the 

Tale of a Terrier. With 21 Illustra- 
tions. x6mo. Cloth, price 4*. 6d. 

DAVIDSON (Rev. Samuel), D.D., 
LL.D. 

The NewTestament, trans- 
lated from the Latest Qreek 
Text of Tiscbendorf. A new and 
thoroughly revised Edition. Post 
8vo. Cloth, price los. 6d. 

Canon of the Bible : Its 

Formation, History, and Fluctua- 
tions. Second Edition. Small crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 



C Kegan Paul ö* Co.^s Publications. 



DAVIBS (O. Christopher). 

Mountain, Meadow, and 
Mere : a Series of Outdoor Sketches 
of Sport, Sceuery, Advcntures, and 
Natural History. With Sixteen II- 
lustrations by Bosworth W. ^ Har- 
court. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6j. 

Rambles and Adventures 
of Our School Field Club. With 
Four Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 5« . 

DAVIES (Rev. J. L.), M.A. 

Theology and Morality. 

Essays on Questions of Belief and 
Practice. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 

DAWSON (George), M.A. 

Prayers, with a Discourse 
on Prayer. Edited by his Wife. 
Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. Price ds. 

Sermons on Disputed 
Points and Special Occasions. 
Edited by his Wife. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ts. 

Sermons on Daily Life and 

Duty. Edited by his Wife. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ts. 

DE L'HOSTE (Col. E. P.). 
The Desert Pastor, Jean 

Jarousseau. Translated from the 
French of Eugene Pelletan. With a 
Frontispiece. New Edition. Fcap. 
8vo. Cloth, price 3«. td. 

DE REDCLIFFE (Viscount 
Stratford), P.C., K.O., G.C.B. 

Why am I a Christian ? 
Fifth Edition. Crown 8vü. Cloth, 
price 3^. 

DE TOCQUEVILLE (A.). 

Correspondence and Con- 
versations of, with Nassau Wil- 
liam Senior, from x8^ to 1859. 
Edited by M. C. M. Simpson. 2 
vols. Post 8vo. Cloth, price 21X. 

DE VERE (Aubrey). 

Alexander the Great. A 

Dramatic Poem. Small crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 5; . 

The Infant Bridal, and 
Other Poems. A New and En- 
larged Edition. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 
price 7*. 6</. 



DE VERE (Aubrey) — continued. 

The Legen ds of St. Patrick, 
and Other Poems. Small crown 
8vo Cloth, price 5*. 

St. Thomas of Canterbury. 

A Dramatic Poem. Large fcap. 8ya 
Cloth, price 5«. 

Antar and Zara : an Eastem 

Romance. Ikispail, and other 
Poems, Meditative and Lyriod. 
Fcap. 8vo. Price ts, 

The Fall of Rora, the 
Search after Proserpine, and 

other Poems, Meditative and Lyrical. 
Fcap. 8vo. Price 6j. 

DENNIS (J.). 
English Sonnets. Collected 

and Arranged. Ele^antly bound. 
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, pnce 3^. (id. 

DOBSON (Austin). 
Vignettes in Rhyme and 

Vers de Soci^t^. Third Edition. 
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 5«. 

Proverbs in Porcelain. By 

the Author of " Vignettes in Rhyme " 
Second Edition. Crown Bvo. ts, 

DOWDEN (Edward), LL.D. 
Shakspere: a Critical Study 

of his Mind and Art. Third Edition. 
Large Post 8vo. Cloth, price i2j. 

Studies in Literature, 178g- 

1877. Large Post 8vo. Cloth, price 

175. 

Poems. Second Edition. 
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

DOWNTON (Rev. H.). M.A. 

Hymns and Verses. Ori- 
ginal and Translated. Small crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 3^. td. 

DRAPER (J W.), M.D., LL.D. 

History of the Conflict her 
tween Religion and Science. 
Eleventh Edition. Crown Bvo. Cloth, 
price 5J. 

Volume XI I L of The International 
Scientific Series. 
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DRBW (Rev. G. S.). M.A. 

Scripture Lands in con- 
nection with their History. 
Second Edition. 8va Cloth, price 
ZOT. 6d. 

Nazareth: Its Life and 
Lessons. Third Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 5«. 

The Divine Kingdom on 
Barth as it is in Heaven. 8va 
Qoth, price lor. 6d. 

The Son of Man : His Life 

and Ministry. Crovirn 8vo. Cloth, 
price fs. 6d, 

ORBWRY(G. O.), M.D. 
The Common-Sense 
Management of the Stomach. 
Fourth Edition. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 
price zs. 6d. 

DREWRY (Q. O.), M.D., and 
BARTLETT (H. C), Ph.D., 
F.C.S. 

Cup and Platter : er, Notes 

on Food and its Effects. Small 8va 
Qoth, price ». 6d. 

DRUMMOND (Miss). 

Tripps Buildings. A Study 
fix>m Life, with Frontispiece. Small 
crown 8vo. Cloth, price 3«. 6d, 

DURAND (Lady). 

Imitations from the Oer- 
man of Spitta and Terstegen. 
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 4^. 

DU VERNOIS (Col. von Verdy). 

Studies in leading Troops. 
An authorized and accurate Trans- 
lation by Lieutenant H. T. T. 
HUdyard, jist Foot. Parts I. and 
II. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price ^s. 

BDEN (Frederick). 

The Nile wlthout a 
Dragoman. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth^ price js. 6d. 

BDMONDS (Herbert). 

Well Spent Lives : a Series 
of Modem Biographies. Crown 8vo. 
Price 5*. 

EDWARDS (Rev. Basil). 

Minor Chords; Or, Songs 
for the Suffering: a Volume of 
Verse. Fcap. 8vo. Qolh, price 
3«. 6d. ; paper, price as. 6ä, 



ELLIOT (Lady Charlotte). 
Medusa and other Poems. 

Crown Svo. Cloth, price 6*. 

ELLIOTT (Ebenerer), The Com 
Law Rhymer. 

Poems. Edited by his son, 
the Rev. Edwin Elliott, of St. John's, 
Antigua. 2 vols. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price zär. 

BLSDALE (Henry). 
Studies in Tennyson's 

Idylls. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 5*. 

ENOLISH CLEROYMAN. 
An Essay on the Rule of 
Faith and Creed of Athanasius. 

Shall the Rubric preceding the 
Creed be removed from the Prayer- 
book t Sewed. 8va Price is. 

Bpic of Hades (The). 

By a New Writer. Author of 
" Songs of TwoWorids." Fourth and 
finally revised Edition. Fcap. Svo. 
Cloth, price js. 6d. 

Eros Agonistes. 

Poems. By E. B. D. Fcap. Svo, 
Qoth, price y. 6d. 

Essays on the Endowment 
of Research. 
By Various Writers. 

List of Contributors. 
Mark Pattison, B. D. 
James S. Cotton, B. A. 
Charles E. Appleton, D. C. L 
Archibald H. Sayce, M. A. 
Henry Clifton Sorby, F. R. S. 
Thomas K. Cheyne, M. A. 
W. T. Thisclton Dyer, M. A. 
Henry Nettleship, M. A. 

Square crown octavo. Cloth, 
price los. 6ä. 

EVANS (Mark). 

The Gospel of Home Life. 

Crown Svo. Cloth, price ^. 6d. 

The Story of our Father's 
Love, told to Children; being a 
New and Enlarged Edition oT 
Theology for Children. With Four 
Illustrations. Fcap. Svo. Qoth, 
price y. 6ä. 

A Book of Common Prayer 
and Worship for Household 
Use, compiled exclusively from the 
Holy Scriptures. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 
price 3f . Cd, 



C, Kegan Paul 6- Co.'s Publications, 
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BX-CIVILIAN. 
Life in the Mofussil : or, 
Civilian Life in Lower Bengal. a 
vols. Large post 8vo. Price 14J. 

EYRE (MaJ.-Qen. Sir V.), C.B., 
K.C.S.I., &c. 

Lays of a Knight-Errant 
in many Lands. Square crown 
8to. With Six Illustrations. Cloth, 
price 7«. 6d. 

PARQUHARSON (M.). 

I. Elsie Dinsmore. Crown 

8vo. Goth, price y. 6d, 

II. Blsie'sOirlhood. Crown 

8vo. Cloth, price 3J. 6d. 

III. Elsie's Holidays at 
Roselands. Crown 8vo. 

Cloth, price 3f. 6d. 
FERRIS (Henry Weybrid^e). 
Poems. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 
price SS. 

Polkestone Ritual Gase 

(The). The Argument, Proceedings 
Judgment. and Report, revised oy 
the several Counsel engaged. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, price 25;. 

FOOTMAN (Rcv. H.), M.A. 
Prom Home and Back ; or, 

Some Aspects of Sin as seen in the 
Light of the Parable of the Prodigal. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

POWLE (Rev. Edmund). 
Latin Primer Rules made 
Easy. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 3*. 

FOWLE (Rcv. T. W.), M.A. 
The Reconciliation of Re- 
ligion and Science. Being Esitays 
OB Immortaüit^r, Inspiration, Mira- 
cles, and the Being ofChrist Demy 
8vo. Cloth, price zor. 6d, 

FOX-BOURNB (H. R.> 

The Life of John Locke, 

163a — 1704. 3 vols. Demy 8vo. 
Cloth, price 9&S. 

FRÄSER (Donald). 
Exchange Tables of Ster- 
ling and Indian Rupee Curren- 
cy, upon a new and extended syntem, 
embracing Values from One Far- 
thing to One Hundred Thousand 
Pounds, and at Rates progressing, in 
Sixteenths of a Penny, from i/. gtf. to 
ax. %d, per Rupee. Royal 8va 
Qoth, pnce los. 6ä. 



FRISWELL (J. Hain). 

The Better Seif. Essays for 
Home Life. Crown 8vo. Qoth, 
price 6#. 

One of Two; or, A Left- 
Handed Bride. With a Frontis- 
piece. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 
3s. 6ä. 

FYTCHE (Lieut.-Qen. Albert), 
C.S.I., late Chief Commissioner of 
British Burma. 

Burma Past and Present, 

with Personal Reminiscences of the 
Country. With Steel Portraits, Chro- 
molithographs, Engravingson Wood, 
and Map. avob. Demylvo. Cloth, 
price 30X. 

GAMBIER (Capt. J. W.), R.N. 

Servia. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price SS. 

QARDNER (H.% 

Sunflowers. A Book of 
Verses. Fcap. 8vo. Clbth, price 51. 

QARDNER (J.), M.D. 

Longevity : The Means of 
Prolonglng Life after Middle 
Age. Fourth Edition, revised and 
enlarged. Small crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 4s. 

OARRETT (E.). 

By Still Waters. A Story 
for Quiet Hours. With Seven Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6*. 

Q. H. T. 

Verses, mostly written in India. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6*. 

GIBBON (Charles). 
For Lack of Gold. With a 

Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. Illustrated 
Boards, price 2s. 

Robin Gray. With a Fron- 
tispiece. Crown 8vo. Illustrated 
hoärds, price zs. 

GILBERT (Mrs.). 

Autobiography and other 
Memorials. Edited by Josiah 
Gilbert Third Edition. With Por- 
trait and several Wood Engravings. 
Crown 8vo. Qoth, price 7; . 6ä. 
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QILL (Rev. W. W.), B.A. 
Myths and Songs from the 

South Pacific. With a Prefac« by 
F. Max Müller, M.A., Professor of 
Comparative Phüology at Oxford. 
Post 8vo. Cloth, price <fi, 

QODKIN (James). 
The Religious History of 
Ireland: Primitive, Papal, and 
Protestant. Including the Evange- 
licaü Missions, Catholic Agitations, 
and Church Progress of the last half 
Century. 8vo. Cloth, price X2f. 

QOBTZE (Capt. A. von). 
Operations of the German 
Engineera during the War of 
X870-X87Z. Published by Authority, 
and in accordance with Official Docu- 
ments. Translated from the German 
by Colonel G. Graham, V.C, C.B., 
R.E. With 6 large Maps. Demy 
8va Cloth, price vis. 

OODWIN (William). 

William Godwin: His 
Friends and Contemporariee. 
With Portraits and Facsimiles of the 
handwriting of Godwin and his Wife. 
By C. Kegan Paul, a vols. Demy 
Svo. Cloui, price aSf. 

The Genius of Christianity 

Unveiled. Being Essays never 
before published. Edited, with a 
Preface, by C. Kegan Paul. Crown 
Sva Cloth, price 7^. td. 

OOLDIE (Lieut. M. H. Q.) 

Hebe : a Tale. Fcap. Svo. 
Cloth, price s^r. 

QOODENOUOH (Commodore J. 
O.), R.N.,C.B.,C.M.O. 

Memoir of, with Extractsfrom 
his Letters and Journals. Edited by 
his Widow. With Steel Engraved 
Portrait. Square Svo. Cloth, 5*. 

%* Also a Library Edition with 
Maps, Woodcuts, and Steel En- 
graved Portrait. Square post Svo 
Cloth, price 14^. 

GOODMAN (W.). 
Cuba, the Pe^irl of the 

Antilles. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 
7*. 6</. 



QOULD (Rev. S. ßaring), M.A. 
The Vicar of Morwenstow: 

a Memoir of the Rev. R. S. Hawker. 
With Portrait. Third Edition, re- 
vised. Square post Svo. Cloth, zof. &/. 

ORANVILLE (A. B.), M.D., 
F.R.S.,ftc. 

Autobiography of A. B. 
Granville, F. R. S., etc. Edlted, 
with a brief account of the concluding 
years of his life, by his youngest 
Daughter, Paulina B. Granville. a 
vols. With a Portrait. Second Edi- 
tion. Demy Svo. Cloth, price 3ax. 

GREY (John), of Dilston. 

iohn Grey (of Dilston): 
lemoirs. By Josephine E. Butler, 
New and Revised Edition. Crown 
Svo. Cloth, price 3* . dd. 

QRIFFITH (Rev. T.), A.M. 
Studies of the Divine Mas- 
ter. Demy Svo. Cloth, price im. 

GRIFFITHS (Capt. Arthur). 
Memorials of Millbank,and 
Chaptera in Priaon Histor^'. 
With Illustrations by R. Goff and 
theAuthor. 2 vols. Post Svo. Cloth, 
price aif. 

GRIMLEY (Rev. H. N.), M.A., 
Professor of Mathematics in the 
Univcrsity College of Wales. 

« 

Tremadoc Sermons, chiefly 
onthe Spiritual Body, the Unsken 
World, and the Divink Humanity. 
Second Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 6f . 

GRÜNER (M. L.). 

Studies of Blast Fumace 

Phenomena. Translated by L. D. 
B. Gordon, F. R. S. E. , F. G. S. Demy 
Svo. Cloth, price 7*. (xi. 

QURNEY(Rev. Archer). 

Words of Faith and Cheer. 
A Mission of Instruction and Sugges- 
tion. Crown Svo. Cloth, price m. 

First Principles in Church 

and State. Demy Svo. Sewed, 
pnce IS, 6d. 



C. Kegan Paul &* Co.'s Fublicatüms. 



13 



HAECKEJL (ProC EnistX 
The History of Creation« 

TnuMlalion reniied bjr Profcftor E, 
KavLankatter, M.A,, F,R.S> Wtth 
Cc^<mred Flau« and GencaJogncal 
Trce* of the varum» gncMif» of boch 
plaisu and animals. 3 voU. Seccnd 
Editkn. Pott 8vo, Clocb, price 32#, 

Tbe History of the EvolU' 

tion of Man. With nannerou« U. 
loitrsdUmt, 2 vob. P(>»t i$vo, 

HAKE (A. Egmont), 

Paris Originals, with twenty 
teUMtii^f ty Leon Kichtum* Laarge 

Halleck's International 

Law or Rtsles, Reg<iUiing the 
Intercottr^t: of Stat«^ in Peacc and 
War. A Xew h'ih'vyn, revi*«d, with 
X<>te« and Ca.«^, 3 voU« Vetuy 

HARCOURT (Cart A. F. RX 
The Shakespeare Argosy, 

Ojntsdnioff mwM nf the wcalth of 
Shakespeare'» Wijwlo«i and Wit, 

ficd« Lrowu &VO, CUaH, price 6#. 

HARDY (ThomM). 
A Pair of Blue Eyes. Xew 

Edition« Crown ^vo, CUAh,pnce6f, 

HARRI80N (Liettt.'Coh R.). 

The Officer's Memoran- 
dum Book for Peace and War, 

Second Edition, Oblonge s^mo. 
roan, eta«tiiC band and pencil« price 
3/. ^, ; niü*iay 5/. 

HAWEI8(R«v, H. R.), M,A. 
CurrentCoin, Materialism — 

The Devil — Crime — Dninkenn«*« — 
PaupcrUm— Emotion — Kecreation — 
The SaU>atb, T^.ird Edition, Crown 
Svo, Cloth, pnce (^, 

Speech in Season, Fourth 



»pe4 

Cditi< 



Edition. Crown Svo» Oath, price 

Thotiehts for the Times* 

Tentb Edstion. dcmntvo, Oonh, 
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HAWEI8(R«fr, H. l^y-^mtiwud. 

Unsectarian Family 

Prayera, ibr Moming and Evemnc 
for a Week, with «hört «elected 
TOMoges from the Bihle. Second 
Edition« Sqtiare crown Svo« Clotb, 
price 3#, 6«/, 

HAYMAN (H.% D.D.^UiteHead 
Master of Rugby Scbool, 

Rttsrby School Sermons. 

With an Introductory E^ay on the 
Indwelling of the Holy fwirit, 
Crown Evo, Cloth« price 7/, ^ 

HELLWALD (Baron F, von)i 
The Russians in Central 

Asia« A Critical Examination, 
down to the present tiroe, of the 
Geogra4>bv and History of Central 
Aüia. Traiulated bjr Lient-CoL 
Theodore Wir^man« Lf^B« Larze 
port gvo, With ]kfap, CJotb, 
price ia#« 

HELVIO (Major H«), 

The Operations of the Ba- 
varian Arnty Corps, TrsuuOated 
Ist Captain G. S« Schwahe, With 
Piire Jarge Map«, In % vol«, Demy 
Sra Cloth^ ynct 941, 

Tactical Examples : Vol. I, 

Tb« Battalion, price i <#, Vol. 1 1, The 
K^inumt suta HtiniuU:, price tog, 6d, 
'Yriat%\nltd frfAn the G^rman by Col, 
Sir Lumley Graham. With numerous 
Vuiffnuiui, Dtmy 8vo. Cloth« 

HERFORD (Broofce). 
The Story of Religrion in 

England. A Book for Young Folk« 
Crown Sro, Cloth, price 5#, 

HEWLETT (Henry 0.>. 

A Sheaf of Verse. Fcap. 
Sro, Clotb, price 3#, 6/, 

HINTON (JamesX 
Life and Letters of. Edited 

by Ellice Hopkin«, with an Introdoc* 
tion by Sir W. W, Gull, Bart,, and 
Portrait engraved on StieeJ by C. H. 
Jeenft, Crown Svo, Cloth^ 8#. 6^. 

The Place of the Physicians 

To which is added Emavs Ofr tmk 
Law or Hvmam Lm, akv ov tum 
RcLATiOM »mrwvMM OnsAvic A*r» 
iKoacAVfC WoKLK»«, Second Edi* 
tiofi. Crown $ro, CUAh,fnc€3t,6d, 
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HINTON QümeB),—contintud. 
Physiology for Practical 

Use. By various Writers. With 

fo Illustrations. a vols. Second 
üdition. Crown 8vo. Cloth« price 
X2S. 6ä, 

An Atlas of Diseases of the 
Membrana Tympani. With De- 
scriptiveText. PostSvo. Pnce£66s. 

The Questions of Aural 

Surgery. With Illustrations. a vols. 
Post 8vo. Cloth, price xaj. 6d. 

H. J. C. 
The Art of Fumishing. 

A Populär Treatisc on the Principles 
of Fumishing, based on the Laws of 
Common Sense, Requirement, and 
Picturesque £ffect. Snudl crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 3s. 6d. 

HOCKLEY(W. B.). 
Tales of the Zenana; or, 

A Nuwab's Leisure Hours. By the 
Author of *' Pandurang Hari." With 
a Preface by Lord Stanley of Alder- 
ley. 3 vols. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 21S. 

Pandurang Hari; or, Me- 

moirs of a Hindoo. A Tale of 
Mahratta Life sixty years ago. With 
a Preface by Sir H. Bartle E. 
Frere, G.C.S.L, &c. Crown Svo. 
Cloth, price 6s. 

HOFFBAUER (Capt). 

The German Artillery in 
the Battles near Metz. Based 
on the ofücial reports of the German 
Artillery. Translated by Capt. E. 
O. Hollist. With Map and Plans. 
Demy Svo. Cloth, price 21s. 

HOLMES (E. O. A.). 
Poems. Fcap. Svo. Cloth, 

price SS. 

HOLROYD (Major W. R. M.). 

Tas-hil ul Käläm ; or, 
Hindustani made Easy. Crown Svo. 
Cloth, price 5X. 

HOOPER (Mary). 

Little Dinners: How to 
Serve them with Elefance and 
Economy. Thirteentn Edition. 
Crown Svo. Cloth, price 5*. 



HOOPER (Mary) — contintted. 

Cookery for Invalids, Per- 
sona of Delicate Digestion, and 
Children. Crown Sva Cloth» price 
3X. 6d. 

Every-Day Meals. Being 
Economical and Wholesome Recipes 
for Breakfast, Luncheon, and Sup- 
per. Second Edition. Crown Svo. 
Cloth, price 5J. 

HOOPER (Mrs. G.). 
The House of Raby. With 
a Frontispiece. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 5X. 6d. 

HOPKINS (Ellice). 
Life and Letters of James 

Hinton, with an Introduction bj' Sir 
W. W. Gull, Bart., and Portrait en- 
graved on Steel by C. H. Jeens. 
Crown Svo. Cloth, price Sj. tä. 

HOPKINS (M.). 
The Port of Refuge; or, 

Counsel and Aid to Shipmasters in 
Difiiculty, Doubt, or Distress. Crown 
Svo. Second and Revised Edition. 
Cloth, price 6s. 

HÖRNE (William), M.A. 
Reason and Revelation : 

an Examination into the Nature and 
Contents of Scripture Revelation, as 
compared with other Forms of Truth. 
Demy Svo. Cloth, price 12s. 

HÖRNE R (The Misses). 
Walks in Florence. A New 

and thoroughly Revised Edition. ^ 3 
vols. crown Svo. Cloth limp. With 
Illustrations. 

Vol. 1. — Churches, Strects, and 
Palaces. los. 6d. Vol. IL— Public 
Galleries and Museums. 5^. 

HOWARD (Mary M.). 
Beatrice Aylmer, and other 
Tales. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 6s. 

HOWARD (Rev. O. B.). 

An Old Legend of St. 
Paul's. Fcap. Svo. Cloth, price 
4r. 6d. 

HOWELL (James). 

A Tale of the Sea, Son- 
nets, and other Poems. Fcap. 
Svo. Cloth, price 5^. 

HUGHES (Aliison). 
Penelope and other Poems. 

Fcap. Svo. Cloth, price ^. 6ä, 
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HULL (Edmund C. P.)' 
The European in India. 
With a Mbdical Guidb for Anglo- 
Indians. By R. R. S. Mair. M.D.. 
F.R.C.S.E. Thiid Edidon, Reviied 
and Corrected. Pott 8vo. Cloth, 
price 6s. 

HUMPHREY (Rev. W.). 

Mr. Fitzjames Stephen and 
Cardinal Bellarmine. Demy 8vo. 
Sewed, price xs. 

IGNOTUS. 

Culmshire Folk. A Novel. 
New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, ptice 6s. 

INCHBOLDÜ.W.). 
Annus Amoris. Sonnets. 
Foolscap 8vo. Cloth, price \s. 6ä, 

INGELOW (Jean). 
The Little Wonder-hom. 

A Second Series of " Stories Told to 
aChild." With Fifteen Illustraüons. 
Small 8vo. Cloth, price aj. 6d, 

Indian Bishoprics. By an 

Indian Churchman. Demy 8vo. 6ä, 

International Scientific 
Series (The). 

I. The Forma of Water In 
Clouds and Rivers, Ice and 
Qlaciera. By J. Tyndall, LL.D., 
F. R. S. With as Illustrations. Seventh 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5J. 

II. Physics and Politlcs ; or, 
Thou^hts on the Application of the 
Princtples of " Natural Selection" 
and "Inheritance" to Political So- 
ciety. By Walter Basehot. Fourth 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Qoth, price 4s. 

III. Foods. By Edward Smith, 
M.D., LL.B., F.R.S. With nu- 
meroub Illustrations. Fifth Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 51. 

IV. Mind and Body: TheTbeo- 
ries of their Relation. By Alexander 
Bain, LL.D. With Four Illustra- 
tions. Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 4s, 

V. The Study of Soclology. 
By Herbert Spencer. Sixth EdiUon. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 



International Scientific 
Series (Tht)—€ontinued, 

VI. On the Conservation of 
Bnei^ty. By Balfour Stewart, M. A., 
LL. D. , F. R. S. With 14 lUustratioos. 
Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price $s. 

VII. Anlmal Locomotion ; or, 
Walking, Swimming, and Flyiqs. 
ByJ. B. Pettierew, M.D., F.R.S., 
etc. With 130 Illustrations. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 51. 

VIII. Responsibillty in Mental 
Disease. By Henry Maudsley, 
M. D. lliird Edition. Crown 8¥0. 
Cloth, price 5f . 

IX. The New Chemlstry. By 
Professor J. P. Cooke, of the Har- 
vard University. With 31 lUustra* 
tions. Fourth Edition. Crown 8¥0. 
Cloth, price 5J. 

X. The Science of Law. By 

Professor Sheldon Arnos. Third 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5«. 

XI. Animal Mechanism. A 
Treatise on Terrestrial and Aerial 
Locomotion. ^ By Professor E. J. 
Marey. With 117 Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Clotfa, 
price 5« . 

XII. The Doctrlne of Descent 
and Danvinism. By Professor Os- 
car Schmidt (Strasburg University). 
With 36 Illustrations. Third Edi- 
tion. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price $s, 

XIII. The History of the Con- 
flict between Religion and Sci- 
ence. By J. W. Draper, M.D., 
LL.D. Eleventh Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 5^ . 

XIV. Fungl; their Nature, In- 
iluences, Uses, &c. By M. C. 
Cooke, M.A., LL.D. Edited by 
the Rev. M. J. Berkeley, M.A., 
F. L. S. With numerous Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price $s. 

XV. The Chemical Effects et 
Light and Photography. By Dr. 
Hermann Vogel fPolytechnic Ata- 
demy of Berlin), witn xoo Illustra- 
tions. Third and Revised Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 51. 
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International Scientific 
Series (The) — continued, 

XVI. The Life and Qrowth of 
Language. By William Dwight 
Whitney, Professor of Sanskrit and 
Comparative Philology in Yale^ Sol- 
lte, New Haven. Second £dition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 

XVII. Money and the Mecha- 
nism of Exchange. By W. Stan- 
ley Jcvons, M.A., F.R.S. Third 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5«. 

XVIII. The Nature of Light : 
With a General Account of Physical 
Optics. By Dr. Eugene Lommel, 
Professor of Physics in the Univer- 
sity of Erlangen. With 188 lUustra- 
tions and a table of Spectra in Chio- 
mo-lithography. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5^. 

XIX. Animal Parasites and 

Messmates. By Monsieur Van 
Beneden, Professor of the University 
of Louvain, Correspondent of the 
Institute of France. With 83 Illus- 
trations. Second Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 5;. 

XX. Fermentation. By Professor 
Schützenberger, Director of the 
Chemical I^boratory at the Sor- 
bonne. With 28 lUustrations. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5« . 

XXI. The Five Senses of Man. 
By ProfesscM- Bernstein, of the Uni- 
versity of Halle. With ox lUustra- 
tions. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 5f. 

XXII. The Theory of Sound in 
ita Relation to Music. By Pro- 
fessor Pietro Blasema, of the Royal 
University of Rome. With numerous 
Illustrations. Second Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 5f. 

XXIII. Studies in Spectrum 
Analysis. ByJ. Norman Lockyer. 
F.R.S. With six Photographie II- 
Instrations of Spectra, and numerous 
engravings on wood. Crown 8vo. 
Sc^nd Edition. Cloth, price 6f . 6df. 

ßorthcöimng Volumes, 

Prof. W. Kingdon Clifpord, M.A. 
Hie First Principles of the Exact 
Sciences explained to the Non-ma- 
thematicaL 



International Scientific 
Series (The). 

Forthcoming Vols. — continited, 

W. B. Carpbntbr, LL.D., F.R.S. 
The Physical Geography of the Sea. 

Sir John Lubbock, Bart., F.R.S. 
On Ants and Bees. 

Prof. W. T. Thisklton Dyer, B. A., 
BhSc. Form and Habit in Flowering 
Plauts. 

Prof. MichablFostbr, M.D. Pro- 
toplasm and the Cell Theory. 

H. Charlton Bastian, M.D., 
F.R.S. The Brain as an Organ of 
Mind. 

Prof. A. C. Ramsay, LL.D., F.R.S. 

Earth Sculpture: Hills, Valleys, 
Mountains, Plains, Rivers, Lakes; 
how they were Produced, and how 
they have been Destroyed. 

P. Bert (Professor of Physiology, 
Paris). Forms of Life and other 
Cosmical Conditions. 

Prof. T. H. HuxLEY. The Crayfish : 
an Introduction to the Study of 
Zoology. 

The Rev. A Secchi, D.J., late 
Director of the Observatory at Rome. 
The Stars. 

Prof. J. Ro^enthal, of the Univer- 
sity of Erlangen . General Physiology 
of Muscles and Nerves. 

Prof. A. DB QüATREFAGES, Mcmbre 
de rinstitut. The Human Race. 

Prof. Thurston. The Steam En- 
gine. With numerous Engravings. 

Francis Galton, F.R.S. Psycho- 
metry. 

T. W. JuDD, F.R.S. The Laws of 
Volcanic Action. 

Prof. F. N. Balfour. The Em- 
bryonic Phases of Animal Life. 

J. LuYS, Physician to the Hospice 
de la Salp^triere. The Brain and its 
Functions. With Illustrations. 

Dr. Carl Sbmper. Animals and 
their Conditions of Existence. 

Prof. ^ WuRTZ. Atoms and the 
Atomic Theory. 
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International Scientific 
Series (The). 

Forthcoming Vols, — continued, 

George J. Romanes, F.L.S. Ani- 
mal InteUigence. 

Alfred W. Bennett. A Hand- 
book of Cryptogamic Botany. 

JACKSON (T. G.). 
Modem Gothic Architec- 

ture. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 55. 

JACOB (Maj.-Gen. Sir G. Le 
Grand), K.C.S.I., C.B. 

Western India Before and 
durins the Mutinies. Pictures 
drawn from life. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ^s, 6d. 

JBNKINS (E.) and RAYMOND 
(J*)« Esqs. 

A Legal Handbook for 
Architects, Builders, and Build- 
ing Owners. Second Edition Re- 
vised. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

JBNKINS (Rev. R. C), M.A. 
The Privilege of Peter and 

the Claims of the Roman Church 
confronted with the Scriptures, the 
Councils, and the Testimony of the 
Popes themselves. Fcap. Svo. Cloth, 
price 3f . td. 

JENNINGS (Mrs. Vaughan). 

Rahel : Her Life and Let- 
ters. ^ With a Portrait from ihe 
Painting by Daffinger. Square post 
Svo. Cloth, price "js. 6d. 

JBVONS (W. Stanley), M.A., 
P.R.S. 

Money and the Mechanism 
of Exchange. Second Edition. 
Crown Svo. Cloth, price 5^. 

VoIumeXVI I . of The International 
Scientific Series. 

JONES (Lucy). 

Puddings and Sweets. Being 

Three Hundred and Sixty-Five 
Receipts approved by Experience. 
Crown Svo., price 2^. 6d. 

KAUFMANN (Rev. M.), B.A. 

Socialism : Its Nature, its 
Dangers, and its Remedies con- 
ndered. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 
71. &/. 



KER (David). 
The Boy Slave in Bokhara. 

A Tale of Central Asia. With lUus- 
trations. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 5*. 

The Wild Horseman of 
the Pampas. Illustrated. Crown 
Svo. Cloth, price 5^ . 

KING (Alice). 

A Cluster of Lives. Crown 
Svo. Cloth, price 7*. td, 

KING (Mrs. Hamilton). 
The Disciples. A Poem. 

Third Edition, with some Notes. 
Crown Svo. Cloth, price. yj. 6d. 

Aspromonte, and other 

Poems. Second Edition. Fcap. 
Svo. Cloth, price 4; . 6d. 

KINGSLEY (Charles), M.A. 

Letters and Memories of 
his Life. Edited by his Wife. 
With 2 Steel engraved Portraits and 
numerous Illustrations on Wood, and 
a Facsimile of his Handwriting. 
Eleventh Edition. 2 vols., demy Svo. 
Cloth, price 36J. 

All Saints* Day and other 
Sermons. Second Edition. Crown 
Svo. Cloth, yj. 6d. 

Letters to Young Men on 

Betting and Gambling. Svo. sewed, 
price 7«. 6d. per 100. 

KNIGHT (A. P. C). 
Poems. Fcap Svo. Cloth, 

price 5*. 

LACORDAIRE (Rev. P^re). 

Life : Conferences delivered 
at Toulouse. A New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, pnce 
3^. 6d. 

Lady of Lipari (The). 

A Poem in Three Cantos. Fcap. 
Svo. Cloth, price jr. 

LAMBERT (Cowley), P.R.G.S. 

A Trip to Cashmere and 
Ladäk. With numerous Illustra- 
tions. Crown Svo. Cloth, 7;. 6d. 
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LAURIE (J. S.). 

Bducational Course of 
Secular School Books for India : 
The First Hindustani 
Reader. Sti£fUnenwrapper,price6^. 

The Second Hindustani 
Reader. Sti£f linen wrapper,price 6d, 

The Oriental (English) 
Reader. Book I., price 6d. ; IL, 
price j^d. ; III., price 9«/. ; IV., 
price IS. 

Geography of India; with 

Maps and Historical Appendix, 
tracing the Growth of the British 
Empire in Hindustan. Fcap. 8vo. 
Cloth, price IS. 6d. 

LAYMANN (Capt.). 

The Frontal Attack of 
Infantry. Translated by Colonel 
Edward Newdigate. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 2j. €i. 

L. D. S. 

Letters from China and 
Japan. With Illustrated Title-page. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7*. td. 

LEANDER (Richard). 

Fantastic Stories. Trans- 
lated from the German by Paulina 
B. GranviUe. With Eight fuU-page 
lUustrations by M. E. Fraser-Tytler. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, pnce 5*. 

LEE (Rev. F. G.), D.C.L. 
The Other World; or, 

Glimpses of the Supematural. a vols. 
A New Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 15*. 

LEE (Holme). 

Her Title of Honour. A 

Book for Giris. New Edition. With 
a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 5^. 

LENOIR (J.). 

Fayoum; or, Artists in Egypt. 
A Tour with M. G^rome and others. 
With 13 lUustrations. A New and 
Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 3X. 6d. 

LEWIS (Mary A.). 

A Rat with Three Tales. 
With Four lUustrations by Catherine 
F. Frere. Cloth, price ss. 



LOCKER (F.). 
London L3rrics. A New and 
Revised Edition, with Additions and 
a Portrait of the Author. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, elegant, poice dr. 

Also, an Edition for the People. 
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price zs. 6ä. 

LOCKYERÜ. Norman), P.R.S. 

Studies in Spectnim Ana- 
13^818 ; with six Photographie lUus- 
trations of Spectra, and numerous 
engravings on wood. Second Edi- 
tion. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 6d. 
Vol. XXIII. of the International 
Scientific Series. 

LOMMEL (Dr. E.). 

The Nature of Light : With 
a General Account of Physical Optics. 
Second Edition. With 188 lUustra- 
tions and a Table of Spectra in 
Chromo-lithography. Second Edi- 
tion. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5^. 
Volume XVIII. of The Interna- 
tional Scientific Series. 

LORIMER (Peter), D.D. 

John Knox and the Church 
of England : His Work in her Pulpit, 

and his Influence upon her Liturgy, 
Articles, and Parties. Demy 8vo. 
Cloth, price 12S. 

John Wiclif and his 
English Precursors, by Gerhard 
Victor Lechler. Translated from 
the German, with additional Notes. 
2 vols. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 2U. 

LOTHIAN (Roxburghe). 

Dante and Beatrice from 
xa8a to xago. A Romance. 2 vols. 
Post 8vo. Cloth, price 24;. 

LOVER (Samuel), R.H.A. 

The Life of Samuel Lover, 

R. H. A. ; Artistic, Literary, axid 
Musical. With Selections from his 
Unpublished Papers and Correspon- 
dence. By Bayle Bemard. 2 vols. 
With a Portrait. Post 8vo. Cloth, 
price 21J-. 

LUCAS (Alice). 

Translations from the 
Works of Oerman Poets of the 
xBth and xgth Centuries. Foap. 

8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 
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LYONS (R. T.), Surg.-Mi^. Ben- 
gal Army. 
A Treatise on Relapsing 

Fever. PostSvo. Cloth, price 7*. 6rf. 

MACAULAY (J.), M.A.» M.D., 
Edin. 
The Tnith about Ireland : 

Tours of Obsenration in 1872 and 
1875. With Remarks on Irish Public 
Questions. Being a Second Edition 
of " Ireland in 1872," with a New 
and Supplementary Preface. Crown 
Svo. Cloth, price 3*. (>d. 

MAC CLINTOCK (L.). 
Sir Spangle and the Dingy 
Hen. lUustrated. Square crown 
8vo., price 2j. td. 

MAC DONALD <G.). 
Malcolm. With Portrait of 
the Author engraved on Steel. Fourth 
Edition. Crown Svo. Price d». 

The Marquis of Lossie. 
Second Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 6j. 

St. George and St. Michael. 

Crown Svo. Cloth, dr. 

MAC KENNA (S. J.). 
Plucky Fellows. A Book 
for Boys. With Six Illustrations. 
SecoRd Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 3J. 6</. 

At School with an Old 

Dragoon. With Six Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 5*. 

MACLACHLAN (A. N. C), M.A. 
William Augustus, Duke 
of Cumberland : being a Sketch of 
his Military Life and Character, 
chietiy as exhibited in the General 
Orders of His Royal Highness, 
1745 — 1747. With Illustrations. Post 
Svo. Cloth, price 15^. 

MACNAUQHT (Rev. John). 
Ccena Domini: An Essay 
on the Lord's Supper, its Primi- 
tive Institution, Apostolic Uses, 
and Subsequent History. Demy 
Svo. Cloth, price z^r. 

MAGNUSSON (Eirikr), M.A., 
and PALMER (E.H.), M.A. 

Johan Ludvig Runeberg*s 
Lyrical Songfs, Idylls and Epi- 
grams. Fcap. Svo. Cloth, price 5*. 



MAIR (R. S.), M.D., F.R.C.S.B. 
The Medical Guide for 

Ang^lo-Indians. Being a Compen- 
dium of Advice to Europeans ^ in 
India, relating to the Preservation 
and Regulation of Health. With a 
Supplement on the Manae^ement of 
Children in India. Second Edition. 
Crown Svo. Limp cloth, price 3; . td. 

MALDEN (H. E. and E. E.) 
Princes and Princesses. 

lUustrated. Small crown Svo. Cloth, 
price %5, 6ä. 

MANNINQ (His Eminence Car- 
dinal). 

Essays on Religion and 
Literature. By various Writers. 
Third Series. Demy Svo. Cloth, 
price 10s. 6ä. 

The Independence of the 
Holy See, with an Appendix con- 
taining the Papal Allocution and a 
translation. Cr. Svo. Cloth, price 5^ . 

The True Story of the 
Vatican^ Council. Crown Svo. 
Cloth, price 5J. 

MAREY (E. J.). 
Animal Mechanics. A 

Treatise on Terrestrial and Aerial 
Locomotion. With 117 Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 5* . 

Volume XI. of The International 
Scientific Series. 
MARRIOTT (Maj.-Gen. W. F.), 
C.S.I. 
A Grammar of Political 

Economy. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 6s. 
MASTERMAN (J.). 

Worth Waiting for. A New 

Novel. 3 vols. Crown Svo. Cloth. 

Half-a-dozen Daughters. 

With a Frontispiece. Crown Svo. 
Cloth, price 3J. 6ä. 

MAUDSLEY (Dr. H.). 

Responsibility in Mental 

Disease. Second Edition. Crown 

Svo. Cloth, price 5J. 
Volume VIII. of The International 

Scientific Series. 
MAUGHAN (W. C). 

The Alps of Arabia; er, 

Travels through Egypt, Sinai, Ara- 
bia, and the Holy Land. With Map. 
Second Edition. Demy Svo. Cloth, 
price SS. 
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MAURICE (C. B.). 
Lives of English Populär 
Lieaders. No. i.— Stephen Lang- 
ton. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ^s.td, 
No. a. — Tylkr, Ball, and Old- 
CASTLS. Crown 8vo. Cloth, pric« 

Mazzini (Joseph). 

A Memoir. By E. A. V. Two 

Photographic Portndts. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 

MEDLEY (Lieut.-Col.J.G.),R.E. 

An Autumn Tour in the 
United States and Canada. 
Crown Bvo. Cloth, price 5*. 
MEREDITH (George). 
The Ordeal of Richard Fe- 

verel . A History of Father and Son. 
In one vol. with Frontispiece. Crown 
Svo. Cloth, price dr. 
MICKLETHWAITE (J. T.), 
F.S.A. 
Modem Parish Churches : 

Their Plan, Design, and Fumiture. 
Crown Bvo. Cloth, price 7*. td, 

MIDDLETON (The Lady). 

Ballads. Square i6mo. Cloth, 
price 3^ . td, 
MILLER (Edward). 
The History and Doctrines 

of Irvinerism ; or, the so-called Ca- 
tholic and Apostolic Church. 2 vols. 
Large post Svo. Cloth, price 2Sr. 

MILLER (Robert). 
The Romance of Love. 

Fcap. Svo. Cloth, price 5s. 
MILNE (James). 
Tables of Exchange for the 

Conversion of Sterling Money into 
Indian and Ceylon Currency, at 
Rates from i; . 8</. to is, 3a. per 
Rupee. Second Edition. Demy 
Svo. Cloth, price ;C2 2J. 

MIVART (St. George), F.R.S. 

Contemporary Evolution : 

An Essay on some recent Social 
Changes. Post Svo. Cloth, price 
7*. (m. 
MOCKLER (E.). 
A Grammar of the Baloo- 
chee Language, as it is spoken in 
Makran (Ancient Gedrosia), in the 
Persia-Axabic and Roman characters. 
Fcap. Svo. Cloth, price 5« . 



MOFFAT (Robert Scott). 
The Economyof Consump- 
tion; anOmittedChapterinPolitical 
Economy,^ with special reference to 
the Questions of Commercial Crises 
and tne Policy of Trades Unions ; and 
Math Reviews of the Theories of Adam 
Smith, Ricardo, J. S. Mill, Fawcctt, 
&c. Demy Svo. Cloth, price iSj. 

The Principles of a Time 
Policy : being an Exjmsition of a 
Method of Settling Disputes between 
Employers and Labourers in regard 
to Time and Wa^es, by a simple Pro- 
cess of Mercantile Barter, without 
recourse to Strikes or Locks-out. 
Reprinted from "The Economy of 
Consumption," with a Preface and 
Appendix containing Observations on 
some Reviews of that book, and a Re- 
criticism of the Theories of Ricardo 
and J. S. Mill on Rent, Value, and 
Cost of Production. Demy Svo. 
Cloth, price 3; . dd, 

MOLTKE (Field-Marehal Von). 
Letters from Russia. 

Translated by Robina Napier. 
Crown Svo. Cloth, price dr. 
MOORE (Rev. D.), M.A. 
Christ and His Church. 

By the Author of " The Age and the 
Gospel," &c. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 3«. td. 
MORE (R. Jasper). 
Under the Balkans. Notes 

of a yisit to the District of Philip- 
popolis in 1S76. With a Map and 
lUustrations from Photographs. 
Crown Svo. Cloth, price 6r. 
MORELL (J. R.). 
Euclid Simplified in Me- 
thod and Language. Being a 
Manual of Geometry. Comniled from 
the most important Freuen Works, 
approved by the University of Paris 
and the Mmister of Public Instruc- 
tion. Fcap. Svo. Cloth, price %s. Cd. 

MORICE (Rev. F. D.), M.A. 
The Oljnnpian and Pjrthian 
Ödes of Pindar. A New Transla- 
tion in English Verse. Crown Svo. 
Cloth, price 7S, 6d, 

MORLEY (Susan). 
Aileen Ferrers. A Novel. 

a vols. Crown Svo. Cloth. 

Throstlethwaite. A Novel. 
3 vols. Crown Svo. Cloth. 
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MORLEY {ßvMtSiy-continued, 
Margaret Chetwynd. A 

Novel. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth. 
MORSE (E. S.)« Ph.D. 

First Book of Zoology. 

With numerous Illustrations. Crown 

8vo. Cloth, price 5^. 
MORSHEAD (E. D. A.) 

The Agamemnon of ^s- 

chylus. Translated into English 
versc. With an Introductory Essay. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 
MOSTYN (Sydney). 
Perplexity. A Novel. 3 vols, 
CroMm 8vo. Qoth. 
* MUSGRAVE (Anthony). 

Studies in Political Eco- 
nomy. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6f . 

My Sister Rosalind. 

A Novel. By the Author of ** Chris- 
tiana North," and " Under the 
Limes." a vols. Cloth. 

NAAKE (J. T.). 
Slavonic Fairy Tales. 

From Russian, Servian, Polish, and 
Bohemian Sources. With Four Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5X. 

NEWMAN (J. H.), D.D. 
Charactenstics from the 
V^riting^s of. Being Selections 
from his various Works. Arranged 
with the Author's personal approval. 
Third Edition. With Portrait. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 
•«* A Portrait of the Rev. Dr. J. H. 
Newman, mounted for framing, can 
be had, price 2^. 6d. 

NEW V^RITER (A). 
Songs of Two Worlds. 

Third Edition. Complete in one 
volume with Portrait. Fcap. 8vo. 
Cloth, price 7*. 6d. 

The Epicof Hades. Fourth 

and finally revised Edition. Fcap. 
8vo. Cloth, price 7; . 6d. 
NICHOLAS (Thomas), Ph. D., 
F.G.S. 

The Pedigree of the English 
People: an Argument, Historical 
and Scientific, on the Formation and 
Growth of the Nation, tracing Race- 
admixture in Britainfrom the earliest 
times, with especial reference to the 
incorporation of the Celtic Abori- 
gines. Fifth edition. Demy 8vo. 
Cloth, price z6r. 



NICHOLSON (Edward B.), Li- 

brarian of the London Institution. 

The Christ Child, and other 
Poems. Crown 8vo. Qoth, price 
4«. 6d. 

NOAKE (Major R. Compton). 
The Bivouac ; or, Martial 

Lyrist, with an Appendix — Advice to 
the Soldier. Fcap. 8vo. Price y. 6ä, 

NOBLE (J. A.). 
The Pelican Papers. 

Reminiscences and Remains of a 
Dweller in the Wildemess. Crown 
Svo. Cloth, price 6s. 

NORMAN PEOPLE (The). 
The Norman People, and 

their Existing Descendants in the 
British Dominions and the United 
States of America. Demy Svo. 
Cloth, price 3». 

NORRIS (Rev. Alfred). 
The Inner and Outer Life 

Poems. Fcap. Svo. Cloth, price 6«. 
Northern Question (The); 

Cr, Russia's Policy in Turkey un- 
masked. Demy Svo. Se>ved, pnce u. 

Notes on Cavalry Tactics, 
Organization, &c. By a Cavalry 
Officer. With Diagrams. Demy Svo. 
Cloth, price 12s. 

NOTREGE (John), A.M. 
The Spiritual Function of 
a Presbyter in the Church of 
England. Crown Svo. Cloth, red 
edges, price 3s. 6ä. 

Oriental Sporting Magazine 
(The). 

Ä Reprint of the first 5 Volumes, 
in 3 Volumes. Demy Svo. Cloth, 
price aSs. 

Our Increaslng Military Dif- 

ficulty, and one Way of Meeting it. 
Demy Svo. Stitched, price is. 

PAGE (Capt. S. F.). 
Discipline and Drill. Cheaper 

Edition. Crown Svo. Price zf. 

PALGRAVE, (W. Gifford). 

Hermann Agha ; An Eastem 
Narrative. Third and Cheaper Edi- 
tion. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 6r. 
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PANDURANQ HARI ; 
Or, Memoirs of a Hindoo. 
With an Introductory Prefacc by Sir 
H. Bartle E. Frere, G.C.S.I., C.B. 
Crown 8vo. Pricc 6*. 

PARKER (Joseph), D.D. 
The Paraclete: An Essay 
on the Personality and Ministry of 
the Holy Ghost, with some reference 
to current discussions. Second Edi- 
tion. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price la«. 

PARR (Harrtet). 
Bchoes of a Famous Year. 

Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 8*. td, 

PAUL (C. Kegan). 
Goetne's Faust. A New 

Translation in Rime. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 6*. 

WiUiam Godwin : His 
Priends and Contemporaries. 
With Portraits and Facsimilcs of the 
Handwriting of Godwin and his 
Wife. 3 vols. Square post 8vo. 
Cloth, price 28j. 

The Genius of Christianity 

Unveiled. Being Essays by William 

Godwin never before published. 

Edited, with a Preface, by C. 

Kegan Paul. Crown 8vo. Cloth 

price ^5, 6d. 
PAUL (Margaret Agnes). 

Gentle and Simple : A Story. 

3 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth, gilt tops, 

price Z3J. 
PAYNE (John). 

Songs of Life and Death. 

Crown 8vo Cloth, price 5*. 

PAYNE (Prof.J. F.). 
Lectures on Bducation. 

Priee 6d. each. 

II. Fröbel and the Kindergarten 

System. Second Edition. 

A Visit to German Schools : 
Blementary Schools in Qer- 
many. Notes of a Professional Tour 
to inspect some of the Kindergartens, 
Primary Schools, Public Girls 
Schools, and Schools for Technical 
Instruction in Hamburgh, Berlin, 
Dresden, Weimar, Gotha, Eisenach, 
in the autumn of 1874. With Critical 
Discussions of the General Principles 
and Practice of Kindergartens and 
other Schemes of Elementary Edu- 
cation. Crown 8va Cloth, price 
\s.6d. 



PEACOCKE (Qeorgiana). 

Rays from the Southern 
Gross : Poems. Crown 8vo. With 
Sixteen Full-page Illustrations 
by the Rev. P. Walsh. Cloth el^ant, 
price zof . 6d. 

PELLETAN (E.). 

The Desert Pastor, Jean 
Jarousseau. Translated from the 
French. By Colonel E. P. De 
L'Hoste. With a Frontispiece. New 
Edition. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 
3*- ^' 

PENNELL (H. Cholmondeley). 

Pegasus Resaddled. By 

the Author of " Puck on Pegasus," 
&c. &c. With Ten Full-paee Illus- 
trations bjr George Du Maurier. 
Second Edition. Fcap. 4to. Cloth 
elegant, price xsj. 6d. 

PENRICE (Maj. J.), B.A. 

A Dictionary and Glossary 

of the Ko-ran. Withcopious Gram- 
matical References and Explanations 
of the Text. 4to. Cloth, price 3ix. 

PERCIVAL (Rev. P.). 

Tamil Proverbs, with their 
English Translation. Containing 
upwards of Six Thousand Rroverbs. 
Tnird Edition. Demy 8vo. Sewed, 
price gs, 

PESCHEL (Dr. Oscar). 

The Races of Man and 
their Qeographical Distribution. 
Large crown 8vo. Cloth, price 9«. 

PETTIQREW (J. Bell), M.D., 
F.R.S. 

Animal Locomotion ; or, 

Walking, Swimming, and Fljring. 
With 130 Illustrations. Second Edi- 
tion. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5X. 

Volume VII. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

PFEIFFER (Emily). 

Glan Alarch: His Silence 
and Song. A Poem. Crown Sva 
price 6s. 

Gerard's Monument and 
Other Poems. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6f. 

Poems. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 

price 6». 
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PIGGOT (J.), F.S.A., F.R.Q.S. 

Persia — Ancient and Mo- 
dem. PostSvo. Qoth, price ZOT. 6</. 

PLAYFAIR (Lieut. - Col.)* Her 
Britannic Majesty's Consul-General 
in Algiers. 

Travels in the Footsteps of 
Bruce in Algeria ^ and Tunis. 
Illustrated by lacsimiles of Bruce's 
original Dravängs, Photographs, 
Maps, &c. Royal 4to. Cloth, 
bevelled boards, gilt leaves, {urice 

POOR (Henry V.). 
Money and its Laws, em- 

bracin^; a History of Monetary 
Theones and a History of the Cur- 
rencies of the United States. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, price 2Xf. 

POUSHKIN (A. S.). 

Russian Romance. 

Translated from the Tales of Belkin, 
etc. B^^ Mrs. J. Buchan Telfer («/r 
Afouravieff). Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price ^s, 6a, 

POWER (H.). 

Our Invalids : How shall 
'we Employ and Amuse Them ? 
Fcap. 8vo. Qoth, price u. 6d, 

POWLETT (Lieut. N.), R.A. 

Eastern Legends and 
Stories in Enp^lish Verse. Crown 
8vo. Qoth, pnce sr. 

PRESBYTER. 

Unfoldings of Christian 

Hope. An Essay showing that the 
Doctrine contained in the Damna- 
tory Qauses of the Creed commonlv 
calied Athanasian is unscripturaf. 
Small crown 8vo. Cloth, price 4r. 6d, 

PRICE (Prof. Bonamy). 
Currency and Banking. 

Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

Chapters on Practical Poli- 
tical Economy. Being the Sub- 
stance of Lectures delivered before 
the University of Oxford. Large 
post 8vo. Cloth, price Z2X. 



PROCTOR (Richard A.), H.A. 
Our Place among Infinities. 

A Series of Essays contrasting our 
little abode in space and time with 
the Infinities arotmd us. To which 
are added Essays on "Astrology," 
and'/The Jewish Sabbath." TÜird 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 
6s. 

The Bxpanse of Heaven. 

A Series of Essays on the Wonders 
of the Firmament. With a Frontis- 
piece. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 
Cfeth, price 6s, 

Proteus and Amadeus. A 

Correspondence. Edited by Aubrey 
DcVere. Crown 8yo. Cloth, price 5r. 
PUBLIC SCHOOLBOY. 
The Volunteer, the Militia- 
man, and the Regulär Soldier. 
Crown Svo. Cloth, price sr. 

Punjaub (The) and North 

Western Frontier of India. By an 
old Punjauber. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price SS. 

RAM (James). 

The Philosophy of War. 

Small Crown Svo. Cloth, price 3^ . 6d. 
READ (Carveth). 

On the Theory of Logic : 

An Essay. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 6s. 

REANEY (Mrs. Q. S.). 
Blessing and Blessed; a 
Sketch of Giri Life. With a frontis- 
piece. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 5^. 

Waking and Working ; or, 
from Girlhood to Womanhood. 
With a Frontispiece. Crown Svo. 
Cloth, price SS. 

Sunshine Jenny and other 
Stories. Three Illustrations. Royal 
x6mo. Cloth, price xs. 6d. 

Sunbeam 'Willie, and other 
Stories. Three Illustrations. Royal 
i6mo. Cloth, price xs. 6d. 

RHOADES (James). 
Timoleon. A Dramatic Poem. 
Fcap. Svo. Cloth, price 5«. 

RIBOT (Prof. Th.). 
English Psychology. Se- 
cond Edition. A Revised and Cor- 
rected TramJation from the tatest 
French Edition. Large post Svo. 
Qoth, price gs. 4 
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RIBOT (Prof. TYi.y—cönHnued, 

Heredity ; A Psychological 

Study on its Phenomena, its Laws, 
its Oiuses, and its Conse<)aences. 
Large crown 8vo. Qoth, pnce gs. 

RINK (Chevalier Dr. Henry). 

Greenland : Its People and 

ita Producta. By the Chevalier 
Dr. Henry Rink, President of the 
Greenland Board of Trade. With 
sixteen Illustrations, drawn by the 
Eskimo, and a Map. Edited by Dr. 
Robert Brown. Crown 8vo. Frice 
xof. 6d. 

ROBERTSON (The Late Rev. 
F. W.), M.A., of Brighton. 

Notes on Genesis. Third 

Edition. Crown 8vo., price ss. 
New and Cheaper Editions : — 

The Late Rev. F. W. 
Robertson, M.A., Life and Lei- 
ters of. Edited by the Rev. Stop- 
ford Brooke, M.A., Chaplain in Or- 
dinary to the Queen. 

I. 2 vols., uniform with the Ser- 
mons. With Steel Portrait Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price ys. 6d. 

IL Library Edition, in Demy 8vo., 
with Two Steel Portrait«. Cloth 
price 12S. 

II L A Populär Edition, in x vol. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

Sermons. FourSeries. Small 
crown 8vo. Cloth, price js. 6d. each. 

Expository Lectures on 
St. Paul's Bpistles to the Co- 
rinthians. A New Edition. Small 
crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

Lectures and Addresses, 

with other llterary remains. A New 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5«. 

An Analysis of Mr. Tenny- 
son's '* In Memoriam.** (Dedi- 
cated by Permission to the Poet- 
Laureate.) Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 2s. 

The Education of the 
Human Race. Translated from 
the German of Gotthold Ephraim 
Lessing. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 
as. 6d. 

The ahcve Works can also be had 
half-bound in morocco. 

\* A Portrait of the late Rev. F. W. 
Robertson^ monnted for framing, can 
be had, pnce as. 6d, 



ROBINSON (A. Mary F.). 
A Handful of Honey- 
■uckle. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 
3*. 6rf. 

ROSS (Mrs. E.), ('»Nelsie Brook"). 
Daddy*s Pet. A Sketch 

from Humble Life. With Six IIlus- 
trations. Royal x6mo. Cloth, prioe 

IS. 

RUSSELL (E. R.). 

Irving as Hamlet. Second 
Edition. Demy 8vo. Sewed, prioe 

IS. 

RUSSELL (Major Frank S.). 
Russian Wars with Turkey, 

Past and Present. With Two Maps. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo., price 6*. 
RUTHERFORD üohn). 

The Secret History of the 
Fenian Conspiracy; its Origin, 
Objects, and Ramificatlons. 2 vols. 
Post 8vo. Cloth, price i8f . 

SADLER (S. W.), R.N. 

The African Cruiser. A 
MIdshipman's Adventures on the 
West Coast With Three Illustra- 
tlons. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 3J. 6d. 

SAMAROW (G.). 
For Sceptre and Crown. A 
Romance of the Present Time. 
Translated by Fanny Wormald. a 
vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price xs*. 

SAUNDERS (Katherine). 
Gideon's Rock, and other 
Stories. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

Joan Merryweather,and other 
Stories. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6f. 

Margaret and Elizabeth. 

A Story of the Sea. Crown 8va 
Qoth, price 6s. 

SAUNDERS (John). 
Israel Mort, Overman : 

a Story of the Mine. Crown 8yo. 
Price 6s. 

Hirell. With Frontispiece. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 3«. 6d. 

Cheap Edition. With Frontis- 
piece, price OS. 

Abel Drake's Wife. With 

Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 3f . 6d. 

Cheap Edition. With Frontis- 
piece, price zs. 
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SCHELL (Miy. von). 

The Operations of the 
First Army under Gen. Von 
Goeben. Translated by Col. C. H. 
von Wright. Four Maps. Dcmy 
8vo. Cloth, price Qf. 

The Operations of the 
First Army under Gen. Von 
Steinmetz. Translated by Captain 
£. O. Hollist. Demy 8vo. Cloth, 
price zof. 6^. 

SCHELLENDORF, (Maj-Gen. 
B. von). 

The Duties of the General 
Stafif. Translated from the German 
by Lieutenant Hare. Vol. I. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, zof. td. 

SCHERFF (MiO- W. von). 
Studies in the New In- 

fantry Tactics. Parts I. and II. 
Translated from the German by 
Colonel Lumley Graham. Demy 
Bvo. Cloth, price 7^. dd. 

SCHMIDT (Prof. Oscar). 

The Doctrine of Descent 
and Darwinism. With 36 lUus- 
trations. Third Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price er. 

Volume XII. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

SCHÜTZENBERGER(Prof.F.). 

Fermentation. With Nu- 
merous Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price m. 

Volume Xa. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

SCOTT (Patrick). 
The Dream and the Deed, 

and other Poems. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 
price 5*. 

SCOTT (W. T.). 
Antiquities of an Essex 
Parish ; or, Pages from the History 
of Great Dunmow. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 5;. Sewed, 4r. 

SCOTT (Robert H.). 
Weather Charts and Storm 

Warnin^s. lUustrated. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 3«. fxi. 

Seeking his Fortune, and 

other Stories. With Four Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 3*. td. 



SENIOR (N. W.). 
Alexis De Tocqueville. 

Correspondence and Conversations 
with Nassau W. Senior, from 1833 
to 1859. Edited by M. C. M. Simp- 
son, avols. Large post 8vo. Clotn, 
price 2 if. 

Journals Kept in France 

and Italy. From 1848 to 1853. 
With a Sketch of the Revolution of 
1848. Edited by his Daughter, M. 
C. M. Simpson. 2 vols. Post Bvo. 
Cloth, price 24«. 

Seven Autumn Leaves from 

Fairyland. lUustrated with Nine 
Etchmgs. Square crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 3f . td. 

SEYD (Ernest), F.S.S. 

The Fall in the Price of 
Silver. Its Causes^ its Consequen- 
ces, and their Possible Avoidance, 
with Special Reference to India. 
Demy 8vo. Sewed, price 2f . td, 

SHADWELL (M^j.-Gen.), C.B. 

Mountain Warfare. lUus- 
trated by the Campaign of 1799 in 
Switzerland. Bemg a Translation 
of the Swiss Narrative compiled from 
die Works of the Archduke Charles, • 

iomini, and others. Also of Notes 
y General H. Dufour on the Cam- 
paign of the Valtelline in 1635. With 
Appendix, Maps, and Introductory 
Remarks. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 
i6j. 

SHAW (Flora L.). 

Castle Blair: a Story of 

Youthful Lives. 2 vols. crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 12«. Also, an edition 
in z vol. crown 8vo. dr . 

SHELLEY (Lady). 

Shelley Memorials from 
Authentic Sources. With (now 
first printed) an Essay on Christian- 
ity by Percy Bysshe Shelley. With 
Portrait. Third Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 5«. 

SHERMAN (Gen. W. T.). 
Memoirs of General V7. 

T. Sherman, Commander of the 
Federal Forces in the American Civil 
War. By Himself. 2 vols. With 
Map. Demy 8vo Cloth, price 241. 
Copyright English Edition^ 
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SHILLITO (Rev. Joseph). 

Womanhood : its Duties, 
Temptations, and Privileges. A Booie 
for Young Women. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Price 3*. 6</. 

8HIPLEY (Rev. Orby), M.A. 

Church Tracts, or Studies 
in Modem Problems. 6y various 
Writers. 2vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 5J. each. 

8HUTE (Richard), M.A. 
A Discourse on Truth. 

Large Post 8vo. Cloth, price 9*. 

8MBDLEY (M. B.). 
Boarding-out and Pauper 
Schools for Girls. Crown 8va 
Cloth, price y. 6ä. 

SMITH (Edward)» M.D., LL.B., 
F.R.S. 

Health and Disease, as In- 

fluenced by the Daily, Seasonal, and 
oUier Cyclical Changes in the Human 
System. A New Edition. Post 8vo. 
Cloth, price 7s. 6d. 

Foods. Profusely lUustrated. 
Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 5; . 

Volume III. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

Practical Dietary for 
Families, Schools, and the La- 
bouring Ölasses. A New Edition. 
Post 8vo. Cloth, price 3*. 6d. 

Tubercular Consumption 
in its Early and Remediable 
Stages. Second Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

SMITH (Hubert). 
Tent Life with English 
Gipsies in Norway. With Five 
full-page Engravings and Thirty-one 
smaUer lUustrations by Whymper 
and others, and Map of the Country 
showine Routes. Third Edition. 
Revised and Corrected. Post 8vo. 
Cloth, price 2if. 

Songs of Two Worlds. By 

the Author of " The Epic of Hades," 
Third Edition. Complete in one 
Volume, with Portrait. Fcap 8vo. 
Cloth, price 7s, 6ä. 



Songs for Music. 

By Four Friends. Square crown 
8va Cloth, price w. 
Containing songs by Reginald A. 
Gatty, Stephen H. Gatty, Greville 
J. Cnester, and Juliana Ewing. 

SPENCER (Herbert). 
The Study of Sociology. 

Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 5f . 

Volume V. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

SPICER (H.). 
Otho's Death Wager. A 

Dark Page of History Illustrated. 
In Five Acts. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 
price 5s. 

STAPLETON (John). 
The Thames : A Poem. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s, 

STEPHENS (Archibald John), 
LL.D. 

The Folkestone Ritual 

Gase. The Substance of the Arg^u- 
ment delivered before the Judicial 
Committee of the Privy Council. On 
behalf of the Respondents. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

STEVENSON (Robert Louis). 
An Inland Voyage. With 
Frontispiece by Walter Crane. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7* . W. 

STEVENSON (Rev. W. F.). 
Hymns for the Church and 
Home. Selected and Edited by the 
Rev. W. Fleming Stevenson. 

The most complete Hymn Book 
published. 

The Hymn Book consists of Three 
Parts :— I. For Public Worship.— 
II. For Family and Private Worship. 
—III. ForChildren. 
%* Pi4blished in various forms and 
pricesy the latter ranging /rom iJ. 
to 6s. Ltsts and füll particulars 
will be fumished on application to 
the Puolishers. 

STEWART(Prof. Balfour), M.A., 
LL.D., F.R.S. 

On the Conservation of 

Energy. Fifth Edition. With 
Fourteen Engravings. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price M. . 

Volume VI. of The International 
Scientific Series. 



C Kegan Paul &* Co,*s Publications, 



27 



STONEHEWER (Affnes). 
Monacell : A L^end of 
North Wales. A Poem. Fcap. 8to. 
Cloth, price 3« . f>d. 

STRETTON (Hcsba). Author of 
** Jessica's First Prayer." 

Michael Lorio's Gross and 
other Stories. With Two Illustra- 
tions. Royal x6mo. Cloth, price 

The Storni of Life. With 

Ten Illustrations. Twenty-firstThou- 
sand. Royal i6mo. Cloth,price is. 6ä. 

The Crew of the Dolphin. 

lUustrated. Fourteenth Thousand. 
Royal i6mo. Cloth, price is. 6ä. 

Cassy. Thirty-eighth Thou- 
sand. With Six Illustrations. Royal 
x6mo. Qoth, price xs. 6d. 

The King's Servants. 

Forty-third Thousand. WithEight 
Illustrations. Royal i6mo. Cloth, 
price IS. 6d 

Lost Gip. Fifty-ninth Thou- 
sand. With Six Illustrations. Royal 
x6mo. Cloth, price is. 6ä. 

%* Also a Aandsomefy bound EdU 
HoHf witA Tweive Illustrations, 
price 3f . 6d. 

David Lloyd's Last Will. 

With Four Illustrations. Royal 
z6mo., price 2f. 6d. 

The Wonderful Life. 

Thirteenth Thousand. Fcap. 8vo. 
Cloth, price af . 6d. 

A Night and a Day. With 
Frontispiece. Twelflh Thousand. 
Royal i6mo. Limp cloth, price 6d, 

Friends tili Death. With 

Illustrations and Fronti^iece. 
Twenty-fourth Thousand. Royal 
i6nio. Cloth, price xs. 6d.', limp 
doth, price 6d. 

Two Christmas Stories. 

With Frontispiece. Twenty-first 
Thousand. Royal x6mo. Limp 
cloth, price 6d. 

Michel Lorio's Cross, and 
Left Alone. With Frontispiece. 
Fifteenth Thousand. Royal z6mo. 
Limp cloth, price 6d» 



STRETTON (Heaba>^<7Mtöf«r«</. 
Old Transome. With 

Frontispiece. Sixteenth Thousand. 
Royal i6mo. Limp cloth, price 6d, 

%» Taken from "The King's 
Servants." 

The Worth of a Baby, and 
how Apple-Tree Court was 
wen. Wim Frontispiece. Nineteenth 
Thousand. Royal i6mo. Limp 
cloth, price 6d. 

STUBBS (Lieut.-Colonel F. W.) 

The Regiment of Bengal 
Artillery. The History of its 
Orgsuiization, Equipment, and War 
Services. CompQed from Published 
Works, Official Records, and various 
Private Sources. With numerous 
Maps and Illustrations. Two Vols. 
Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 32X. 

STUMM (Lieut. Hugo), German 
Military Attache to the Khivan Ex- 
pedition. 

Russia's advance East- 

ward. Based on the Official Reports 
of. Translated by Capt, C. E. H. 
Vincent. With Map. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 6s. 

SULLY (James), M.A. 

Sensation and Intuition. 

Demy 8vo. Cloth, price xos. 6d. 

Pessimism : a History and 
a Criticism. Demy 8vo. Pnce 14«. 

Sunnyland Stories. 

By the Author of * ' Aunt Mary*s Bran 
Pie." Illustrated. Small8vo. Cloth, 
price 3J. 6d. 

Supematural in Nature, The. 

A Verification of Scripture by Free 
Use of Science. Demy 8vo. Cloth, 
price 14^. 

Sweet Silvery Sayings of 

Shakespeare. Crown 8vo. cloth 
gilt, price js. 6d. 

SYME (David). 

Outlines of an Industrial 
Science. Second Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, prico 6s. 

Tales of the Zenana. 

By the Author of " Pandurang 
Hari." 3 vols. Crown 8 vo. Cloth, 
price ais. 
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TAYLOR (Rev. J. W. A.), M.A. 
Poems. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 

price 5J. 
TAYLOR (Sir H.). 
Works Complete. Author's 

Edition, in 5 vols. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 6f. each. 

Vols. I. to 111. containing the 
Poetical Works, Vols. IV. and V. 
the Prose Works. 

TAYLOR (Col. Meadows), C.S.I., 
M.R.I.A. 

A Noble Queen : a Romance 
of Indian History. 3 vols. Crown 
8vo. Cloth. 

Seeta. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. 

Cloth. 

The Confessions of a Thug. 

Crown Svo. Cloth, price 6*. 

Tara : a Mahratta Tale. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6*. 

TELFERM. Buchan), P.R.Q.S., 
Commander R.N. 

The Crimea and Trans- 
Caucasia. With numerous IIlus- 
trations and Maps. 2 vols. Medium 
Svo. Second Edition. Cloth, price 
36*. 
TENNYSON (Alfred). 

The Imperial Library Edi- 
tion. Complete in 7 vols. DemySvo. 
Cloth, price ;C3 i3'« 6</. ; in Rox- 
burgh binding, £,^ js, 6d. 

Author's Edition. Complete 
in 6 Volumes. Post Svo. Cloth gilt ; 
or half-morocco, Roxburgh style : — 

Vol. I. Early Poems, and 

English Idvlls. Price 6s. ; Rox- 
burgh, -js. 6a. 

Vol. II. Locksley Hall, 
Lucretius, and other Poems. 
Price 6s. ; Roxburgh, 7*. 6d. 

Vol. III. The Idylls of 

the King iS^ompiete). Price ^s. 6d.\ 
Roxburgh, ^. 

Vol. IV. The Princess, 
and Maud. Price 6.^.; Roxburgh, 

^s. 6d. 

Vol. V. Enoch Arden, 
and In Memoriam. Price 6s. ; 
Roxburgh, 7; . 6d. 



TENNYSON iAlfrcdy-continued. 

Vol. VI. Dramas. Price 7x.; 

Roxburgh, 8s. 6d. 

Cabinet Edition. 12 vol- 
umes. Each with Frontispiece. Fcap. 
Svo. Cloth, price a« . 6a. each. 

Cabinet Edition. 12 vols. Com- 
plete in handsome Omamental Case. 
l^s. 

Pocket Volume Edition. 

13 vols. In neat case, 36^. Ditto, 
ditto. Extra cloth gilt, in case, 4». 

The Guinea Edition of the 

Poetical and Dramatic Works, com- 
plete in 12 volumes, neatly boimd 
and enclosed in box. Cloth, price 
2XS. French morocco, price 3». 6d, 

The Shilling Edition of the 
Poetical and Dramatic Works, in xa 
vols. , pocket size. Price ts. each. 

The Crown Edition. Com- 
plete in z volume, strongly bound in 
cloth, price 6s. Cloth, extra gilt 
leaves, price 7s. 6d. Roxbuiigh, 
half morocco, price %s, 6ä. 

%* Can also be had in a varicty 
of other bindings. 

Original Editions : 

Poems. Small Svo. Cloth, 
price 6s. 

Maud, and other Poems. 
Small Svo. Cloth, price y. 6d. 

The Princess. Small Svo. 
Cloth, price 35. 6d. 

Idylls of the King. Small 

Svo. Cloth, price 5« . 

Idylls of the King. Com- 
plete. Small Svo. Cloth, price 6«. 

The Holy Grail, and other 
Poems. Small Sva Cloth, pxioe 
4«. 6d. 

Gareth and Lynette. SmaU 
Sva Cloth, price ys, 

Enoch Arden, &c. SmaU 
Svo. Cloth, price 3*. 6d. 

In Memoriam. Small Svo. 

Cloth, price 4r. 
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TBNNYSON iKlix^ty-continued, 
Queen Mary. A Drama. 

New Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 6f . 

Harold. A Drama. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, pric« 6r. 

Selections from Tenny- 

aon's Works. Super royal x6mo. 
Cloth, price 3«. (>d. Cloth gilt extra, 
price \s. 

Songs from Tennyson's 

Works. Super royal i6mo. Cloth 
extra, price 3^ . 6<^. 

Also a cheap edition. x6mo. 
Cloth, price 3f . td, 

Idylls of the King, and 

other Poems. lUustrated by Julia 
Margaret Cameron. a vols. Folio 
Hal^bound morocco, cloth sides, 
price ^tts. each. 

Tennyson for the Young and 

for Recitation. Specially arranged. 
Fcap. 8vo. Price \s. td, 

Tennyson Birthday Book. 

* Editcd by Emily Shakespcar. samo. 
Cloth limp, 3f . ; cloth extra, 3J. 

THOMAS (Moy). 

A Fight for Life. With 
Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 3«. 6</. 

THOMPSON (Alice C). 
Preludes. , A Vohime of 

Poems. Illustrated by Elizabeth 
Thompson (Painter of "The Roll 
Call "). 8vo. Cloth, price 7*. &/. 

THOMPSON (Rev. A. S.). 

Home Words for Wan- 
derers. A Volume of Sermons. 
Crown 8va Cloth, price 6f. 

Thoughts in Verse. 

Small Crown 8vo. Cloth, price xi. 6^. 

THRING (Rev. Godfrey), B.A. 

Hymns and Sacred Lyrics. 
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 5J. 

TODD (Herbert), M.A« 

Arvan ; or, The Story of the 
Sword. A Poem. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price ^t, 6ä, 



TODHUNTER (Dr. J.) 
Laurella; and other Poems. 

Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 6d, 

TRAHERNE (Mrs. A.). 

The Romantic Annais of 

a Naval Family. A New and 

Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 5^ . 

TREMENHEERE (Lieut.-Oen. 
C. W.) 

Missions in India : the 

System of Education in Government 
and Mission Schools contrasted. 
Demy 8vo. Sewed, price zj. 

TURNER (Rev. C. Tennyson). 

Sonnets, L3rric8, and Trans- 
lations. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 
4^ . 6ä. 

TYNDALLÜohn),L.L.D.,F.R.S. 

The Forms of Water in 
Clouds and Rivers, Ice and 
and Glaciers. With Twenty-five 
lUustrations. Seventh Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

Volume I. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

VAMBERY (Prof. A.). 

Bokhara : Its History and 
Conquest. Second Edition. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, price iBs. 

VAN BENEDEN (Mons.). 
Animal Parasites and 
Messmates. With 8^ lUustrations. 
Second Edition. Clotn, price 5;. 

Volume XIX. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

VINCENT (Capt. C. E. H.). 
Elementary Military 
Qeography. Reconnoitring, 

and Sketching. Compiled for 
Non - Commissioned Officers and 
Soldiers of all Arms. Sauare 
crown 8vo. Cloth, price 2s. 6a. 

VOQEL (Dr. Hermann). 
The Chemical effects of 
Light and Photography, in their 
application to Art, Science, and 
Industry. The translation thoroughly 
revised. With xoo lUustrations, in- 
cluding some beautiful specimens of 
Photography. Third Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price ks. 

Volume XV. of The International 
Scientific Series. 
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VYNER (Lady Mary). 
Every day a Portion. 

Adapted from the Bible and the 
Prayer Book, for the Private Devo- 
tions of those living in Widowhood. 
CoUected and edited by Lady Marv 
Vyner. Square crown 8vo. Cloth 
extra, price 5;. 

WARTENSLBBEN (Count H. 
von). 

The Operations of the 
South Army in January and 
Februaxy, 1871. Compiled from 
the Officiai War Documents of the 
Head-quarters of the Southern Army. 
Translated by Colonel C. H. von 
Wrie^ht. With Maps. Demy 8vo. 
Cloth, price ts. 

The Operations of the 
First Army under Gen. von 
Manteuffel. Translated by Colonel 
C. H. von Wright. Uniform with 
Üie above. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 
9*. 

WATERFIELD, W. 

Hymns forHoly Days and 
Seasans. 33mo. Cloth, price \s, 6ä. 

WAY (A.), M.A. 

The Ödes of Horace Liter- 
ally Translated in Metre. Fcap. 
8vo. Cloth, price 2s. 

WELLS (Capt. John C), R.N. 

Spitzbergen — The Gate- 
iva^ to the Polynia ; or, A Voysu^e 
to Spitzbergen. With numerous II- 
lustrations by Whymper and others, 
and Map. New and Cheai>er Edi- 
tion. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

WETMORE(W. S.). 

Commercial Telegraphic 

Code. Second Edition. Post 4to. 
Boards, price 42s. 

WHITAKER (Florence). 
Christy's Inheritance. A 

London Story. Illustrated. Royal 
x6mo. Cloth, price is. 6d. 

WHITE (A. D.), LL.D. 
Warfare of Science. With 

Prefatory Note by Professor TyndalL 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 3«. 6iL 



WHITE (Capt. F. B. F.). 

The Substantive Seniority 
Army List— Minors and Cap- 
tains. 8vo. Sewed, price ar. 6ä. 

WHITNEY (Prof. W. D.) 
The Life and Growth of 

Langua^e. Second Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 5*. Copyright 
Edition, 

Volume XVI. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

Essen tials of English 
Grammarforthe Useof Schoola. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 3*. td. 

WHITTLE (J. L.), A.M. 

Catholicism and the Vati- 
kan. With a Narrative of the Old 
Catholic Congress at Munich. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 4^. (>d. 

WICKHAM (Capt. E. H., R.A.) 
Infiuence of Firearms upon 

Tactics :^ Historical and Critical 
Investigations. By an Officer dp 
SuPERioR Rank (in the German 
Army). Translated by Captain £. 
H. Wickham, R.A. Demy 8vo. 
Cloth, price ^5, 6d, 

WILBERFORCE (H. W.). 

The Church and the Em- 
pires. Historical Periods. Pre- 
ceded by a Memoir of the Author 
by John Heiuy Newman, D.D. of 
the Oratory. With Portrait. Post 
8vo. Cloth, price xor. 6d. 

WILKINSON (T. L.). 
Short Lectures on the Land 

LaiATS. Delivered before the Work- 
in^ Men's College. Crown 8vo. 
Lunp Cloth, price ar . 

WILLIAMS (A. Lukyn). 
Famines in India; their 

Causes and Possible Prävention. 
The Essay for the Le Bas Priie, 1875. 
Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 5«. 
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WILLIAMS (Chailes), one of the 
Special Correspondents altached to 
the Staff of Ghazi Ahmed Mouktar 
Pasha. 

The Armenian Campaig^ : 

Diary of the Campaien of 1877 in 
Armenia and Kurdistan* With 
Two Special Maps. Large post 8vo. 
Cloth, price los. 6d. 

WILLIAMS (Rowland), D.D. 

Life and Letters of, with £x- 
tracts from his Note- Bocks. Edited 
by Mrs. Rowland Williams. With 
a Photographic Portrait.^ 3 vols. 
Large post 8vo. Cloth, price 24«. 

Psalms, Litanies, Coun- 
aels and Collects for Devout 
Persons. Edited by his Widow. 
New and Populär Edfition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price y. 6ä. 

WILLIS (R..M.D.) 
Servetus and Calvin : a 

Study of an Importan^ Epoch in the 
Early History of the Reformation. 
8vo. Cloth, price 16s. 

WILLOUQHBY (The Hon. 
Mr8.)> 

On the North Wind — 
Thistledown. A Volume of Poems. 
Elegantly bound. Small crown 8vo. 
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Cloth, price 7^ . 6ä. 

WILSON (H. Schütz). 
Studies and Romances. 

Crown 8vo. Cloth, price js. 6d. 

WILSON (Lieut-Col. C. T.>. 

iames the Second and the 
»uke of Berwick. Demy 8vo. 
Cloth, price ixr. 6ä. 

WINTERBOTHAM (Rev. R.), 
M.A., B.Sc. 

Sermons and Expositions. 

Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7*. 6d. 

WOINOVITS (C«pt. I.). 
Austrian Cavalry Exercise. 

Translated by Captain W. S. Cooke. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7^ . 



WOOD (C. F.). 

A Yachting Cruise in the 
South Seas. With Six Photo- 
rraphic lUustrations. Demy 8vo. 
Cloth, price 7s. 6ä. 

WRIGHT (Rev. David), M.A. 

Waiting for the Light, and 
other Sermons. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 6s. 

WYLD(R. S.), F.R.S.E. 

The Physics and the Philo- 
sophy of the Senses ; or, The 
Mental and the Physical in their 
Mutual Relation. lUustrated by 
seyeral Plates. Demy 8vo. Cloth, 
price i6s. 

YONGE (C. D.). 

History of the English 
Revolution of z688. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 6s. 

YOUMANS (Eliza A.). 

An Essay on the Cfllture 
of the Observing Powers of 
Children, especially in connection 
with the Study of Botany. Edited, 
with Notes and a Supplement, by 
Joseph Payne, F. C. P., Author of 
Lectures on the Science and Art of 
Education," &c. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 2S. 6d. 

First Book of Botany. 

Designed to Cultivate the Observing 
Powers of Children. With 300 En- 
g[ravings. New and Enlai^ed Edi- 
tion. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5s. 

YOUMANS (Edward L.), M.D. 
A Class Bookof Chemistry, 

on^ the Basis of the New System. 
With 300 lUustrations. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 5f . 

ZIMMERN (H.). 
Stories in Precious Stones. 

With Six lUustrations. Third Edi- 
tion. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5«. 
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THE NINETEENTH CENTURY. 

A Monthly Review, edited by James Knowles, price 2s. 6d. 

Vols. I and 2 (Price 14s. each) and Vol. 3 (Price 17s.) con- 
tain Contributions by the foUowing Writers : 



The Duke of Argyll. 

Mr. Matthew Arnold. 

Rabbi Hermann Adler. 

Mr. Arthur Arnold. 

Rev. J. Baldwin Brown. 

Mr. Edgar Bowring. 

Mr. Thomas Brassey, M.P. 

Mr. Edgar A. Bowring. 

Sir Thomas Bazley, Bart, M.P. 

Professor George von Bunsen. 

Rev. Dr. George Percy Badger. 

Rev. Canon Barry. 

Dr. H. Charlton Bastian. 

Professor Clifford. 

Dr. Carpenter. 

Professor Colvln. 

Mr. Rant DuflF, M.P. 

Mr. Edward Dicey. 

Rev. R. W. Dale. 

Mr. J. A. Froude. 

Mr. Archibald Forbes. 

Rt. Hon. W. E. Gladstone, M.P. 

Bishop of Gloucester and Bristol. 

Mr. W. R. Greg. 

Professor Huxley. 

Mr. Frederick Harrison. 

Mr. George Jacob Holyoake. 

Mr. R. H. Hutton. 

Mr. Henry Irving. 

Sir John Lubbock, M.P. 

Cardinal Manning. 



Rev. Dr. Martineau. 

Rev. Malcolm MadColl. 

Professor Henry Morley. 

His Highness Midhat Pasha. 

Professor Henry Morley. 

Mr. A. H. Mackonochie. 

Rt. Hon. Lyon Playfair, M.P. 

Mr. George Potter. 

Viscount Stratford de RedclifFe. 

Professor Croom Robertson. 

Rev. J. Guiness Rogers. 

Professor Ruskin. 

Mr. W. R. S. Ralston. 

The Very Rev. the Dean of St. Paul's, 

Lord Seiborne. 

Sir*James Fitzjames Stephen. 

Rt. Hon. James Stansfeld, M.P. 

Mr. James Spedding. 

Professor Godwin Smith. 

Professor Tyndall. 

Mr. Tennyson. 

Sir Julius Vogel. 

Dr. Ward. 

Major Gen. Sir Gamet Wolseley. 

The Very Rev. the Dean of Westmin- 

.ster. 
The RighfRev. Chas. Wordsworth, 

Bishop of St. Andrew's. 
Mr. Frederick Wedmore. 
Sir Thomas Watson. 
&c. &c. 
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